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ERRATA. 

Page  73.  for  tbe  king  and  fifty  fiddlers,  fiddlera  toloa;  nmi  the  kitig,  and  fiftj  fiddlers  solos. 

—  ^^  for  Grand  Chartreuse,  read  Qrande  Chartreuse. 

—  75.  for  Tribia,  reod  Trebia 

—  108.  Tbe  signature  T.  Gray,  should  come  before  the  Editor's  note. 
^-  852.  for  new  scholars,  read  mere  scholars. 

—  345.  ybf  a  fe  winter  months,  read  a  few  winter  months, 

—  368.  for  exults  in  landscape,  read  excels  in  landMape. 

—  371.  for  J6  m'y  pers»  road  je  m'y  perd. 

—  385.  f9r  Mr,  Browif  ntd  Mr*  Browa, 
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GRAY'S    LETTERS. 


SECTION  THE  FIRST. 


t  . 


•  •  » 


LETTER  I. 


M*^  WEST  TO  m^-QBAY. 

m 

YOU  use  me  very  cruelly :  You  have  sent  me  but  one 
letter  since  I  have  been  at  Oxford/  and  that  too  agreeable  not 
to  make  me  sensible  how  great  my  loss  is  in  not  having  more. 
Next  to  seeing  you  is  the  pleasure  of  seeing  your  hand- writing; 
next  to  hearing  you  is  the  pleasure  of  hestring  from  you.  Really 
and  i^incerely  I  wonder  at  you,  that  you  thought  it  not  worth 
while  to  answer  my  last  letter.  1  hope  this  will  have  better  success 
in  behalf  of  your  quondam  schopl-fellpw ;  in  behalf  of  one  who 
has  walked  hand  in  hand  with  you,  like  the  twO  bhildreil  in 
the  wood. 


« 

Thro*  many  a  flow'ry  paOi  imd'iAeUy  prot, 
Where  leahiing  luBM  w  in  ber  jnrivate  *  mkne. 


*  A    it 


^ 


*  This  expression  prettily  disting^iusbes  thdr  studies  when  out  of  the  public  school, 
which  tvouid  naturally,  at  their  age,  bis  Vmg;ue  and  tledttUory.-*JfiEMoii. 

VOL.  II.  B 


The  very  thought,  you  see,  tips  my  pen  with  poetry,  and 
brings  Eton  to  my  view.  Consider  me  very  seriously  here  in 
tt  strange  ccHintrjr,  inhabited  by  things  that  call  themselves 
Doctors  and  Masters  of  Arts;  a  country  flowing  with  syllo- 
gisms and  ale,  where  Horace  and  Virgil  are  equally  unknown; 
consider  me,  I  say,  in  this  melancholy  light,  and  then  think 
if  something  be  not  dot  ta 


Yours. 


Christ  Church,  N69.  Uf  17«<k 


P.  S.  I  desire  you  will  send  me  soon,  and  truly  and  positively,* 
a  history  of  your  own  time. 


irr   'rft'^ii'//  .'tfwr 


LETTJER  11. 


•   •  • 


M*-   GRAY  TO   M"^  WEST. 

r  « 

I 

PIEkMIT  me  iatgsdn  t0  write  to  you,  though  I  have^ 
so  long  neglected  my  duty^  and  forgive  my  brevity,  when  I 
teii  you  it  is  occasioned  wholly  by  the  hurry  I  am  in  to  get 
to  a  place  where  1  expect  to  meet  with  no  other  pleasure  than 
the  sight  of  you;  for  I  am  preparing  for  London  in  a  few 
days  at  furthest.  I  do  not  wonder  in  the  least  at  your  fre^ 
quent  blaming  niy  indoleooe,  it  ought  rather  to  be  called 
ingratitude,   and  I  am  obliged  to  your  goodness  for  softening 


*  JkUuciii^  to  kUf  gcandfiittic^*.  Bishop  Bornet's  history. 


so  faan^  an  appellation.  When  we  meet  k  will,,  himwer^  be 
my  greatest  of  pleasures  to  know  what  you  do,  'wkat  you  smt^, 
and  how  you  spend  your  time,  &;c.  Ice.  and  to  tell  yoob  what 
I  do  not  read,  and  bow  I  do  not,  8cc.  £br  olmost  att  die  e«ipl<^«! 
inent  of  my  hours  may  be  best  explained  by  negatives;  take 
my  word  and  experience  upon  it,  doing  nothing  is  a  most 
amusing  business ;  and  yet  neither  something  nor  nothing  gives 
me  any  pleasure.  When  you  have  seen  one  of  my  days,  you 
have  seen  a  whole  year  of  my  life ;  they  go  round  and  round 
like  the  blind  horse  in  the  mill,  only  he  has  the  satis&ction 
of  fancying  he  makes  a  progress  and  gets  some  ground ;  my  eyes 
are  open  enough  to  see  the  same  dull  prospect,  and  to  know 
that  having  made  four-and-twenty  steps  more,  I  shall  be  just 
where .  I  was ;  I  may,  better  than  most  people,  say  my  life  is 
but  a  span,  were  I  not  afraid  lest  you  should  not  believe  that 
a  person  so  short-lived  could  write  ev^a  «o  loog  a  letter  as  this; 
in  short,  I  believe  I  must  not  send  you  the  history  of  my  own 
time,  till  I  can  «end  you  4)hfat  also  of  the  refermalSoii  ^.  How- 
ever, as  the  most  undeserving  peopk  in  tfae  9PorId  musfc  sum 
have  (Sue  vanity  to  wish  smnebody  had  «  regard  fcr  ihem,  so 
I  need  not  wonder  at  my  own,  in  iieing  pleased  that  yeu  eane 
about  me.  You  need  fiot  -doubt,  therefore,  of  having  «  ikastjom 
In  the  front  box  of  my  little  heart,  and  I  believe  ^ou  sre  mot 
in  danger  of  being  crowded  there;  it  is  asking  you  Jto  tsm  old 
play,  indeed,  but  you  will  be  candid  enough  to  excuse  the  adMie 
piece  for  the  sake  of  a  few  tolerable  lines. 

For  this  little  while  past  I  have  been  playing  vith  Statiuij ; 
we  yesterday  had  a  game  at  quoite  together;  you  wiU  easily 
forgive  me  for  having  broke    his  head,    as  you  have   a  little 


i*— "^p 


*  Carrying  on  the  allusion  to  the  other  history  written  by  Mr.  West's  grand- 
fathen'-^JfcMOtt. 

b3 


pique  to  him.  I  send  you  my  translation  *  which  I  did .  not 
engage  m  because  I  liked  that  part  of  the  Poem,  nor  do  I  now 
send  it  to  you  because  I  think  it  deserves  it,  but  merely  to 
shew  you  how  I  mispend  my  days. 


Camhidye,  May  S,  1730. 


LETTER 


M«-  WEST   TO  M*-  GRAY. 


.1'  AGREE  with  you  that  you  have  broke  Statius's  head, 
but  it  is  in  like  Hianner  as  Apollo  broke  Hyacinth*s,  you  have 
foiled  him  infinitely  at  his  own  weapon:  I  must  insist  on  seeing 
the  vest  df .  yoar  translation,  and  then  I  will  examine  it  entire, 
and  compare  it  with  the  Latin,  and  be  very  wise  and  severe, 
and  pub  on  an  infl^ible  face,  such  as  becomes  the  character 
.of  a  true  ison  of  Aristarchits>  of  hypercritical  memory.  la  the 
mean '  whilen 

\ 

•  •       •      '        • 

And  calm*d  the  terrors  of  his  daws  in  gold, 

Is  exactly  Statius — Summos  auro  mansueverat  ungues.     I  never 
tnew  before  that    the  golden  fangs  on  hammercloths  were  so 


*  Here  followed  the  Translation  of  Statius. 


old  a  fashion^  Your  Hymeneal  ^  I  was  told  was  the  best  in 
the  Cambridge  Collection  before  I  saw.it,  and,  indeed^  it  is 
no  great  compliment  to  tell  you  I  thought  it  so  when  I  had 
seen  it,  but  sincerely  it  pleased  me  best.  Rethinks  the  college 
bards  have  run  into  a  strange  taste  on  this .  occasion.  Such 
soft  unmeaning  stuff  about  Venus  and  Cupid,  and  Peleus  and 
Thetis,  and  Zephyrs  and  Dryads,  was  never  read.  As  for  my 
poor  little  Eclogue  it  has  been  condemned  and  beheaded  by 
our  Westminster  judges;  an  exordium  of  about  sixteen  lines 
absolutely  cut  off,  and  its  other  limbs  quartered  in  a  most  bar- 
barous manner.  I  will  send  it  you  in  my  next  as  my  true 
and   lawful  heir,    in  exclusion  of  the  pretender,    who  has  the 

impudence  to  appear  under  my  name.. 

« 

As  yet  I  have  not  looked  into  Sir  Isaac.  Public  disputa* 
tions  I  hate;  niathematics  I  reverence;  history,  morality,  and 
natural  philosophy  have  the  greatest  charms  in  my  eye;  but 
who  can  forget  poetry?  they  call  it  idleness,  but  it  is  surely 
the  most  enchanting  thing  in  the  wprldy  ''  ac  dulce .  otium  & 
pcene  omni  negotio  pulchrius/'  .  ^ 

I  am,  dear  Sir,  yours  while  I  am 

R.  W. 

Christ  Ckurcht  May  24,  1736. 


II         II 


*  Published  in  the  Cambridge  Collection  of  Terses  on  the  Prince  of  VFaWs 
marriage.  I  buve  not  thought  i(  neee^sary  to  insert:  these  hexameters,  as 
adulatory  verses  of  this  kind,  however  well  written,  desarve  not  to  be  transmitted 
to  posterity  ;  and,  indeed,  are  usually  buried,  as  they  ought  to  be,  in  the  trash 
with  which  they  are  surrounded.  Every  person,  who  feels  himself  a  poet,  ought 
to  be  above  prostituting  his  powers  on  such  occasions ;  and  extreme  youth  (as  was 
the  ease  with  Mr.  Gray)  is  the  only  thing  that  can  apologize  for  his  having  done 

it. — Mason. To  this    Note,  by  Mr.   Mason,  I  must   add,  that  there  is  not 

the  slightest  shade  of  adulation  or  ^  courtly  incense'  discoverable  in  the  verse» 
alluded  to ;  except  it  may  be  found  in  the  Poet  likening  Princess  Augusta  to  a 
stone  statue  \  and  Prince  Frederick  to  Pygmalion.— JETcf. 


[The  following  letter  seems  to  require  some  little  pre&ce,  not 
so  much  as  it  expresses  Mr.  Gray's  juvenile  sentiments  con* 
ceming  the  mode  of  our  academical  edudntion,  as  that  these 
sentiments  prevailed  with  him  through  life»  and  that  he  often 
declared  them»  with  so  little  reserve^  as  to  cneate  him  many 
endemics.  It  is  certain  that  at  the  time  when  he  was  admitted^ 
and  for  some  years  after,  Jacobitism,  and  its  concomitant  hand 
drinking,  prevailed  still  at  Camtmdge,  much  to  the  prejudice 
not  only  of  good  manners  but  of  good  letters;  for,  if  this 
spirit  was  then  on  Hie  decline,  it  was  not  extinguished  tili 
after  the  year  1745.  But  we  see  (as  was  natural  enough  in  a 
young  mail)  he  laid  tiie  blame  rather  on  the  mode  of  education 
than  the  mode  of  the  times;  and  to  this  error  the  uncommon 
proficiency  he  had  made  at  Eton  in  classical  learning  might 
contribute,  as  he  found  himself  in  a  situatioii  where  that  species 
of  merit  held  not  the  first  rank.  However  this  be,  it  was  ne- 
cessary not  to  omit  this  feature  of  his  mind,  when  employed  in 
drawing  a  general  likeness  of  it;  and  what  colours  could  be 
found  so  forcible  as  his  own  to  express  its  true  light  and  sha<* 
dow?  I  would  further  observe,  that  whatever  truth  there  might 
be  in  his  satird"  at  the  time  it  was  written,  it  can  by  no  means 
affect  the  present  state  of  the  university.  There  is  usually  a  much 
greater  fluctuation  of  taste  and  manners  in  an  academical,  than  a 
national  body ;  occasioned  (to  use  a  scholastic  metaphor)  by  that 
vary  quick  succession  ^  its  -component  parts,  which  t^ften  goes 
near  to  destroy  its  personal  identity.  Whatever  therefore  may 
be  true  of  sudi  a  society  at  one  time,  may  be,  and  generally 
is,  ten  years  after  absolutely  M&e.y^-Mdson. 


LETTER  IV. 


M*-   GRAY  TO   M»-  WEST. 

YOU  must  know  that  I  do  not  take  degrees,  and, 
after  this  terra,  shall  have  nothing  more  of  College  imperti- 
nencies  to  undergo,  which  {  trust  will  be  some  pleasure  to  you, 
as  it  is  a  great  one  to  me.  I  have  endured  lectures  daily  and 
hourly  since  I  came  last,  supported  by  the  hopes  of  being 
shortly  at  full  liberty  to  give  myself  up  to  my  friends  and 
classical  companions,  who,  poor  souls !  though  I  see  them 
fallen  into  great  contempt  with  most  people  here,  yet  I  can- 
not help  sticking  to  them,  and  out  of  a  spirit  of  obstinacy 
(I  •  think)  love  them  the  better  for  it ;  and  indeed,  what  can 
I  do  else?  Must  I  plunge  into  metaphysics?  Alas,  I  cannot 
see  in  the  dark;  nature  has  not  furnished  me  with  the  optics 
of  a  cat.     Must    I    pore    upon  mathematics?^  Alas,   I  cannot 


*  The  Reader  must  consider  the  spirit  of  humour  in  which  this  letter  is  written, 
1>efore  he  regards  these  sentiments  familiarly  thrown  out  po  his  Correspondent,  as 
the  mature  or  settled  opinions  of  Gray,  on  the  yaluable  and  inestimable  science  of 
Mathematics.  If  however  he  were  really  expressing,  in  a  jocose  manner,  the  result  of 
his  serious  deliberations  on  the  subject,  he  found  ample  reason  to  change  them,  when  the 
experience  of  his  more  advanced  life  shewed  to  him  it's  important  effects  upon  some  of 
the  noblest  faculties  of  the  human  mind,  and  when  he  could  not  but  acknowledge  the 
snpereminent  accuracy  of  its  meaiw,  the  unrivailed  dignity  i>f  its  0ml.  **  Mr.  Gray 
(says  Mr.  Mathias)  much  regretted  that  he  had  never  applied  his  mind  to  Ae 
study  of  the  antlMmaties ;  asd  onee,  rather  late  ia  life,  be  Uated  to  his  firiand  an 
iBteiitioB  to  vadertiake  it.  No  one  wm  ewr  oMre  ooovinoed  of  it**  dignity  and  tt^e 
importance.  He  wished,  howeyer,  to  appreciate  it  with  discreet  i^proiMlioB,  not 
considering  it  as  the  only  nM>de  by  which  the  Understanding  could  be  matured  :   as  be 


e 

see  in  too  much  light;  I  am  no  eagle.  It  is  very  possit3te 
that  two  and  two  make  four,  but  I  would  not  give  four 
farthings  to  demonstrate  this  ever  so  clearly;  and  if  these  be 
the  profits  of  life,  give  me  the  ^nq[usements  of  it.  The  people 
I  behold  all  around  me,  it  seems^  know  all  this  and  more, 
and  yet  I  do  not  know  one  of  them  who  inspires  me  with 
any  ambition  of  being  like  him.  Surely  it  was  of  this  place, 
now  Cambridge,  but  formerly  known  by  the  name  of  Babylon, 
that  the  prophet  spoke  when  he  said,  "  the  wild  beasts  of 
"  the  desert  shall  dwell  there,  and  their  houses  shall  be  full 
"  of  doleful  creatures,  and  owls  shall  build  there,  and  satyrs 
'^  shall  dance  there ;  their  forts  and  towers  shall  be  a  den  fot 
•*  ever,  a  joy  of  wild  asses;  there  shall  the  great  owl  make 
"  her  nest,  and  lay  and  hatch  and  gather  under  her  shadow ; 
''  it  shall  be  a  court  of  dragons;  the  screech  owl  also  shall 
"  rest  there,  and  find  for  herself  a  place  of  rest."  You  see 
here  is  a  pretty  collection  of  desolate  animals,  which  is  veri- 
fied in  this  town  to  a  tittle,  and  perhaps  it  may  also  allude  to 
your  habitation,  for  you  know  all  types  may  be  taken  by 
abundance   of  handles;    however,    1    defy  your  owls  to  match 

* 

mine. 


conceived  tliat  a  fixed  atteDtion  to  any  ivorks  of  close  and  of  deep  reasoning  might 
produce  the  same  accurate  precision  of  thought.  But  he  felt,  and  he  owned  it 
too,  the  commanding  power  of  those  speculations,  to  which  the  mathematician  alone 
can  conduct  the  patient  inquirers  into  nature.  And  \\e  could  not  but  admire  the 
Strong  and  ammated  expressions  of  Halley, — 


^  Nubem  pellente  Mathesi 


^*  Claustra  patent  Cceli,  rerumque  immobilis  ordo." 

While  he  contemplated,  with  leTeresce,  the  lawa  and  the  system  of  the  Universe 
fixed  by  a  sublime  geometry/'  See  MatluM's  ObMrvatioiis  on  Gray's  Writings* 
P.  68.  B^iKScU 


• 


tf  the  default  of  your  spirits  and  nerves  be  nothing  but  the 
effect  of  the  hyp»  I  have  no  more  to  say.  We  all  must  sub- 
mit to  that  wayward  Queen;  I  too  in  no  small  degree  own. 
her .  sway, 

I  fed  her  influence  while  I  speak  her  power. 

But  if  it  be  a  real  distemper,  pray  take  more  care  of  your 
health,  if  not  for  your  own  at  least  for  our  sakes,  and  do  not 
be  so  soon  weary  of  this  little  world :  I  do  not  know  what  * 
refined  friendships  you  may  have  contracted  in  the  other,  but 
pray  do  not  be  in  a  hurry  to  see  your  acquaintance  above; 
among  your  terrestrial :  ^miliars,  however,  though  I  say  it  that* 
should  not  say  it,  there  positively  is  not  one  that  has  a  greater 
e^eem  for  you  than  ' 

Yours  most  sincerely,  &c. 
PeterAome,  Dec.  17S6. 


LETTER  V. 


M»-   WEST    TO   M*-   GRAY. 

I  CONGRATULATE  you  on  your  being  about  to 
leave   cdlege^,   and  rejoice  much  you  carry  no  degrees 


*  This  thought  is  very  juTenile,  %ni  perhaps  he  meant  to  ridieiile  the  alfeeted 
namier  of  Mrs.  Rowers  letters  of  the  dead  to  the  livuig ;  a  book  which  was,  I 
belieTe,  published  about  this  tioDe^^-^flfofOfi. 

t  I  suspect  that  Mr.  West  mistook  h»  correspondent ;  who,  m  saynig  be  did  oot 
VOL,  II.  »  C 
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ymkh  For  I  would  ikot  have  You  dignified,  and  1  not,  for  flie 
world,  you  would  have  insulted  me  so.  My  eyes,  soch  as  they^ 
are,  like  yours,  are  neither  metaphysical  nor  mallieniatiGal ;  I 
have,  nevertheless,  a  great  respect  for  your  connoisseurs  that 
way,  but  am  always  contented  to  be  their  humble  admirer. 
Your  collection  of  desolate  animals  pleased  me  much ;  but  Ox- 
ford, I  can  assure  yoo,  has  her  omh  that  match  yours,  and  the 
prophecy  has  certainly  a  aquiiit  that  way*  Wdtl»  you  are  leav-*! 
ing*  this  dismal  land  of  bondage,  and  which  way  are  you  turn-! 
ing  your  fiice?  Your  friends*  indeed,  may  be  happy  in  you,  butt 
what  will  you  do  with  your  classic  companions?  An  inn  of 
cooft  is  as  horrid  a  phbce  as  a  ec41ege^  and  a  moot  case  is  aa 
dear  to  genlle  dullness  as  a  syllogism.  But  whevever  you  go^ 
let  me  beg  you  not  to  throw  poetry  '^  like  a  nauseous  weed 
away:*'  Cherish  its  sweets  in  your  bosom,  they  will  serve  you 
now  and  then  to  correct  the  disgusting  sober  follies  of  the 
common  law,  misce  stultitiam  consiliis  brevera^ .  dulce  est  deslpcre 
in  loco;  so  said  Horace' to  Virgil,  those  two  sons  of  Anac  in 
poetry,  and  so  say  I  to  you,  in  this  degenerate  land  of  pigmies. 

Mix  Mrith  your  grave  designs  a  little  pleasure. 
Each  day  of  busiuess  has  its  hour  of  leisure. 

In  one  of  these  hours  1  hope*  dear  Sir,  you  will  sometimes 
think  of  me,  write  to  me,  and  know  me  yours, 

^t  is,  write  freely  to  me  and  i»|^nlyi  as  I  do  to  you,  and  to 

^«— ^^A— — ^^.A^i     !*■  iiil  <     ■■■■■«         «i^      ■  t       «—  III         f,»i»ii     It       i»p>ipw         ,       ^i»»— ^t  I  ■  >    »   ^■^^■^y— ^ 

takt  degieea,'  meant  only  to  let  his  ftrfeaA  know  that  ho^  should  sooa  be  rpleaspd  iioiiL 
fectue^  wd.  disi^totioDs*  It  is  certain  that  ,Mr.  Gray  continued  at  oolle^  near 
(jviro  y.e»xfk  after  Uiq  tiime  k^  wrote  the  preceding  letter.-- J/o^on. 

«  Horn.  Ih  NbrA.  T.MS. 


I.  i 


i 


u 

^e  jfod  at  proof  qf  it  I  have  sent  yon  an  ^fegy  *of  Tibuilus* 
transiafted.  lUbvllus,  you  nm%t  knoiv,  is  my  faroortte  ^giae 
poet;  ibr  lis,  language  is  more  elegant  asid  his  thcMughiB  tnoine 
natural  ^(iiaa  Ovkl's.  Orid  esceUs  him  only  ia  wit,  of  whicji 
no  (kmA  had  took  ia  my  opinion;  The  reason  I  cbocae  so 
inektficholy  a  kind  of  poesie,  is  because  my. low  spirits  «Dd 
(constant  iU  health  (things  in  me  not  imaginary,  as  yon  smmsae^ 
knt  -too  real  alas !  and,  I  fear,  constitationai)  ^'  hare  tiaaed  my 
heart  to  elegies  of  woe;''  and  this  likewise  is  the  reason  why  I 
ani  the  mbst  irregular  thing  alive  at  college,  for  you  maydo;- 
ftend  upon  it  I  valis  my  health  above  what  they  caJd  discipline. 
As  fat  this  poor  nnUdked  thing  af  an  dbgy*  pray  criticise  it  iin* 
mercrfuUy,  6n  I  sead  k.  with  that  iotefit.  Indeed  your  late 
isansklnon  of  Statius  mig|it  have  detereed  me,  hut  I  know  you 
are  not  more  able  to  exoell  others,  than  you  ane  a{Mt  to  ibrgive 
Ihe  want  of  exceUenoe,  especially  when  it  is  fcnind  in  the  pso- 
ductions  of 

Your  most  sincere  friend. 

Christ  Church,  Eht.  £2,  1796. 


LETTER   VLf 


M«-  GRAY    TO    W^   WALPOLB. 


YOU  can  never  weary  me  with  the  repetiticm  of  any 
thing  Ihat    makes    me    sensible    of   your  kindness;    since    that 


*  This  I  oBdit  for  the  reason  gmo  in  a  precediog  note,  and  for  another  also^ 
because  it  is  not  written  in  alternate  but  Iieroic  rhyme;  ¥rhic)i  I  tfiink  is  not 
the  species  of  English  measure  adapted  to  elegiac  poetry.— JtfitMon. 

t  Mr.  Walpole,  on  my  informing  him  that  it  "nw  my  intention  to  publish  the 

C2 


has  been  th6  only  idea  of  any  social  happuMn  that  I  have 
almost  ever  received,  and  which  (begging  your  pardon  for 
thinking  so  differently  from  you  in  such  Cases)  I  wouid  by 
no  means  have  parted  with  for  an  exemption  from  all  the 
tmeasinesses  mixed  with  it:  But  it  wotdd  be  unjust  to  ima- 
^ne  my  taste  was  any  rule  for  yours ;  for  which  reason  my  ktt^rs 
are  shorter  and  less  frequent  than  they  would  be,  had  I  any 
materials  but  my«elf  to  entertain  you  with.  Love  and  brown 
sugar  must  be  a  poof  regale  for  one  of  your  gqdU  and,  alast 
you  know  I  am  by  b^de  a  grocer^.  Scandal  (if  I  had  any) 
is  a  merchandize  you  do  not  profess  dealing  in ;  now  and 
then,  indeed,  and  to  oblige  a  friend,  you  may  perhaps  slip 
a  little  out  of  your  pocket,  as  a  decayed  gentlewoman  would 
a  piece  of  right  mecklin,  or  a  little  quantity  of  run  tea, 
but  this  only  now  and  then,  not  to  make  a  practice  of  it 
Monsters  appertaining  to  this  climate  you  have  seen  already, 
both  wet  and  dry.  So  you  perceive  witliin  how  narrow  bounds 
my  pen  is  circumscribed,  and  the  whole  contents  of  my  share 
in  our  correspondence  may  be  reduced  under  the  two  heads 
of  1st,  You,  2dly,  I;  the  first  is,  indeed,  a  subject  to  expatiate 
upon,  but  you  might  laugh   at   me  for  talking    about  what  I 


■f*  ■» 


principal  part  of  Mr.  Gray^s  correapondeDce  \fUh  Mr.  West,  very  obligingly  com- 
municated to  me  the  letters  which  he  had  aho  received  from  Mr.  Gray  at  the 
same  period.  From  this  collection  I  have  selected  such  as  I  thought  ^rould  be 
most  likely  to  please  the .  generality  of  readers ;  '  omitting,  though  with  regret, 
many  of  the  more  sprightly  and  humorous  sort,  because  either  from  their  personality, 
or  some  father  local  ciroumftanoe,  they  did  not  seem  so  well  adapted  to  hit  the 
public  tast^.  I  shall  say  more  upon  this  Qnbject  in  a  subsequent  section,  when 
I  give  my  idea  of  Mr.  Gray's  peculiar  Tcin  of  humour. — Mcuon. 

*  i.e,  A  man  who  deals  only  in  coarse  and  ordinary  wares :  to  these  he  oom« 
pares  tbe  plain  sincerity  of  his  own  friendshipi  undisguised  by  flattery;  whicl^ 
had  he  chosen  to  carry  on  the  allusioD,  he  might  have  termed  the  trade  of  % 
Confectioner. — Mason. 
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do  not  undeistand;  the  second  is   so  tiay,   so    tiresome,    that 
vou  shall  hear  no  more  of  it,   than  that  it  is  ever 


Yours. 


Peterhoutet  Dec.  23,   1786. 


LETTER  VIL 


M«-  WEST   TO    M»-   GRiLY. 

I  HAVE  been  very  ill,  and  am  still  hardly  reovered. 
Do  you  remember  Elegy  5,th,  Book  the  3d,  of  TlbuUus,  Vos 
tenet,  &c.  and  do  you  remember  a  letter  of  Mr.  Pope's,  in 
sickness,  to  Mr.  Steele  ?  This  melancholy  elegy ,  and  this  me- 
lancholy letter  I  turned  into  a  more  nielanch<4y  epistle  of 
my  own,  during  my  >  sickness,  in  the  way  of  imitation ;  and 
this  I  send  to  you  and  my  friends  at  Cambridge,  not  to  divert 
them,  for  it  cannot,  but  merely  to  shew  them  how  sincere  I 
was  when  sick:  I  hope  my  sending  it  to  them  now  may 
convince   them  I    am    no   less    sincere,    though  perhaps    more 

simple,  when  well. 

» 

AD  AMICOS.  * 

Yes,  hajppy  youtte,  on  G«aius*  sedgy  side; 
You.f«el  Haeb  joy  Hf^t,  ikieodship  can  divide  j,/ 


'^  Almost  all  Tibattos^s.  el^gy  is  imitated  ia  this  little  pecei  from  whence  his 
transition  to  Mr.  Pope's  letter  i&  very  artfully  oontrived,  and  bespeaks  a  degree 
ef  judgment  much  beyond  Mr.  WcsV.s  years.— JfjPMon. 


./  J 


i  t 
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fikch  realm  of  soiimoe  and  of  srt  explore^ 
And  mih  tb,e  antiept  blend  ike  modern  lar#. 
Studious  alone  to  learn  vrhate'er  may  tend 
To  raise  the  genius  or  the  heart  to  mend ; 
Now  pleasM  along  the  cloisterM  walk  you  rove, 
And  trace  the  yerdant  mazes  of  the,  grove, 
Where  social  oft,  and  oft  alone,  ye  chuse, 
To  catch  the  zephyr  and  to  court  the  muse. 
Mean  time  at  me  (while  all  devoid  of  art 
These  lines  giye  back  the  image  of  my  heart) 
At  me  the  pow'r  that  comes  or  soon  or  late, 
Or  urns,  or  seems  to  aim,  the  dart  of  fate; 
From  you  remote^iuepiinksi  a|one  I  stand 
like  some  sad  exile  in  a  desart  land; 
Around  no   friends  thdr  lenient  care  to  join 
In  mutual  wannth,  and:  mix  their  heart  willi  mine. 
Or  real  pains,  or  those  which  fancy  raise, 
For  BYet  blot  the  sunshine  of  my  days ; 
To  sickness  still,  and  still  to  grief  a  prey^ 
Health  tarns  from  me  her  rosy  &ce  away. 

Just  heaven!  what  sin,  ere  life  begins  to  bloom, 
DeTotes  my  head  untimely  to  the  tomb; 
DM  ef  er  this  band  against  a  brother's  life 
Drug  «the  dire  bowl  or  point  the  murderous  knife  .^ 
Di4  ^'^  this  tongue  the  alanderar's  tele  proclaim, 
Or  madly  violate  my  Maker^s  name  ? 
Did  e^er  this  heart  betray  a  friend  or  foe, 
Or  know  a  thought  but  all  the  world  might  know  ? 
As  yet  just  started  from  the  lists  of  tkne. 
My  growing  years  have  scarcely  told  thw  prinie; 
Useless,  as  yet,  through  life  I've  idly  run. 
No  pleasures  tasted^  and  few  duties  done. 
Ah,  who,  ere  autumn's  mellowing  suns   appear, 
Would  pluck  the  promise  of  Um  Terod  year ; 
Ot^  ere  the  grapes  (hdr  purple  hm  betray. 
Tear  the  crude  cluster  from  the  mourning  spray* 
Stern  Power  of  Fate,  whose  ebon  sceptre  rules 
The  Sty^an  deserts  and  Cimmerian  pools. 
Forbear,  nor  rashly  smite  my  youthfrd  hearty 
A  victim  yet  unworthy  of  thy  dart; 
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Aby  stay  till  age  shall  blast  my  wUbemg  face. 
Shake  in  my  head,  and  falter  in  my  pace; 
Then  aim  the   shaft,  then  meditate  the  blow, 
^  And  to  the  dead  my  willlog  shade  sbaU  f  o. 

How  weak  is  Man  to  Reason^s  jndgiog  eye! 
Born  in  this  moment,  ia  the  uent  we  die; 
Part  mortal  day,  and  part  ethereal  fire. 
Too  proud  to  tateef^  to^  bumjUe  to  aspire. 
In  yain  our  plans  4if  happiness  we  r^se, 
Pain  is  our  lot^  and  patiettee  is  our*  praise; 
Wealth,  lineage^  hononrSy  eott|aeat,  pr  a  thtoae. 
Are  what  the  wise  would  fSear  to  eall  their  own* 
Health  is  at  best  a  vain  preearMus  things 
And  fair-fac*d  youth  is  ever  on  the  wing; 
t  'Tis  like  the  stream,  heride  whose  watVy  bed. 
Some  Uooming  plant  eacalts  his  i.<>w*ry  head^ 
Nurs'd  by  the  irav^^  the  spreading  brandies  rise. 
Shade  all  the  ground  and  flourish  to  the  skies; 
The  waves  the  while  beneath' in  secret  fldv,    . 
And  undermine  the  hollow  bank  bdow; 
Wide  and  more  wide  the  waters  urge  their  way, 
Bare  all  the  roots  and  on  their  fibiw  prey. 
Too  late  the  piani  h^wailB  bLi  foolish  pride^ 

And  sinks,  untimely,   in  the  whelming  tide. 

* 

'  But  why  repine,  does  life  deserve  my  sigh  ? 
Fbw  will  lament  my  loss  w^iene^er  1  die* 


^  Here  he  quits  Tibullus ;  the  ten  foUowtng  verses-  have  but  a  remote  reference 
to  Mr.  Pope's  letter. — Mason. 

f  ^  Yontfi,  at  the  very  best,,  is  b«t  the  betrayer  of  human  life  In  a:  geallei 
^  and  smoother  manner  than  age  ;  'tis  like  the  stream  that  nourishes  a  plant  apoit 
^^  a  bank,  and  causes  it  to  flourish  ^  and  blossom  to  the  6%ht^  hat  at  the  saaMl 
**  time  is  undermining  it  at  the  root  in  secret'* — Pope^s  Worh$f  vol.  7,  page 
^54,  Jhrst  edition^  Warhwrton, — Mr.  West,  by  prolonging  his  paraphrase  of  tliis 
eimile,  gives  it  additional  beauty  from  that  very  circumstance,  but  he  ought  to 
have  introduced  it  by  Mr.  Pope's  own  thought,  ''  Youth  is  a  betrayer ;"  his  couplet 
preceding  the  simile  conveys  too  general  a  reflection. — Mason. 
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^  For  tkMe  the  wretches  I .  dtepise  or  hate^ 

I  neither  envy  nor.  regard  their  fate. 

For  rae,  whenever  all-conqaering  Death  shall  spnmd 

His  wings  around  my  unrepining  head^    . 

t  I  care  not;  tho*   this  face  be  seen  no  more^ 

The  World  will  pass  as  cheerful  as  b^re; 

Bright  as  before  the  day-star  vrill  appear^ 

The  fields  as  Terdant,  and  the  skies  as  clear; 

Nor  storms  nor  comets  will  my  doom  declare. 

Nor  signs  on  earth,  nor  portents  in  the  air; 

Unknown  and  sBent  will  depart  my  breath, 

Nor  Nature  e^er  Idee  notice  of  my  death. 

Yet  some  there  are  (ere  spent  my  yital  days) 

Within  whose  breasts  my  tomb  I  wish  to  raise. 

Iiov'd  in  my  life,  lamented  in  my  end, 

Hieir  praise  would  croWn  me  as  their  precepts  mend : 

To  them  may  tliese  fond  lines  my  name  endear, 

Not  from  the  Poet  but  the  Friend  sincere. 


Christ  Church,  July  4,  1737. 


*  ''  I  am  not  at  all  uneasy  at  the  thought  that  nmny  men,  whom  I  ne^er 
'^  had  any  esteem  for,  are  likely  to  eiyoy  this  world  after  me."— Fide  ihid. — Mauon. 

•  •  *  • 

t  '<  The  mommg  after  my  exit  the  sun  will  rise  as  bright  as  ever,  the  fhwent 
*'  smell  as  sweet,  the  plants  spring  as  green ;"  so  far  Mr.  West  copies  his 
oripnal,  but  instead  of  the  following  part  of  the  sentence,  ^*  People  will  laugh 
^^  as  heartily  and  marry  as  fast  as  they  used  to  do,"  he  inserts  a  more  solema 
idea. 

Nor  storms  nor  comets,  &c. 

justly  percoTing  that  the  elegiac  turn  of  his  epistle  would  not  admit  so  ludicrous 
a  ihooght,  as  was  in  its  place  in  Mr.  Pope's  familiar  letter;  so  fliai  we  see, 
young  as  he  was,  he  had  obtained  die  art  of  judiciously  selecting^  one  oC  the 
Arst  provinces  of  good  tastc-^Jfaton. 
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LETTER  YIII. 


M*   GRAY  TO   M«-    WEgT. 

AFTER  a  month's  expectation  of  you>  and  a  fort- 
night's despair,  at  Cambridge,  I  am  come  to  town,  and  to 
better  hopes  of  seeing  you.  If  what  you  sent  me  last  be  the 
product  of  your  melancholy,  what  may  I  not  expect  from  your 
more  cheerful  hours?  For  by  this  time  the  ill  health  that  you 
complain  of  is  (I  hope)  quite  departed ;  though,  if  I  were  self* 
interested,  I  ought  to  wish  for  the  continuance  of  any  thing 
that  could  be  the  occasion  .  of  so  much  pleasure  to  me.  Low 
spirits  are  my  true  and  faithful  companions;  they  get  up  with 
me,  go  to  bed  with  me,  make  journeys  and  returns  as  I  do; 
nay,  and  pay  visits,  and  will  even  afifect  to  be  jocose,  and  force 
a  feeble  laugh  with  me;  but  most  commoidy  we  sit  alone  to-- 
gether,  and  are  the  prettiest  insipid  company  in  the  world. 
However,  when  you  come,  1  believe  they  must  undergo  the 
fate  of  all  humble  companions,  and  be  discarded.  Would  I 
could  turn  them  to  the  same  use  that  you  have  done,  and 
make  an  Apollo  of  them.  If  they  could  write  such  verses  with 
me,  not  hartshorn,  nor  spirit  of  amber,  nor  all  that  furnishes 
the  closet  of  an  apothecary's  widow,  should  persuade  me  to 
part  with  them-:  But,  while  1  write  to  you,  I  hear  the  bad 
news  of  Lady  Walpole's  death  on  Saturday  night  last.  Forgive 
me  if  the  thought  of  what  my  poor '  Horace  must  feel  6n  that 
account,  obliges  me  to  have  done  in  reminding  you  that  I  am 


Yours,  &c. 


London^  Auff.  22,  1737» 

VOL»  II. 
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LETTER    IX. 


M*-   GRAY   TO   M*^   WALPOLE. 

I  WAS  hindered  in  my  last^  and  so  could  not  give 
you  all  the  trouble  I  would  have  done.  The  description  of  a 
road,  which  your  coach  wheels  have  so  often  honoured,  it  would 
be  needless  to  give  you ;  suffice  it  that  I  arrived  safe  *  at  my 
Unole*s,  who  is  a  great  hunter  in  imagination;  his  dogs  take 
up  every  ciiair  in  the  house,  so  I  am  forced  to  stand  at  this 
present  writing;  and  though  the  gout  forbids  him  galloping 
after  theip  in  the  fields  yet  he  continues  still  to  regale  his  ears 
and  ^bse  with  their  comfortable  noise  arid  stink.  He  holds  me 
mighty  cheap,  I  perceive,  for  walking  when  I  should  ride, 
and  reading  when. I  should  hunt  My  comfort  amidst  all  this 
is,,  that  1  have  at  the  distance  of  half  a  mile,  through  a  green 
lane,  a  forest  (the  vulgar  call  it  a  common)  all  my  own,  at  least 
as  good  as  so^  for  I  spy  no  human  thing  in  it  but  myself. 
It  is  a  little  chaos  of  mountains  and  precipices;  mountains,  it 
16^  tru.e«  th^t  do  not  ascend  much  above  the  clouds,  nor  are  the 
declivities  quite  so  amazing  as.  Dover  cliff;  but  just  such  hills 
as  pepple  who  love  their  necks  as  well  as  I  do  may  venture  lo 
climb,  and  craggs  that  give  the  eye  as  much  pleasure  as  if  they 
were  Eiorq  dangerous:  Both  vale  and  hill  are  covered  with 
most^  venerable  beeches,  and  other  very  reverend  vegetables, 
that,r  like  most  other  ancient  people,  are  always  dreaming  out 
their  old  stories  to  the  winds. 


*  At  Burnham,  in  Buckiaghamshfare. 
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And  as  they  bow  their  hoary  tops  relate^ 

Id  marmVinp^  sounds,  the  dark  decrees  of  fate ; 

While  yisionsy  as  poetic  eyes  avow, 

Cling  to  each  leaf  and  swarm  os  every  bough. 

At  the  foot  of  one  of  these  squats  me  I,  *  (il  penseroso)  and 
there  grow  to  the  trunk  for  a  whole  morning.  The  timorous 
hare  and  sportive  squirrel  gambol  around  me  like  Adam  in 
Paradise,  before  he  had  an  Eve;  but  I  think  he  did  not  use 
to  read  Virgil,  as  I  commonly  do  there.  In  this  situation  I 
often  converse  with  my  Horace,  aloud  too,  that  is  talk  to.  you, 
but  1  do  not  remember  that  I  ever  heard  you  answer  me,:  I 
beg  pardon  for  takifig  all  the  conversation  to  myself,  but  it  is 
entirely  your  own  fault.  We  have  old  Mr.  Southern  at  a 
Gentleman's  house  a  little  way  off,  who  often  comes  to  se^  ^is ; 
he  is  now  seventy-seven  years  old  f ,  and  has  almost  ^^hojlly  lost 
his  memory;  but  is  as  agreeable  bs  an  old  man  'can  he»  at 
least  I  persuade  myself  so  when  I  look  at  him,  anc^  ti»pk  of 
Isabella  and  Oroonoko.  I  shell  be  irj  Toyn  in  about  thfee 
weeks^    Adieu.  '  , 

•  9 

September,  1737. 


*  Tha  same  Iu4icr9iMi  ei^presflioii  ia  mft  wkb  in  ^oq^'a  I^  of  .tiie/K|ifgbt% 
p.  "ST,  frQin  the  mouth  of  Sir  Peourious  Trifle, — f^And  w^at  does  me  /^' but  take 
**  a  trip  to  a  coffee-house  in  St.,  Martia's-Iaqe,"  &c. — Ed. 

t  He  Uv^  uine  yeigr)  Ipv^er,  aUd  4ied  nl  Iho  gceM.age  of  eigbly-^iiU.  9fr. 
Gray  always  thought  highly  of  hii  pathetic  powers,  at  the  same  tifoe  Ib^t  be 
blamed  his  ill  taste  for  mixing  them  so  injiidiciously  with  farce,  io  order  to 
prodtice  that  monstrous  speci)ss  of  compcteition  called  Tragi-eomedy.-^Jifa«bnl 
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LETTER   X. 


M^  GRAY    TO    M"^   WALPOLE,* 

I  SYMPATHIZE  with  you  in  the  sufferings  which 
you  foresee  are  coming  upon  you.  We  are  both  at  present,  I 
imagine^  in  no  very  agreeable  situation ;  for  my  part  I  am 
tinder  the  mrsfbrtune  of  having:  nothing  to  do^  but  it  is  a  mis- 
fortune which,  thank  my  stars,  I  can  pretty  well  bear.  You 
are  in  a  confusion  of  wine,  and  roaring,  and  hunting,  and  tobacco, 
and,  heaven  be  praised,  you  too  can  pretty  well  bear  it;  while 
our  evils  are  no  more  I  believe  we  shall  not  much  repine.  I 
iihagine,  however,  you  will  rather  choose  to  converse  with  the 
living  dead,  that  adom  the  walls  of  your  apartments,  than 
with  the  dead  living  that  deck  the  middles  of  them ;  and  prefer 
a  picture  of  i^ili  life  to  the  realities  of  a  noisy  one^  and  as  I 
guess,  will  imitate  what  you  prefer,  and  for  an  hour  or  two  at 
noon  will  stick  yourself  up  as  formal  as  if  you  had  been  fixed 
in  your  frame  for  these  hundred  years,  with  a  pink  or  rose  in 
one  hand,  and  a  great  seal  ring  on  the  other.  Your  name,  I 
sssBteyou,  lias  *been  propagated  in  these  countries  by  a  convert 
of  yoursi  one  *  *,  he  has  brought  over  his  whole  family  to  you ; 
they  were  before  pretty  good  Whigs,  but  now  they  are  absolute 
Walpolians.  We  have  hardly  any  body  in  the  parish  but  knows 
exactly  the  dimensions  of  the  hall  and  saloon  at  Houghton* 
and  begin  to  believe  that  the  f  lanthorn  is  not  so  great  a  con* 

*  At  thifl  time  with  hi&  father  at  HoughtOD.    Mr.  Gray  writes  from  the  same 
plaee  he  did  befofe,  from  bis  Unole^s  house  ia  BuclMDghamshire^ — Jfa«Ofv 


t  A  laBthom  for  eighteen  candles,  of  copper-gUt,  hung  in  the  hall  at  Houghton^.. 
It  iMaoaiiie  a  favourite  object  of  Tory  satire  at  the  time ;  see  the  Craftsman.  This, 
lanthorn  was  afterwards  sold  to  the  Eavl  ff  Chesterfield  See  Walpole^s  Works> 
yol.  ii,  p.  SOS.— i^cT. 
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sumer  of  the  fat  of  the  land  as  disafiected  persons  have  said: 
For  yeiir  reputation,  we  keep  to  ourselves  your  not  bunting  nor 
drinking  hogan,  either  of  which  here  would  be  sufficient  to  lay 
your  honour  in  the  dust.  To-moirow  se'nnight  I  hope  to  be  in 
Town,  and  not  long  after  at  Cambridge. 


I  am,  &c, 


Bumham^  Sept.  1737. 


■■MMM^I 


LETTER  XL 


M«-  WEST    TO   M*-   GRAY. 

RECEIVING  no  answer  to  my  last  letter,  which 
I  writ  above  a  month  ago,  I  must  own  I  am  a  little  uneasy. 
The  slight  shadow  of  you  which  I  had  in  Town,  has  only 
served  to  endear  you  to  me  the  more.  The  moments  I  past 
with  you  made  a  strong  impression  upon  me.  I  singled  you 
out  for  a  friend,  and  I  would  have  you  know  me  to  be  yourSjt 
if  you  deem  me  worthy, — ^Alas,  Gray,  you  cannot  imagine  how 
miserably  my  time  passes  away.  My  health,  and  nerves,  and 
spirits  are,  thank  my  stars,  the  very  worst,  I  think  in  Oxford. 
Four*and-twenty  hoyrs. .  of  pure  unalloyed  health  together,  are 
as  uilknown  to  me  as  the  400,000  characters  in  the  Chinese 
vocabulary.  One  of  my  complaints  has  of  late  been  so  over* 
civil  as  to  visit  me  regularly  once  a  month— jam  certus  con- 
viva.  This  is  a  painful  nervous  head-ach,  which,  perhaps  you 
have  sometimes  heard  me  speak  of  before.    Give  me  leave  to 
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^y,  I  find  no  physic  comparable  to  your  letters.  If,  as  it 
is  said  in  Ecdeuasticus,  ^Friendship  be  the  (^ystc  of  the 
mind,""  prescribe  to  me,  dear  Gray,  as  often  and  as  much  as 
you  think  poper,  I  shall  be  a  most  obedient  patient. 

Nod  ego 
Fidis  irascar  medicis,  offendar  amicis. 

I  venture  here  to  write  you  down  a  Greek  epigram*,  which 
I  lately  turned  into  Latin,  and  hope   you   will   excuse   it. 

Perspicui  paerom  ludentem  in  margine  riTi 

ImmerMt  vitrei  limpidus  error  aijus: 
At  gelido  ut  mater  moribundum  e  flumine  traxit 

Credula,  &  amplexu  funus  inane  fovet; 
Paulatim   puer  in   dilecto  pectore,  somno 

Languidus,  stemiim  lumina  cwifosuit. 

Adieu !  I  am  going  to  my  tutor's  lectures  on  one  Puffendorff,f 
a  very  jurisprudent  author  as  you  shaH  read  on  'a  summer's  day. 


Believe  mciyouiVf  &c. 


Christ   Church,  Dec.  2,  1738. 


*  Of  Posidippas.  Vide  Anihologiaf  H,  Stephom.  p.  220.  Mr.  Gray  in  his 
MS.  nptes  to  this  edition  of  the  Anthologia  (of  whfch  I  sh^U  give  an  account 
in  a  subsequent  sectioo)  inserts  this  translation,  and  adds  **  Descriptio  pulcherrima 
^*&  quas  tenuem  illntn  gmcotum  spkttum  mirtflc^  sapit;*'  liad  in  conokisioB, 
^Posidippw  inter  prineiptt  AnfihAIogiaa  '<  poetas  enmat,  Pt^leipifii  PhiiMdp^i 
aecido  tixit'*— JVcm^. 

t  Professor  D.  Stewart,  in  his  first  Dissertsition  prefixed  to  the  Supplement 
to  the  Ehcyolop.  Britannioa,  (p.  135}  has  quoted  diis  passage  ii  the  nuie  U  tirray, 
uA  Qot  q(  We$t.-Sd. 

J 


jj 
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LETTER  XI  r. 


M"    WEST    TO   M»    GRAY. 

Liter  AS  mi  Favoni?  *  abs  te  demum,  nudiustertiite 
credo,  accepi  plan6  mellttas,  nisi  fort6  qu^  de  segritudine  qu^datn 
tua  dictum:  atque  hoc  sane  mihi  habitam  est  non  pxiiilo 
acerbius,  quod  te  capitis  morbo  implicitum  esse  intellexi;  oh 
morbum  mihi  quam  odiosum !  qui  de  indpstria  id  agit,  ut  ego 
in  singulos  menses,  dii  boni,  quantis  jucunditatibus  orbarer! 
qu^m  ex  animo   mihi  dolendum   est,  quod 

Medio  de  fonte  leporum 
Sargit  amari  aliquid. 

« 

Salutem  mehercule,  nokn  tarn,  parvipehdas,  atq ;  amicis  tam 
improbfe  consulas :  quanquam  tute  fortassis — sestuas  angusto  limite 
mundi,  viamq ;  (ut  dicitur)  afFectas  Olympo,  nos  tamen  non  esse 
tam  sublimes,  utpote  qui  hisce  in  sordibus  &  fece  diutius 
paulul,um  versari  volumus,  reminiscendum  est :  illse  tuae  Musae, 
si  te  ament  modo,  derelinqui  paulisper  non  nimis  jEgr<i  patientur: 
indulge,  amaba  te,  plusquam  soles,  corporis  exercitationibus ; 
magis  te  campus  habeat,  aprico  magis  te  dedas  otio^  ut  ne  id 
ingeniuni  quod  tam  cultum  curas,  diligenter  nimis  dum  foves. 
officiosarum  matrum  ritu,  interimas.  Vide  quseso,  quam  Wp/^^^ 
tecum   agimus. 


*  Mr.  Oray  in  all  his  latin  compositions,  addressed  to  this  geatlemae,  calls  hixn 
Favooius,  in  allusion  to  the  name  of  WesL'^Maiim. 

t  Horn.  II.  A.  T.  191. 


>^ 


L 
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si  de  his  pharmacis  non  satis  liquet ;  sunt  festivitates  mersB^  sunt 
fecetise  &  risus ;  quos  ego  equidem  si  adhibere  nequeo,  tamen  ad 
preecipiendum  (ut  medicorum  fere  mos  est)  cert^  satis  sim ;  id# 
quod  poetic^  sub  finem  epistote  lusisti^  mihi  gratissimum  quidem 
accidit;  admodum  latind  coctum  &  conditum  tetrasticon^  gnecam 
tamen  illam  "ccpxeiup  mirific^  sapit:  tu  quod  restate  vide,  sodes, 
hujusoe  hominis  ignorantiam ;  curo»  unde  hoc  tibi  sit  depromptunii 
(ut  fatear)  prorsus  nescio:  sane  ego  .equidem  nihil  in  capsis 
reperio  quo  tibi  minima^  partis  solutio  fiat.  Vale,  &  me  ai 
soles,  ama. 

A.  D.  lit  Kalend.  Februar. 


LETTER  Xlir. 


M«-   WEST   TO   M*-   GRAY. 

I  OUGHT  to  answer  you  in  Latin,  but  I  feel  I  dare 
not  enter  the  lists  with  you — cupidum,  pater  optime,  vires  de- 
ficiunt.  Seriously  you  write  in  that  language  with  a  grace  and 
an  Augustan  urbanity  that  amazes  me:  Your  Greek  too  is 
perfect  in  its  kind.  And  here  let  me  wonder  that  a  man,  longe 
grsecorum  doctissimus,  should  be  at  a  loss  fer  the  verse  and 
chapter  whence  my  epigram  is  taken.  I  am  sorry  I  have  not 
my  Aldus  with  me  that  I  might  satisfy  your   curiosity;    but 


^nm^ 


*  Thu  was  written  in  French,  but  as  I  doubted  whether  it  would  stand  the 
test  of  polite  criUcism  so  well  as  the  preceding  would  of  learned,  I  chose  to 
transhte  so  much  of  it  as  I  thought  necessary  in  order  tb  preserve  the  chain  of 
4»rreqpondenoe.— Jfaaon* 
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lie  ndth  all  mj  oidber  literary  fidka  are  left  at  OKibn)^  and  therefore 
you  must  still  rest  in  suspence.  I  thank  you  again  and  again 
for  your  medical  prescription.  I  know  very  well  that  those 
**  risus,  festivitates  &;  fecetiee'"  would  contribute  greatly  to  my 
cure,  but  then  you  must  be  my  apothecary  as  well  as  phy- 
sician, and  make  up  the  dose  as  well  as  direct  it ;  send  jpe, 
therefore,  an  electuary  of  these  drugs,  made  up  secundum  artem, 
*'  et  eris  mihi  magnus  Apollo,"  in  both  his  capacities  as  a  god 
of  poets  and  god  of  physicians.  Wish  me  joy  of  leaving  my 
college,  and  leave  yours  as  fast  as  you  can.  I  shall  be  settled 
at  the  Temple  very  soon. 

Dartmauthstreet,  P^.  tl^  1737-S. 


^sa 


-mirmm^ifm^amm 


•  > 


LETTER  XIV. 


M*-   GRAY   Tp   M»-   WEST. 

* 

lT%i$  Letter  began  9mtk   the  Sapphic  Ode  to  Mr.    We$t,  and  ended   with  * 

the  Alcaic  JragmentJ] 


OH£!  amicule  noster,  et  unde,  sodes  tu  lAHimrdrcaQ^ 
odeo  repente  evasisti?  jam  rogitaturum  credo.  Nescio  hercle^ 
sic  pland  habet.  Quicquid  enim  nugarum  W/  crxoxiy^  inter  am- 
bulandum  in  palimpsesto  scriptitavi,  hisce  te  maaramii  inpelEtiri 
visum  est,  quippe  quem  probare,.  quod  meum  est,  aut  cert6  i^- 
];ioscere  solitum  prob6  novi :  boni  tuk  venid  sit  si  fortd  videar 
in  fine  subtristior;    nam  risui  jamdudum  salutem  dixi;    etiam 

TOL.  II.  E 


ftaulo  moestitite.  jstudiosiofeta  fiictiim  scias,   prompttnique/ Ka/roi> 


Sed  de  me  satb.     Cura  ut  valeas. 

■  .    I     •  •  • 

Jun.  1738. 


•  • 


■  ■■II  ■  «  ■    I      >■  ^i— 


LETTER  XV. 

M"^  WEST    TO   M*^   GRAY, 

I  RETURN  you  a  thousand  thanks  for  your  elegant 
ode,  and  wish  you  every  joy  you  vi^ish  yourself  in  it.  But, 
take  my  word  for  it,  you  will  never  spend  so  agreeable  a  day 
here  as  you  describe;  alas!  the  sun  with  us  only  rises  to  shew 
us  the  way  to  Westnaiiiater  Hall.  Nor  must  I  forget  thanking 
you  for^  your  little  Alcaic  fragment.  The  optic  Naiads  are  in** 
finitely  obliged  to  you. 

I  was  last  week  at  Richmond  Lodge,  with  Mr.  Walpol^ 
for  two  days,  and  dined  with  *  Cardinal  Fleury;  as  far  as 
my  short  sight  can  go,  the  character  of  his  great  art  and  pene- 
tration  is  ver^  just,  he  is  indeed 

,  NalU  penetrabilis  astro. 

■      ■        *,   ■  '•    ^ 

I  go  to-moirrow  tp-  Epsqm,  where  ^  I  shall  ^be  for  about  a  months 
Excuse  me,  I  am  in  ba^te  \^  but  believe  me  always,  &c. 

:    Jiic^  29,  1738* 


^m-m 


*  Sir  Ro1>ert  Walpole. 

- 

t  Mr.  West  seems  to  hare  bees,  indeed,  in  haste  wben  he  writ  this  letter.; 
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LETTER  XVI. 


M«-  GRAY   TO   M"-    WALPOLE. 

I 

MY  dear  Sir,  I  should  say  ♦  Mr-  Inspector  General  of 
the  Exports  and  Imports;  but  that  appellation  would  make  but' 
an  odd  figure  in  conjunction  with  the  three  fkmiliar  monosyl- 
lables above  written,  for 

Noo  beai  conyeniunt  neo  in  nnk  sede  morantur 
Majestas  &  amor,  f 

Which  is,  being  interpreted,  Love  does  not  live  at  the  Custom- 
house; however,  by  what  style,  title,  or  denomination  soever 
you  choose  to  be  dignified  or  distinguished  hereafler,  these  three 
words  will  stick  by  you  like  a  burr,  and  you  can  no  more  get 
quit  of  these  and  your  christian  name  than  St.  Anthony  could 
of  his  pig.  My  moticms  at  present  (which  you  are  pleased  to 
ask  afler)  are  much  like  those  of  a  pendulum  or  (^  Dr.  Longi-- 
cally  speaking)  oscillatory.     I  swing  firom  Chapel  or  Hall  home. 


else,  surely,  his  fine  taste  would  hare  led  him  to  hare  been  more  profuse  in  his 
ptraise  of  the  Alcaic  fragment.  He  might  (I  thipk)  have  said,  without  paying 
too  extravagant  a  compliment  to  Mr.  6ray*s  genius,  that  no  poet  of  the  Augustan 
age  ever  produced  four  more  perfect  fines,  or  what  would  sooner  impose  upon 
the  Ipest  critic,  as  being  a  genuine  antient  composition. — JtftMon. 

«  Mr.  Walpole  was  just  named  to  that  post^  whidi  he  exchsnged  soon  after 
for  that  of  Usher  of  the  Exchequer.— ilfafoii. 

t  Oridii  Met.  IL  T.  6. 

t  Dr.  Loqg)  <he  Master  «i  Pembroke  Hall,  at  this  time  nad  lectONs  in  ex> 
perimental  philosophy.— jlfowon. 

E  2 


i 
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&nd  from  home  to  Chapel  or  HalL  All  the  strange  incidents 
that  happen  in  my  journies  and  returns  I  shall  be  sure  to  ac- 
quaint you  with;  the  most  wonderful  is,  that  it  now  rains  ex- 
ceedingly, this  has  refreshed  the  *  prosplect,  as  the  way  for  the 
most  part  lies  between  green  fields  on  either  hand,  terminated 
with  buildings  at  some  distance,  castles,  I  presume,  and  of  great 
antiquity.  The  roads  arfe  very  good,  being,  as  I  suspect,  the 
works  of  Julius  Caesar  &  army,  far  they  stiU  preserve;-  in  many 
places,  the  appearance  of  a  pavement  in  pretty  good  rBpairi 
and«  if  they  were  not  so  near  home,  might  perhaps  <  b«  as^ 
much  admired  as  the  Via  Appia;  there  are  at  present  seveisal 
rivulets  to  be  crossed,  and  which  serve  to  enliven  the  view  all 
around.  The  country  is  exceeding  fruitful  in  ravens  and  such 
black  cattle;  but,  i^ot  to  tire  you  with  my  travels,  I  abruptly 
coBcltide 

Yours,  &c. 

Aujiutf,  1738. 


LETTER  XVII. 


!«••   GBAY  TO  M*-   WEST. 

I  AM  coming  away  all  so  fast,  and  leaving  behind 
me  without  the  least  remorse,  all  the  beauties  of  Sturbridge 
Fair,  Its  white  bears  may  roar,  its  apes  may  wring  their 
hands,  and   crocodiles   cry    their   eyes   out,  all's  one    for  that; 


«  All  that.ftllowv.  is  a;  hiiiikDurou$ly«kyp«rboUo  deteriplMHi  of  ileqatiraiigle  of 
PeterfHouse. — Mason.  ' 
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I  shall' not  once  visit  them,  nor  so  much  as  take  my  leave. 
The  university  has  published  a  severe  edict  against  schismatical 
congregations,  and  created  half  a  dozen  new  little  procterlings 
to  see  its  orders  executed,  being  under  mighty  apprehensions 
lest  *  Henley  and  his  gilt  tub  should  come  to  the  Fair  and 
seduce  their  young  ones:  but  their  pains  are  to  small  purpose, 
for  lo,  after  all,  he  is  not  coming- 

T  am  at  this  instant  in  the  very  agonies  of  leaving  college, 
and  would  not  wish  the  w^orst  of  my  enemies  a  worse  situation. 
If  you  knew  the  dust,  the  old  boxes,  the  bedsteads,  and 
tutors  that  are  about  my  ears,  ^  you  would  look  upon  this  letter 
as  a  great  effort  of  my  resolution  and  unconcemedness  in  the 
midst  of  evils.  I  fill  up  my  paper  with  a  loose  sort  of  versifon 
of  that  scene  in  Pastor  Fido   that  begins,  Care  selve  beati.  f 


} 
1       ♦    •     . 

1 

:1 

^ 

:f 

■  ■  4 

♦  Orator  Henley. 

t  This  Latin  version  is  extremely  elegiac,  bi^  as  it  is  only  a  version  I  do  not 
insert  it.  Mr.  Gray  did  Aot  begin  to  learn  Italian  till  aboiit  a  year  and  a  half  before 
he  translated  this  scene  ;  and  I  find  amongst  his  papers  an  English  translation  of  part 
of  the  4th  Canto  of  Tasso*s  Gerusalemma  Liberata,  done  previously  to  this,  which 
has  great  merit.  In  a  letter  to  Mr.  West/  dated  March,  1737,  he  says,  **  I  learn 
'^  Italian  like  any  dragon,  and  in  two  months  am  got  through  the  16th  book  of 
^'  Tasso,  whom  I  hold  in  great  adrntratikm :  I  want  you  to  learn  too,  that  I  may 
^'  know  your  opinion  of  him  ;  nothing  can  be  easier  than  that  language  to  any 
^^  one  who  knows  Latin  and  French  aiirtady,  and  th^ei^  are  few  s^  copious  and 
*^  expressive."  In  the  same  letter  he  teth  him,  ^Ihat  liis'  <70D6ge  has  set  him 
*^  a  versifying  on  a  public  oeoaaton,  (v!z»  thoM  veMMV  wfeidh  are  oiiBed  Tripos)  on 
<<  the  theme  of  Luna  est  httbitabili^.*'  the  Poem  ia  to  bd  ibnhd  in  the  Mus» 
Etonenses,  (vol.  ii.  p.  IW.)  I  would  further  observe,  on  this  ocettsloiR,  that  though 
Mr.  Gray  had  lately  read  and  transhtod  Statitts^  yet  wbea  he  tffM^pted  composition, 
his  judgment  immedialdy  directed  bim  tb  the  best  mddH  oJP  versification ;  ac- 
cordingly his  hexameters  are,  as  far  b»  modem  ones  ean  be,*  -aftelr  the  manner  of 
Virgil :  They  move  in  the  succession  of  his  pauses,  and  close  with  his  elisions.— 
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LETTER  XVIII. 


M»-    WEST   TO   M^   GRAY. 

I  THANK  you  again  and  again  for  your  two  last 
most  agreeable  letters.  They  could  not  have  come  more 
a-propos;  I  was  without  any  books  to  divert  me,  and  they 
supplied  the  want  of  every  thing;  I  made  them  my  classics 
in  the  Country,  they  were  my  Horace  and  Hbullus — Non  ita 
loquor  assentandi  caus^  ut  probd  nosti  si  me  noris,  verum  quia 
sic  mea  est  sententia.  1  am  but  just  come  to  Town,  and,  to 
shew  you  my  esteem  of  your  favours,  I  venture  to  send  you 
by  the  penny  post,  to  your  Father's,  what  you  will  find  on 
the  next  page;  I  hope  it  will  rfeach  you  soon  afler  your  ar- 
rival, your  boxes  out  of  the  waggon,  yourself  out  of  the  coach, 
and  tutors  out  of  your  memory* 

Adieun  we  shall  see  one  another,  i  hope,  to*morrow. 


ELE6IA. 

Quod  mihi  tain  grate  miaisti  dona  Camcensi, 

Qualia  Manalias  Pan  Deus  ipse  relit, 
Ampkctor  te,  Graie,  &  toto  corde  repoaco. 

Oh  deaiderium  jam  nimis  usque  meum: 
Et  mihi  rura  placent,  &  me  quoq;  aepe  rokntem 

Duxeront  Dryadea  per  aua  prata  Dee; 
Sienbi  lympha  fugit  liquidb  pede,  aiye  yirentem, 

Magna  deoua  nemoris,  quercus  opacat  homum : 
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nioc  mane  nOTo  Tagor,  iliac  respere  sero, 

Ety  noto  ut  jacui  gramine,  nota  cmio. 
Nee  Dostne  ignorant  divinam  Amaryllida  syWse : 

Ah,  si  desit  amor,  nil  mibi  rura  placent. 
lUe  jugis  habitat  Deus,  ille  in  vallibus  imis, 

Regnat  &  in  CceUii  regnat  &  Oceano ; 
lUe  gregem  torosq;  domat;  asTiq;  leonem 

Seminis;  ille  feros,  ultua  Adonin,    apros: 
Quin  &  fervet  amore  nemus,    ramoq;    sab  omni 

Concentu  tremolo  plarima  gaudet  a^is. 
Dam  etiam  in  sylris  agitant  oommbia  plants. 

Dura  etiam  &  fertur  saaui  animaase  Venus. 
Darior  &  saxis,  &  robore  durior  ille  est. 

Sincere  siqais  pectore  amare  vetat : 
Non  illi  in  manibus  sanctum  deponere  pignos, 

Non  illi  arcanum  cor  aperire  Telim ; 
Neadt  amicitias,  teneros  qui  nescit  amores : 

Ah!   si  nulla  Venus,   nil  mihi  rura  plaoent. 
Me  licet  a  patrii  longe  in  tellure  jaberent 

Extern^  positum  ducere  fata  dies ; 
Si  Tultus  mode  amatus  adesset,  non  ego  contra 

Plorarem  magnos  Tooe  querente  Decs. 
At  dulci  in  gremio  cnrarum  oblivia  duoens 

Nil  cuperem  prster  posse  placere  mem ; 
Nee  bona  fortune  aspiciens,  neq;  munera  regum^ 

IQa  intri  optarem  brachia  cara  morL 


Sept.n,  J  738, 


£NI>  OF  THE  FIBST  SjBCTION. 
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SECTION  THE  SECOND, 


AS  I  allot  this  Section  entirely  to  that  part  of  Mr. 
Gray's  life,  which  he  spent  in  travelling  through  France  and 
Italy,  my  province  will  be  chiefly  that  of  an  Editor;  and 
my  only  care  to  select,  from  a  large  collection  of  letters  writ- 
ten to  his  parents  and  to  his  friend  Mr,  West,  those  parts 
which,  I  imagine,  will  be  most  .likely  eitlier  to  inform  or 
amuse  the  reader.  The  multiplicity  of  accounts,  published,  both 
before  and  after  the  time  when  these  letters  were  written, 
of  those  very  places  which  Mr.  Gray  describes,  will  necessa- 
rily take  from  them  much  of  their  novelty;  5^et  the  elegant 
ease  of  his  epistolary  style  has  a  charm  in  it  for  all  readers 
of  true  taste,  that  will  make  every  apology  of  this  sort  needless. 
They  will  perceive,  that  as  these  letters  were  written  without 
even  the  most  distant  view  of  publication,  they  are  essentially 
different  in  their  manner  of  despription  from  any  others  that 
have  either  preceded  or  followed  them;  add  to  this,  that  they 
are  interspersed  occasionally  with  some  exquisitely  finished  pieces 
of  Latin  poetry,  which  he  composed  on  the  spot  for  the  en- 
tertainment of  his  friend.  But  not -to  anticipate  any  part  of 
the  reader's  pleasure,  I  shall  only  further  say,  to  forewarn  him 
of  a  disappointment,  that'  this  correspondence  is  defective  to- 
wards  the  end,   and  includes    no  description   either  of  Venice 
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or  its  territory;  the  last  places  which  Mr.  Gray  visited.  Thb 
defect  was  occasioned  by  an  unfortunate  disagreement  between 
him  and  Mr.  Walpole,  arising  from  the  difference  of  their 
tempers.  The  former  being,  from  his  earliest  years,  curious, 
pensive,  and  philosophical;  the  latter  gay;  lively,  and,  conse- 
quently, inconsiderate:  •  this  therefore  occasioned  their  separa-^ 
tion  at  Reggio.  Mr.  Gray  went  before  him  to  Venice;  and 
staying  there  only  till  he  could  find  means  of  returning  to 
England,  he  made  the  best  of  his  way  home,  repassing  the 
Alps,  and  following  almost  the  same  route  through  France. by 
which  he  had  before  gone  to  Italy. — Mason. 


'- ^  -  ^  ■       ■   II  ■     til        M    "^ 


LETTER   I. 


M<^   GRAY  TO  HIS  MOTHER. 

Amiens,  April  1,  N.  S.  1739, 

AS  wc  made  but  a  very,  short  journey  to-day,  and 
came.k)  our  imi  early,  I  sit  down  to  give  you  some  account 
0^  our  expedition.  On  the  ^h  (according  to  the  style  here) 
we  lefi  Dover  at  twelve  at  noon,  and  with  a  pretty  brisk  gale. 


■*i  1 


*  In  justice  to  the  memory  of  so  respectable  a  friend,  Mr.  Walpole  eiyoiiis 
Ae  to  charge  himself  yMi  the  ch^f  blame  in  their  qnarrd ;  tonfessiag  that  more 
attentiM  and  oomplaiMiiee,  more  defof^^ice  to  a  Tirarm  frieodsyp,  superior  judgment, 
and  pradence^  might  have  pre^ireiited  a  mptore  thai  gate  muoii  upassiatss  tb 
them  both,  and  a  lasting  concern  to  the  survitor ;  though  in  the  year  17M  a  re- 
conciliation was  effected  between  them,  by  a  Lady  who  wished  well  to  both 
piirttes.-^ilfeMoii. 
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which  pleami  erery  body  mighty  well,  excefit  myself^  who  was 
extremely  sick  the  whole  time;  we  reach^  Calab  by  6ve: 
The  weBthcr  changed,  and*  it  began  to  snow  hard  the  minute 
we  got  iate  the  haibour^  where  we  took  the  .  boat  and  soon 
bunded.  Calais  is  an  exceeding  old»  but  very  pretty  town^  a»d 
we  hardly  saw  aniy  thing  there  that  was  not  so.  new  and  $o 
diiferMit  fixxn  Engkad^  that  it  surprized  m  agDeeaUy.  We 
went  the  next  morning  to  the  great  Church*  and.  were  at 
high  Mass  (it  being  Easter  Monday).  We  saw  also  the  Con* 
rents  of  the  Capudiins^  and  the  Nuns  of  St  Domimc;  with 
these  last  we  held  much  conversaticm,  especially  with  an  English 
Nun»  a  Mrs.  Davis,  of  whose  work  I  sent  youj  by  the 
return  of  the  Pacquet,  a  letter^case  to  remember  her  by«  In 
the  afternoon  we  took  a  post-chaise  (it  still  snowing  veiy 
hudf)  for  Boulogne,  which,  was  only  eighteen  miles  ibrther. 
This  diaise  is  a  sbraoge  sort  of  oonvieyanee^  of  much  gnester 
use  than  beautyj  resembling  an  ill-shaped  chariot^  only  with 
the  door  opening  before  instead  of  the  side;  three ^  horses  draw 
it^  one  be(:^reen  the  shafts,  and  the;  c^her  two  on  eoci^  side, 
on  one  of  which  the  postillion  ridesi,  aini  driviW  too  * ;  Thw 
vehicle  will,  upon  occasion,  go  fourscore  miles  «t-day,  but  Mr. 
Walpole,  being  in  no  hurry,  chooses  to  make  easy  Jouf mes 
of  it,  and  they  are  easy  oqes  indeed;  for  the  motiop  is  ipuch 
like  that  of  a  sedan^  we  go  about'  six  mile$  »o  hp^r«  aod 
commonly  change  horses  at  the  end  of  it:  It  is  true  they 
are  no  very  graceful  steeds,  but  they  go  wfeH,  and  through 
roads  which  they  say  are  bad  for  France,  but  to  me  they  seem 
fpravel  walks  and  bowling^greeos;  in  short  it  would  be  t^i^  finest 
travelling  in  the  world,  weve  it  not  for  the  tnns,  wkuch  sa» 
mostly    terrible   places  indeed.    Bat  to    describe '  our    pi«gress 


^  This  vras  before  the  idtroductioti  of  post-chaises  here,  dse  it  wouM  not  havo 
pewed  a  circuoistafice  y^arthj  n6^ce.—Bfa9on. 
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somewhat  mora  regcdarly,  we  came  into  Boulogoe  when  it 
was  almost  dark,  and  went  out  pretty  early  on  Tuesday  mwnr 
ing ;  so  that  all  I  can  say  about  it  is>  that  it  is  a  large,  old^ 
fortified  town,  with  more  English  in  it  than  French*  On  Tuesday 
we  were  to  go  to  Abbeville,  seventeen  leagues^  or  fiity*oiie 
short  English  miles ;  but  by  file  way  we  dined  s^  Montreuil^ 
much*  to  our  hearts'  content,  on  stinking  mutton  cutlets,  addled 
eggs,  and  ditch  water.  Madame  the  hostess  made  her  appea^i^ 
ance  in  long  lappets  of  bone  lace  and  a  sack  of  linsey-woolsey» 
We  supped  and  lodged  pretty  well  at  Abbeville,  and  had  time 
to  see  a  little  of  it  before  we  came  out  this  morning.  There 
are  seventeen  convents  in  it,  out  of  which  we  ^w  the  chapels  of 
Minims  and  the  Carmelite  Nuns.  We  are  now  come  fiirther 
thirty  miles  to  Amiens,  the  chief  city  of  the  province  of  Picardy. 
We  have  seen  the  cathedral  which  is  just  what  that  of  Can* 
terbury*  must   have  been  before  the  reformation.     It  is  about 
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^  On  this  passage  Mr.  lYhittington  remarks,  in  his  elegi^ni  Essay  on  Gtothic 
ArchHecfture,  4to.  p.  156 — ^<  It  is  extraordinary  that  Gray  shotild  fasTe  compared 
this  church  (Amiens)  to  Canterbury:  no  two  structures  of  the  same  sort  were  e^er 
more  totally  and  in  every  respect  different."  To  the  truth  of  Mr.  VFhittmgton*s 
statement  I  can  bear  witness :  nor  can  I  at  all  account  for  the  comparison  drawn  by 
Gray  y  except  by  supposing  that  be  concluded  it  to  be  accurate  enough  to  furnish 
Jbis '  Mother  with  an  idea  of  what  he  had  seen.  In  his  Letter  to  West,  when  he 
mentions  the  diorch  at  Amiens,  he  does  not  compare  it  to  Cknterbury.  And  in 
a  Letter. to  bis  Mother  of  a  subsequent  date,  he  describes  the  cathedral  at 
ttheims  in  almost  the  same  words  which  he  used  in  his  former  Letter  from 
Amien9.  I^e  attempted,  I  should  suppose,  only  to  give  a  very  general  resem- 
blance of  size  and  splendour*  To  a  person  acquainted  wifli '  the  character  df 
architecture^  tfait  distinguishes  the  Cathedral  of  Canterbury,  I  may  be  allowed  t* 
meatioki,- tlkftt  the  church  at  Amiens  is  remarkable  for  its  very  rich,  and  highly 
pnu|iiieAt^  fiiyade,.  for  its.  beautiful  and  lofty  nave,  for  its  fine  apd  finished 
marigold  windows,  for  its  double  aisles  on  each  side  of  the  choir,  the  aisles  to 
th6  IfKfiSqiitSTnKnth^e'  Tircuiar  *  cohmnade  at  "the  eastern  end.  Moreover,  ^ke 
all  die  ecoksiastical  structures  which  I  have  seen  in  the  Provinces  of  Normaiidy 
and  Picardy,  it  wants  that  cominanding  feature  which  is  the. glory  of  vnc  Enj^Iisb 
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the  same  size,  a  huge  Gothic  building,  beset  on  the  outside 
with  thousands  of  small  statues,  and  within  adorned  with  beau- 
tiful painted  windows,  and  a  vast  number  of  chapels  dressed 
out  in  all  their  finery  of  altar*pieces,  embroidery,  gilding,  and 
marble.  Over  the  high  altar  are  preserved,  in  a  very  large 
wrought  shrine  of  massy  gold,  the  relicks  of  St,  Firmin,  their 
patron  saint.  We  went  also  to  the  chapels  of  the  Jesuits  and 
Ursuline  Nuns,  the  latter  of  which  is  very  richly  adorned.  To- 
morrow we  shall  lie  at  Clermont,  and  next  day  reach  Paris. 
The  country  we  have  passed  through  hitherto  has  been  flat, 
open»  but  agreeably  diversified  with  villages^  fields  well*cul« 
tivated,  and  little  rivers.  On  every  hillock  is  a  wind*mill,  a 
crucifix,    or  a   Virgin  Mary  dressed  in  flowers,  and  a  sarcenet 

• 

robe;  one  sees  not  many  peo[4e  or  carriages^  op  the  road;  now 
and  ;then  indeed  you  meet  a  strolling  friar,  a  countryman  with 
his  great  mufl^  or  a  woman  ridmg  astride  on  a  little  ass^  with 
short  petticoats,  and  a  great  head-dress  of  blue  wool.    *** 


churches,  the  tower  at  the  transept,  a  beautiful  specimen  of  which  exists  at  Can- 
terbury. The  absence  of  this,  together  with  the  enormote  height '  of  the  aaTe, 
(of  necessity  supported  by  large, buttresses,)  renders  the  e^iWnwI  appeaimnce  of 
this  cathedral,  at  a  little  distance,  heavy  and  unpleasing.  Nor  indeed  is  the  sim* 
plicity  of  the  interior  architecture,  in  my  opinion,  at  all  suitable  to.  the  gorgeous 
and  splendid  accumulation  of  sculpture,  which  spreads,  like  a  rich  veil  of  stone^ 
work,  over  the  western  front.— ^rf. 
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LETTER  11. 


M»-   GRAY   TO    M«   WEST. 

■  • 

PariSf  Apriin,  1739. 

ENFIN  done  me  voioi  i  Paris.  Mr.  Walpole  is  gone 
out  to  supper  at  Lord  Conway's,  a^d  here  I  remain  ukme, 
though  uivited  too.  Do  not  think  I  make  a  merit  of  writing 
to  you  preferably  to  a  good  supper ;  for  these  three  days  we 
haTe  been  bere>  have  actually  given  me  an  aversimi  to  eating 
in  general.  If  hunger  be  th«  best  sauce  to  meat,  the  French 
we  oertei&ly  the  worst  cooks  in  the  world;  for  what  tables  we 
have  Seen  have  been  so  delicately  served,  aiid  so  prafiisely,  that, 
after  rising  from  one  of  them,  one  imagines  it  impossible  ever 
to  ^eat  again.  And  now,  if  I  tell  you  all  I  have  in  my  head, 
you  wUl  believe  me  mad,  mais  n'importe,  courage,  aUonsI  for 
if  I  wait  till  my  head  grow  dear  and  settle  a  iittie,  you  may 
stay  long  enough  for  a  letter.  Six  days  hSive  we  been  coming 
hither,  which. other  people  do  in  two;  they  have  not  been  dis- 
agreeable ones ;  through  a  fine,  open  couataty,  admirable  roads, 
and  in  an  easy  conveyance;  the  inns  not  absolutely  intolerable, 
and  images  quite  unusual  presenting  themselves  on  all  hands. 
At  Amiens  we  saw  the  fine  cathedra],  and  eat  pat6  de  perdrix; 
passed  through  the  park  of  Chantilly  by  the  Duke  of  Bourbon's 
palace,  which  we  only  beheld  as  we  passed;  broke  down  at 
Lusarche;  stopt  at  St.  Denis,  saw  all  the  beautiful  monuments 
of  the  Kings  of  France,  and  the  vast  treasures  of  the  abbey, 
rubies,  and  emeralds  as  big  as  small  eggs,  crucifixes,  and  vows, 
crowns  and  reliquaries,  of  inestimable  value;    but  of  all  their 
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cariosities  die  thing  the  most  to  our  tastes,  and  which  tfiey 
indeed  do  the  justice  to  esteem  the  glory  of  their  cdlectian# 
was  a  vase  of  an  entire  onyx,  measuring  at  least  five  inches 
over,  three  deep,  and  of  great  thickness.  It  is  at  least  two 
thousand  years  old,  the  beauty  of  the  stone  and  sculpture  upon 
it  (representing  the  mysteries  of  Bacchus)  beyond  expression 
admirable;  we  have  dreamed  of  it  ever  since.  The  jolly  old 
Benedictine,  that  showed  us  the  treasures,  had  in  his  youth  been 
ten  years  a  soldier;  he  laughed  at  all  the  relicks,  was  very  full 
of  stories,  and  mighty  obliging.  On  Satarday  evening  we  got 
to  Paris,  and  were  driving  through  the  streets  a  long  while 
before  we  knew  where  we  were.  The  minute  we  came,  voili 
Milors  Holdernesse,  Conway,  and  his  brother;  all  stayed  supper, 
and  till  two  o'dock  in*  the  morning,  for  here  nobody  ever 
^eps;  it  is  not  the  way:  Next  day  go  to  dine  at  my  Lord 
Hi^dernesse's,  there  was  the  Abb6  Pi«v6t,  aijrthor  of  ihe  Cleve* 
land,  and  several  other  pieces  much  esteemed:  The  rest  were 
Ekiglish.  At  night  we  went  to  the  Pandore ;  a  spectacle  liter* 
ally,  for  it  is  nothing  but  a  beautiful  piece  of  machinery  of 
three  scenes.  The  first  represents  the  chaos,  and  by  d^^rees 
the  separation  of  the  elements.  The  second,  the  tempk  of 
Jupiter,  Uie  giving  of  the  box  to  Pandora.  The  tittid,  the 
opening  of  the  box,  and  all  the  mischiefs  that  ensued.  An 
absurd  design,  but  executed  in  the  highest  perfectimH  and  that 
in  one  of  the  finest  theatres  in  die  world;  it  is  the  graode  sale 
des  machines  in  the  Palais  des  Tuileries.  Next  day  dkied  at 
Lord  Waldegrave's ;  then  to  the  opera.  Imagine  to  yourself  fi^ 
the  drama  four  acts  *  entirely  unconnected  with  each  other,  each 
founded  on  some  little  history,  skilfully  taken  out  of  an  ancient 


•4*««.******v*i^«-«M*taMWi«.^MM*M«irtMMMHM««i««^M^H*Ha.iMMi«M.M*l 


*  The  French  opera  has  only  three  acts,  but  often  a  prologue  on  a  difierent 
^abject,  which  (as  Mr.  Walpole  informs  me,  who  saw  it  at  the  same  time)  was 
the  case  in  this  very  representation. — Ma$on. 
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author,  e.  g«  Ovid's  M^amorpbose%  &c«  and  with  gireat  address 
cooverted.  into  a  French  piece  of  gallaotry.  For  instance,  that 
which  I  saWf  <^Ued  the  Ballet  d^  la  Paix,  had  its  firrt  act 
built  upon  the  story  of  Nireus,  Homer  having  said  he  yfss  the 
handsomest  man  of  his  time,  the  poet^  imagining  such  a  one 
could  not  want  a  mistress,  has  given  him  one.  These  two 
come  in  and  sipg  sentiment  in  lamentable  strains,  neither  air 
nor  recitative;  only,  to  one's  great  joy,  they  are  every  now 
and  then  interrupted  by  a  dance,  or  (to  one's  great  sorrow)  by 
a  chorus  that  borders  the  stage  from  one  end  to  the  other,  and 
screams,  past  all  power  of  simile  to  represent.  The  second  act 
was.  Baucis  and  Philemonw^  Baucis  is  a  beautiful  young  shep- 
herdess, and  Philemon  her  swain.  Jupiter  falls  in  love  with 
her,  but  nothing  will  prevail  upcHi  her ;  so  it  is  all  mighty  well, 
and .  the  chorus  sing  and  dance  the  praises  of  Constancy. '  The 
two  other  acts  were  about  Iphis  and  lanthe,  and  the  judgment 
of  Paris.  Imagine,  I  say,  all  this  transacted  by  cracked  voices, 
trilling  divisions  upcm  two  notes  and  a  half,  accompanied  by  an 
orchestra  of  humstrums,  and  a  whole  house  more  attentive  than 
if  Farinelli  sung, .  and  you  will  almost  have  formed  a  just  notion 
of  the  thing*.  Our  astonishment  at  their  absurdity  you  can 
never  conceive;  we  had  enough  to  do  to  express  it  by  scream-> 
ing  an  hour  lotider  than  the  whole  dramatis  personse.  We 
have  ako  seeh  twice  the  Comedie  Fran9oise;  first,,  the  Mahomet 
Second,  a  tragedy  that  has  had  a  great  run  of  late ;  and  the 
thing  itself  does  not  want  its  beautiest  but  the  actors  are  beyond 
measure  delightful.    Mademoiselle  Gaussiir  (M.  Voltaiie*s  Zara) 


^  Our  author's  sentiments  here  seem  to  correspond  entirely  iivith  those  which 
J.  J.  Rousseau  afierwajrds  published  in.  his  fiunous  Lettre.sur  kMusique  Fnui- 
9oise.  In  a  French  letter  also,  which  Mr.  Gray  writ  to  his  firiend  soon  after  this^ 
he  calls  their  music -^^  des  miaulemens  &  des  heurlemens  effiroyables,  mdes  ayec 
'^  un  tintamarre  du  diable;  toIE  la  musique  Fran^oise  en  abrege/^ — Jlaaun^ 
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bts  wyk  a  oharinMig  (tiMugli  litde)  person  lAie>  most  pathetic 
tone  rf  T«ce,  the  fioert  expression  in  her  foce,  and  ««it  proper 
actton  imaginaUe.  There  is  also  a  Dnfr^tie^  who  did  Ibe  chief 
dhatacter^  a  haadsome  man  and  a  prodigioue  fiae  actor.  The 
second  we  sanr  was  die  Phikfiophe  inari6,  md  here  Uiey  perr 
fomied  afi  well  ta  asnedy;  there  is  a  Mademoisdle  Quiiiault^ 
iomevlist  in  •  Mrs.  Clive'a  wsy,  and  a  Monsieur  Grttidval»  m 
the  nohipe  of  Wiiks,  who  k  the  geid:e0lest  thing  in  the  workt 
liliere  am  seToal  more  vouU  be  mucfti  admifed  in  £ng^wid^ 
and  masiy  (whom  we  hawe  not  se^n)  muoh  csflfibiated  heie; 
Goreafc  fnrt  of  cm?  time  is  lEfient  iit  M^ing  ehurdies  siad  ^priaces 
ftdl  of  fine  pidiiresy  Soe.  the  ifuarlir  of  irinch  is  not  yet  e&^ 
hatistodi  For  my  pairt,  i  oof  Id  ent^taui  mysdf  i  Isbis  month 
metoel^  vfidi  the  cowuion  streets  and  the  peofie  ^in.thtm^    *  *  * 
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LETTER  nr. 


'i 


M*^  OBAY   TO  Jtf"^  WEST. 


Pam,  iiiw  22,' 178li.'  . 

AFT^  the  little  particulars  afoMsttd  I-  shoiiM  b»^« 
proceeded  t«  a  joimiid  ^  our  tranBaotioBs  fer  tMs  iivttek'  'past, 
dMHild  have  carried  ywi  post  j&om  hepoe  ti»  VerMAkt,  j  hurned 
yoti  thnMigh  the  f;ard€tn^  «^'  IVvmon,  inidt  agitia  to  Bans,  «o 
'wmy  to  €haiitiny.  Btit  ^  ^goe  is  peihaps  <Biore  than'  y<m 
can  bear,  eaad  moreo9et  I  ttuiik  I  }iave  veaseo  to  stnaadi  y^uir 
%»t  piece  of  gt<avity.  Sttpptm^g  yOB  *(Mre'  in'  your  swb^rest 
ttoo4,  I  am  sorry  ywi  ^lould  lliiak  me  -eapable  of  ever  bdng 
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so  dissip^^  so  evap0T6,  as  liot  to  be  in  a  condition  of  rdishmg 
any  thing  you  could  say  to  me. .  And  now^  if  you  have  a  mind 
to  make  your  peace  with  me^  arouse  ye  from  your  megrims 
.  and  yowr  melancholies,  and  (for  exercise  is  good  for  you)  thnow 
away  your  night-cap,  call  for  your  jack^boots,  and  set  out  with 
me,  last  Saturday  evening,  for  Versailles — and  so  at  eight  o'clock^ 
I  *  passing  through  a  road    speckled    with   vines,    and  villas^   and 

hares,  and  partridges,  we  arrive  at  the  great  avenue,  flanked  on 
either  hhndi  Avitha  douKle  row  of  trees  about  half  a  mile  long, 
and  with  the  palace  itself  to  terminate  the  view;  facing  which, 
on  each  side  of  you  is  j^ced  a  semif circle  of  veiy  handsome 
buildhigs,  which  form  the  stables.  These  we  will  not  enter  into, 
because  you .  know  we  are  no  jodcies.  Well !  and  is  this  the 
great  front  of  Versailles?  What  a  huge  heap  of  littlaiessl  it  is 
composed,  as  it  were,  of  three  courts,  all  open  to  the  eye  at 
once,  and  gradually  diminishing  till  you  come  to  the  soyal. 
apartments^  which  en  this,  side  present  but  half  a  dozen  windows^ 
and  a  balcony.  This  last  is  all  that  can  be  called  a  fronts  for 
the  rest  is  only  great  wings.  The  hue  of  all  this  mass  is  black,, 
dirty  red,  and  yellow ;  the  first  proceeding  firom  stone  changed 
by  age;  the  second,  from  a  mixture  of  brick;  and  the  last,, 
from  a  profusk)n  of  tarnished  gilding.  You  cannot  see  a  more 
disagreeable  tout-'enaemble ;  and,  to  finish  the  matter,,  it  is  all 
stuck  over  in  niany  places  with  small  busts  of  a  tawny  hue 
between  every  two  windows.  We  pass  through  this  to  go  into 
the  g^enV  akid  here  the  case  is  indeed  *  altered ;'  Qotbing  can  be 
,vaster'  and  more  magnificent  than .  the  back  fropt ;.  bjefbre.  it  a 
I  very  sp^ious  terrace  spreads  itself  Momed  ,with  two.  lorge 
ibaspns;.  these  are  bordered  a^4  lioi^d  ^  (as  most  pf;  the  oth^r^) 
.with:  white  .marble^  with , haadsoroe  statues, of  bronze  recjined  on 
vtheir  i  :edg*^s;  >  .  From ,  henqe  y^u  '  descend  a  huge  flight  of ;  steps 
into  a  semi'KjipCle .  fbrm^  by  woods>  that  are  cut  all  around 
into  nichesj^  which  are  filled  with  beautiful  copies^  of ,  all    the 
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Itonous  antique  sUitatt  in  ivhite  marble.  Just  in  the  midst  is 
the  bason 'of' LatsDi]^;.  sheand  her.  chiidren  are  standing  on  the 
tq>  of  arock  in^  the/!  middle^  on  .the  sid^  bf  which  are  the 
peasants,  some  halC  some  ieftalL^  changed  into  frogs, .  all  which 
throw  out'  water  2t  l|er  in  [gteat  plenty*  From,  this  place 
iruns  on  the  great  alley,  whiqh .  >  brings  you  into  a  .complete 
round,  >  where  is  the  bason  of  ApaHo,.  the  biggest' in  the  gardens. 
He  is  rising  in  his  carodt  of  the  ws^ter^  sUrroynded  by  nymphs 
and  tritons,  all  in  bronze,  and  finely,  ejcecuted,  ^nd  thes^  a^ 
they  play,  raise  a  perfect  storm  about  him;  beyond  this  is  the 
great  canal,  a  prodigious  long  piece  of.  water,  that  terminates 
the  whole:  All  this  yen  have  at  one  coup  d'oeil  in  entering 
the  garden,  which  is  truly  great.  I  cannot  say  as  much  of  the 
general  taste  of  the  place ;  every  thing  you  behold  savours  too 
much  of  art ;  all  is  forced,  all  :is  constrained  about  you ; 
statues  and  vases  sowed  every  wherie  without  distinction ;  sugar- 
loaves  and  minced  pies  of  yew ;  scrawl  work  of  box,  and  little 
squirting  jets-d'eau,  besides  a  great  sameness  in  the  walks, 
cannot  help  striking  one^  at  first  sight,  not  to  mention  the 
silliest  of  labyrinths,  and  all  ^Esop's  fiibles  in  water;  since 
these  were  designed  in  u$um  D^lphini  only.  Here  then  we 
walk  by  moonlight;,  and  hear  the  ladie^s  a,nd  the  nightingales  sing. 
Next  morning,  being  Whitsuni^y,  ;m^ke  rpady  to  ggD  to ,  the 
Installation .  of  nine  Knights  du  Sunt  .Esprit,  Cam)bi8  . is  .  one*  : 
high  maiss  celebrated  with  music,,  gie^t  croud,  muqlx .  ipcense, 
'King,  Qoeen,  Dauphin,  i&jlesdames,  .  CJardinals, ; ,  CHifi  Court : 
Knights  arrayed  by  hisf  ]V((fyes^y  ;^  reverences  befpr^  ^e  ;  altar, 
not  bows,  but  curtsies ;  stiff  \m^& ;. .  ,W^^  tittering  fpnong ,  the 
iadiea;  trunipete,  kettleniriims  ,and,$fi^,^  ]V|y  dear  W^  J[  2m 
^vastly  delighted  with   TrifMiCMi,  .all  ^qf;  us;  with    Choqtilly  ;    if 
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you  waiU  ka6w  vAsty,  j6a  muri;  have  pttieMe,  lor  i  can  hoI4 
«ny  pen  no  ion^er^  rau^pt  tx»  teH  you  tbat  I  sfcw  Bvitwitii^iis 
Iftj^  nifgbt;  all  ttie  tharacbdrs^  partiottlarly  Agrippina  and  Nerok 
done- to  perfection;  io^manmr  Phiadra  ami  Hif^UUis.  We  ase 
making  you  a  little  bundle  of  politea  ffiectas ;  there  is  nothing 
in  lihem^  but  fl^ey  are  actiiig  atpottent;  there  are  too  Coehilkn's 
Lettem,  and  Amuaemens  sor  ie^  langage  des  Bikes,  said  to  be 
of  one  Bougeant,  a  Jesuit;  they  are  both  esteemed,  and  latdy 
eome  otit«    Thift  day  ae'noight  we  go  to  Rheim8. 
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LETTEtt  IV. 


M«-   GRAY   TO   HIS  MOTHER. 

nheims,  June  21,  2i.S.  1730. 

WB  hav«  ntm  bee^  t»tAed  almost  tiboree  itveks  itt 
-this  c¥ey»  Whidb  is  itfMre  cMsidevable  upon  d««M»t  of  its  abe 
and'  ftnthjiuh^r,  thftn  from  the  t»imb«r  of  its  inhabitmats,  or  «ay 
-adtvoitt^s  tf  cbmmfxet.  Uterfe  is  little  in  it  worth  a  stran- 
<ger's  curiosity,  'besi<ies '  the  oathedhral  ehurob,  wfaioh  is  a  "vaet 
-OoChtb  buUding  ^  a  sui^risiiig  Ibeautf  and  lightncn,  aH  co- 
vered ovejr  with  a  |»oiusion-  of  little  statues,  and  odict  oenar 
nenilS'.  It  Is  here  l^e  Kings  <tf  France  are  cnnwned  bf  the 
ArckbudK^  of  ftheims,  w^  is  the  first  Peer,  and  the  Piimaifee 
of 'the  Icin^om:  The  holy'  tesMil  made  use  of  or  tbat  occck 
810%  wUeh  contains  A«  oil,  is  k^  in  the  church  of  St  Nica- 
sius  hard .  l^y«  «)Qd  is  halieyed.to  have  beeu  brought  by  an 
angel  from  heaven  at  the  coronaticw  of  Clovis,  the  first  chvistifia 
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l^g.  The  steoets  ia  general  ha^ve  but. 9  v^^imcbMy  9e^f^ 
the  hauwft  aU  old;  t^  puUic  walU  rim  ,al^g  Abe  9id«  «f  « 
l^feat  moii  under  the  roi^pvts,  where  oae  h^wfs  a.  ^spatiniw^ 
iMftkiiig  of  frogs.;  the  coipntry  rouiid  aihoiit  k  one  gveat.  plaia 
c^Verod  with  vines,  which,  at!4;his  tiijie  cif  ith^.  y/ta?.  i^ffofd  siQ 
v«iy  pleftttBg  prospect,:  as  being  net  abiwe  a  £>pt  high.  Whiub 
pleasures  the  place  denies  to  tbt  jughtt  it^  /  iQah€»  u^  t0  jthe 
palqji;e;  since  ye^  ha^e  nothing  to  drink  hul;  the  b^t  chavSH 
paigne.  in  the  WQrld,^  and  aU  sort  of  prc^visiOna  •  equally  )|;o€id« 
As  to  Other  pleasures,  there  is  not  thatfe^edom  fi£  fiim^js9i6m 
among  4j[ie  people  of  &sluoa  here,  that  one  sees  injitther  parte 
of  Fnmte;  S»  though  they  we  not  very  mimerqis  in  this 
plaee#  aed  eonse^fuently  must  live, a  gpod:  dmk'  togc^er,  yet 
they  *  n^inr  come  to  any  great  f|H»uliant|jr  with  oite  another* 
As  .  my  Lord  Conway  had  spent  a  gocid  pai^  .of  his  timft 
among  them^  his  brothet^  und  we  with  hifti,  w^re  isooot  intco*- 
duced  iatd  all  their  asseoyblies;  As  $oqU  as  fyou  entert  the 
lady  of  the  house  preseafs  each  of  you  a  card»;.aiMi  f^rs  you 
a  party  at  quadrille;  you  A  down,  and  play  Jefty  deaU 
widiout  intermissioiii  eKceptiii^  one  quarter  of  an  hoifr,  whea 
every  body  rises  to  eat  of  wimt  they  ctill  the  goiiter^  which 
supplies  the  place  t)f  our  tea,  and  iik  a  service  of  xntw^s  fniits^ 
creann»  sweetmeats,  arawfish  and  ol«Qese<  Fooplei.  Iiake  whftt 
they  like,  and  sit  down  again  to  play;  after  th^t,-  they  iBBki^ 
little  parties  to  go  to  the  walks  together,  and  then  all  the 
company  retire  to  their  separate  habitations.  Very  seldom  any 
suppers  or  dinners  are  given;  and  this  is  the  manner  they 
live  among  one  another;  not  so  much  out  of  any  aversion 
they  have  to  pleasure,  as  out  of  a  sort  of  formality  they  have 
contracted  by  not  being  mUch  firequented  by  people  who  have 
lived  at  Paris.  It  is  sure  they  do  not  hate  gaiety  any  more 
than  the  rest  of  their  country-people,  and  can  enter  into  diver- 
sions, that   are  once  proposed,  with  a  good  grace  enough;  for 
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instance,  the  other  evening  w^  happened  to  be  got  together 
in  a  company  of  eighteen  people,  tnenand  women  of  the 
best  fashion  here,  at  a  garden  in  .  the  to^n  to  walk ;  when 
one  of  the  ladies  bethought  herself  of  asking.  Why  should 
not  we  sup  here?  Immediately  the  cloth  'was  laid  by  the  side 
of  a  fountain  under  the  trees,  and  a  very  elegant  supper 
served  up;  after  which  another  said.  Come,  let  us  sing;  and 
directly  began  herself:  From  singing'  wei  insensibly  fell-  to 
dancing,  and  singing  in  a  round ;  when  somebody  mentioned  the 
violins,  and  immediately  a  company  of  them  was  ordered :  Minuets 
were,  begun  in  the  open  air,  and  then  came  country-dancest 
which  held  till  four  o'clock  next  morning;  at  which  hour 'the 
gayest  lady  there  proposed,  that  such  as  wpre  weary  should 
get  into  their  coaches,  and  the  rest  of  them  should  'dance 
before  them  with  the  music  in  the  van;  and  in  this  manner 
we  paraded  through  all  the  principal  istreets  of  the  dity,  and 
waked  every  body  in  it  Mr.  Walpole^  had  a  mind  to  make 
a  custom  of  the  thing,  and  would  have  given  a  ball  in  the 
same  manner  next  week;  but  the  women  did  not  come  into 
it ;  so  I  believe  it  will  drop,  and  they  will  return  to  their 
dull  cards,  and  usual  formalities.  We  are  not  to  stay  above 
a  month  longer  here,  and  ^hall .  then  go  to  Dijon,  the  chief 
city  of  Burgundy,  a  very  splendid  and  very  gay  town ;  at 
least  ouch  is  the  present  design. 
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LETTER   V. 


U*-  GRAY   TO   HIS    FATHER. 

« 

'    '  Dijon,  Friday,  Sept.  11,  N.S.  1789. 

WE  have  made  three  short  <lays  journey:  of  it  from 
Rheims  hitiier,  where  we  arrived  the  night ^  before  last:  The 
road  we  have  passed  through  has  heen  extoemfily  Agreeable: 
it  runs  through  the  most  fertile  part  of  Chan^paigne  by  the 
side  of  the  river  Marne,  with  a  chain  of  hills  on  each  hand 
at  some  distance,  entirely  covered  with  woods  and  vineyards, 
and  every  now  and  then  the  ruins  of  some  ^old  castle  on  their 
tops;  we  lay  at  St  Dizier  the  first  night,  and  at  Langres 
the  second,  and  got  hither  the  next  evening  time  enough  to 
have  a  full  view  of  this  city  in  entering  it:  It  lies  in  a  very 
extensive  plain  covered  with  vines  and  corn,  and  consequently 
is  plentifully  supplied  with  both.  I  need  not  tell  you  that  it 
is  the  chief  city  of  Burgundy,  nor  that  it  is  of  great  antiquity; 
considerii^  which  one  should  imagine  it  ought  to  be  larger 
than  one  finds  it.  However,  what  it  wants  in  extent,  is  made 
up  in  beauty  and  ^cleaniiness, ;  and  jii  rich,  convents  and  churches, 
most  of  whidh  we  have  seen.  .  The  palace  of  the  States  is  ,a 
-magnificent  new ,  building,  where  the  Duke  pf  B<wrboa  is 
'lodged  when  he  comes  every  three  years  tc(  Jicddi.that  Assem« 
bly,  as  governor*  of  the  Pro\^n(;e.  A  quartier  lof  a^  mile  out 
of  the  t^wii  is  a  famous  >  Abbey  .  of  CdrthusiaEis,  which  we 
Me  just  returned  from  seeing.  In  their  chapd.  ais6  th^  tOmbs 
of  the  ancient  Dukes  of  JBui^ndy,  that  were- .so  Ipoweiful,  <till 
'« lit  the  death  of  Charles  the  Bold^  the  la^t  ofr  tbbm,  this  -part 


of  his  dominions  was  united  by  Lewis  XL  to  the  crown  of 
France.  To-morrow  we  are  to  pay  a  visit  to  the  Abbot  of 
the  Cistercians,  who  lives  a  few  leagues  off,  and  who  uses  to 
receive  all  strangers  witih  great  civility;  his  Abbey  is  one  of 
tkke  richest  in  the  kingdom;  he  keeps  open  house  always,  and 
lires  with  great  magnificence..  We  have  seen  enough  of  this 
town  already,  to  make  us  regret  the  time  we  spent  at  Rheims; 
it  is  full  of  people  of  condition,  who  seem  to  form  a^much 
more  agreeable  society  than  we  found  in  Champaigne;  but 
4s  MQ  ^W  rtsy  here  ibut  tMro  or  thrDe  days  lockger,  it  is  not 
worth  while  i»  bt  introduced  into  their  ihouses.  On  Monday 
or  Tcicsday  we  are  to  Mt  eot  fer  L^ns,  which  is  two  days 
joumciy  diataitt,  and  fbom  tbenoe  you  diall  hear  ag^  irom  me. 


\'i{»tny'H>   Brrfi'tv   mi'iI    iIih;'?    u.'l. 


UETTER  VI. 


M«^  GRAY   TO  M»    WEST. 


Lyons^  Sept.  T8,  N.  S.  lt39. 

•  £K^A¥£Z  i^uB  faien,  M»n  dwr  ani,  <qiie  Je  veus  hais, 
•que  je  vous  deteste?  vpik  ies  termes  lut  pen  fortft;  and  that 
<mH  «en«  tn«,  vnpatL  a  juit  tsonputatiati,  a  page  of  paper  and 
^  4rope  iDf  ink;  (wtifdib  if  I  qoo&dsA  injeeIC  to  reproadbes 
<0f  a,  t&oiie  modeftttB  natupe*  I  ^tb\M  be-  oUiged  to  «mpley 
in  WBmg  yon  tteooidiHg  to  your  dewrts.  WibatI  to  let  amy 
\f^  reside  libflBe  months  hH  Bkaaot  «id  innte  but  onoe 
tD  thmi  ?  Please  to  oooiuh  Ti%  de  Ama&H.  page  5,  tine  «^, 
tt&d  yiyu  will  ^Mi  ^  saMi  in  «Kpnas  \etmat  **  Ad  smicttBi  ialer 
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Bemos  relegatum  mense  uno  quinquies  scriptum  esto;*'  nothing 
more  plain,  or  less  liable  to  lalse  interpretations.  Now  because* 
I  suppose,  it  will  give  you  pain  to  know  ^e  are  in  being,  I 
take  this  opportunity  to  tell  you  that  we  are  at  the  ancient 
and  celebrated  Lugdunum,  a  city  situated  upon  the  confluence 
of  the  Rhdne  and  Sadne  (Arar,  I  should  say)  two  people,  who 
though  of  tempers  extremely  unlike,  think  fit  to  join  hands 
here,  and  make  a  little  party  to  travd  to  the  Mediterranean 
in  company;  the  lady  comes  gliding  along  through  the  firuitful 
plains  of  Burgundy,  incrediblli  lenitate,  ita  ut  oculis  in  utram 
partem  fluit  judicari  non  possit;  the  gentleman  runs  all  rough 
and  roaring  down  from  the  mountains  of  Switzerland  to  meet 
her;  and  with  all  her  soft  airs  ^e  likes  him  never  the  worse; 
she  goes  through  the  middle  of  the  city  in  state,  and  he  passes 
incog,  without  the  walls,  but  waits  for  her  a  litde  below.  Hie 
houses  here  are  so  high,  atid  the  streets  so  narrow,  as  would 
be  sufficient  to  render  Lyons  the  dismallest  place  in  the  world, 
but  the  number  of  people,  and  the  &Ge  ai  commerce  diffused 
about  it,  are,  at  least,  as  sufficient  to  make  it  the  liveliest: 
Between  these  two  sufficiencies,  you  will  be  in  doubt  what  to 
think  of  it;  so  we  shall  leave  the  city»  and  proceed  to  its  en- 
virons, which  are  beautiful  beymid  expression;  it  is  surrounded 
with  mountain^  and  those  mountains  all  bedropped  and  bespeckled 
with  houses,  gardens,  and  plantations  of  the  rich  Bourgeois,  who 
have  iirom  thence  a  prospect  of  the  city  in  the  vale  below  on 
one  hand,  on  the  other  the  rich  plains  of  the  Lyonnob,  with 
the  rivers  winding  among  them,  and  the  Alps,  with  the  mountains 
of  Dauphin^,  to  bound  the  view.  All  yesterday  morning  we 
were  busied  in  climbing  up  Mount  Fourviere,  where  the  ancient 
city  stood  perched  at  such  a  height,  that  nothing  but  the  hopes 
of  gain  could  certainly  ever  persuade  their  neighbours  to  pay 
them  a  visit :  Here  are  the  ruins  of  the  Emperor's  palaces,  that 
resided  here,  that  is  to  say,  Augustus  and  Severus;  they  consist 
Vol.  II.  ^  H 


in  nothing  bu):  grea^  mass<^  pfQHwBU^  ihfit,.hffw  oidy  theif 
quality  to  jaake  tl^ew  re?ipecte<i.\.Ia  a  viB«yar4  of  the  Min^im 
*re  reipaipp  pf  a  theatre;  the  F^her^,  whom  they  belong  ta 
hold  them  in  no  esteem  at  all,  and.  would  bai^e  ^wed  u$  th^ 
sacristy  and  chapel  instead  of  theqpi :  Tbi?  Urspltoe  Nuns  hava 
in  their  garden  some  Roman  baths^,  but  we  having  tiie  »ii&« 
fortune  to  be  men,  and  heretic^  ^ey  did  not  think  propcu*  to 
admit  u&  Hard  by  are  eight  arches  of  a  most  m^gnifio^ot 
aqueduct,  said  to  be  erected  by  Antony,  when  his  legions  isyei^ 
quartered  h^ere :  There  are  mafiy  other  parts  of  it  dispersed  ip^ 
and  down  the  country,  for  it  horought  .tl*e  water  from  a  river 
many  leagues  off  in  JLa  Forez,  Here  ape  remains  tpo  x>f  Agrippa'^ 
seven  great  roads  which  met,  at  Lyons ;  in  some  places  they  lif 
twelve  feet  deep  in  the  grpfind;  }n  ^hort,  a  thousand  natters  that 
ypu  shall,  npt  know,  till  you > give  iqe  a  description  of  the  Pai> 
de  Toinbridge^  and  thp  eflecjt  its  waters  have  upon  yoij. 


»^»"«»^»»»         Mti*        ■**■■*    »yi 


*  • 
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LETTER  VII. 


•  , ' 


M""'  WiEST  to   M^    GRAY. 


IF  wishes  could  turn  to  realities,  I  would  fling  down 
my  law  books,  and  sup  with  you  tp-night.  But,  alas,  here  ai9 
1  doomed  to  fix,  while  you  are  fluttering  from  city  to  city, 
and  enjoying  all  the  pleasures  which  a  gay  climate  can  afford,. 
It  is  out  of  the  power  of  my  heart  to  envy  your  good  fortune, 
yet  I  cannot  help  indulging  a  few  natural  de^r^s ;  as  fcr  ex- 
ample, to  take  a  walk  with  you.  on  the  banks  of  the  Bhbn^ 
and  to  be  climbing  up  Mount  Fourviere; 
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Jam  mens  prastrepidans  av^  vag^ri : 
Jam  laeti  studio  pedes  vigescmit. 

However,  so  long  as  I  am  not  deprived  of  your  correspondence, 
so  long  shall  1  always  find  some  pleasure  in  being  at  home. 
And,  setting  all  vain  curiosity  aside,  when  the  fit  is  over,  and 
my  reason  begins  to  come  to  herself,  I  have  several  other  powerful 
motives  which  might  easily  cure  mt  of  my  restkss  inclinations : 
Amongst  these,  my  Mother's  ill  state  of  health  is  not  the  least; 
which  was  the  reason  of  our  going  to  Tunbridge,  so  that  you 
cannot  expect  much  description  or  amusement  from  thence.  Nor 
indeed  is  there  mocb  room  for  either ;  for  all  diversions  there^ 
9ffiiy  be  reduced  to  two  articles,  gaming  and  goi^g  to  churcl^ 
Tbey  were  pleased  to  publish  certain  Tunbriji^n^  this  seafson;^ 
but  such  anal  i  believe  there  were  never  so  man^^  vile  lijttlf^ 
verses  put  together  before.  So  muck'  lor  Tuubcidg^f  London 
afibrds  me  as  littk  to  say.  What!  v>  huge  a  town  as  liondciu^ 
Yesi  consider  oaly  how  I  live  in  tb^t  tQwn.  I  xi^vor .  go;  ^atp 
the  gay  world  or  high  world,  and  consequently  receive  Jip0iii>g; 
ffom  thence  to  brighten  my  imagination.  The  h[tjfsff  world  I 
leave  to  the  bu^y ;  and  am  rescued  never  to  taUc(  politics  ti|l  I 
can  act  at  the  »me  tim*.  To  tell  old  stories,  'or ;  praJte  of  olf| 
btK^s,  seem§  a  little  musty ;  and  toujours  Chapou  bouilli^  ^9^.{ 
do.  However,  for  want  of  better  ^yre,  terice  aivotb^i  little  moMt^l 
<tf  my  poetry. 

O  mem  juctmda  comes  ifiwftis!  >     >    ! 

Qv»  fene  eerotum  selita  es  levare 

•  -  ^  ■'••... 

Pectus,  et  seasim  ah!  Dimis  ingrueiites 

Paflere  cura» : 
Qtild  cafies?  faaiite  Lyl*-  *o  fuf^re 
.    .Gesilitfl^  quando  bte  vodiiceni  Mdakn 
OkiuciaiB^  gaudere  simml  Tidebia 

Meque  sub  umbrft  ? 


^  He  give^  Mr.  Gray  the  name  of  Glauci&s  frequeutly  in  Ills  Latin  yerse,  as  M>. 
Gray  caHs  him  Favonims.— JTa^m. 

h2 
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LETTER  VIII. 


M>-  GRAY  TO   HIS   MOTHER. 


\ 


Lyons^  Oct.  13^iV.  &  ITSJT- 

IT  is  now  almost  five  weeks  since  1  left  Dijon,  one 
of  the  gayest  and  most  agreeable  little  cities  of  France,  for 
Lyons,  its  reverse  fn  all  these  particulars.  It  is  the  second  in 
the  kingdom  in  bigness  and  rank,  the  streets  excessively  narrow 
and  nasty ;  the  houses  immensely  high  and  large ;  (that,  for 
instance,  where  we  are  lodged,  has  twenty-five  rooms  on  a  floor, 
and  that  for  five  stories)  it  swarms  with  inhabitants  like  Paris 
itself,  but  chiefly  a  mercantile  people,  too  mueh  given  up  to 
commerce,  to  think  of  their  own,  much  less  of  a  stranger's  di- 
versions. We  have  no  acquaintance  in  the  town^  but  such  English- 
as  happen  to  be  passing  through  here,  in  their  way  to  Italy  and 
the  South,  which  at  present  happen  to  be  near  thirty  in*  nuuxber. 
It  is  a  fortnight  since  we  set  out  from  hence  upon  &  little 
excursion  to  Greneva.  We  took  the  longest  road,  which  lies 
through  Savoy,  on  purpose  to  see  a  famous  monastery,  called 
the  grand  Chartreuse,  and  had  no  reason  to  think  oar  time 
lost.  After  having  travelled  seven  days  very  slow  (for  we  did  not 
change  horses,  it  being  impossible  for  a  chaise  to  go  post  in  these 
roads)  we  arrived  at  a  little  village,  among  the  mountains  of  Savoy,, 
called  Echelles ;  from  thence  we  proceeded  on  horses,  who  are  usedi 
to  the  way,  to  the  mountain  of  the  Chartreuse :  It  is  six  miles 
to  the  top ;  the  road  runs  winding  up  it,  commonly  not  six  feet 
broad ;  on  one  hand  is  the  rock,  with  woods  of  pine-trees  hanging 
over   head ;    on  ^  the  other,  a  monstrous   precipice^  almost  per^ 
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pendicular,  at  the  bottom  of  which  rolls  a  torrent,  that  sometimes 
tumbling  among  the  fragments  of  stone  that  have  fallen  firom 
on  high,  and  sometimes  precipitating  itself  down  vast  descents 
with  a  noise  like  thunder,  which  is  still  made  greater  by  the 
echo  from  the  mountains  on  each  side,  concurs  to  form  <me  of 
the  most  solemn,  the  most  romantic,  smd  the  most  astonishing 
scenes  I  ever  beheld:  Add  to  this  the  strange  views  made  by 
the  craggs  and  clif&  on  the  other  hand;  the  cascades  that  in 
many  places  tlirow  themselves  from  the  very  summit  down  inta 
the  vale»  and  the  river  below;  and  many  other  particulars  im- 
possible to  describe;  you  will  conclude  we  had  no  occasion  to 
repent  our  pains.  This  place  St.  Bruno  chose  to  retire  to,  and 
upon  its  very  top  founded  the  aforesaid  Convent,  which  is  the 
superior  of  the  whole  order.  When  we  came  there,  the  two 
Others,  who  are  commissioned  to  entertain  strsmgers,  (for  the 
rest  must,  neither  speak  one  to  another,  nor  to  any  mie  else) 
received  us  very  kindly ;  and  set  before  us  a  repast  of  dried 
fish,  eggs,  butter,  and  firuits,  all  excellent  in  their  kind,  and 
extremely  neat  They  pressed  us  to  spend  the  night  there,  and 
to  stay  some  days  with  them;  but  this  we  could  not  do,  so 
they  led  us  about  their  house,  which  is,  you  must  think,  like  a 
little  city ;  for  there  are  100  fathers,  besides  30O  servants,  that 
make  their  dothes,  grind  their  com,  press  their  wine,  and  do 
every  thing  among  themselves:  The  whole  is  quite  orderly  and 
simple ;  nothing  of  finery,  but  the  wonderful  decency,  and  the 
strange  situation,  more  than  supply  the  place  of  it.  In  the 
evening  we  descended  by  the  same  way,  passing  through  many 
clouds  that  were  then  forming  themselves  on  the  mountain's 
side.  Next  day  we  continued  our  journey  by  Chamberry, 
which,  though  the  chief  city  of  the  Dutchy,  and  residence  of 
the  king  of  Sardinia,  when  he  eomes  into  this  part  of  his 
dominions,  makes  but  a  very  mean  and  insignificant  appearance; 
we  lay  at  Aix»  once  fiunous  for  its  hot  ^  baths,,  and  the   next 
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I  have  no^  tkoe  to  ttiy  ajiy  thini;  id^ut  it>  nor  of  dur  solitary 
journey  back  again.  *  *  * 


U    Sm  <i  ■      I  f  *i  ■  iiH  I  ■'(    l.i**  >m' 
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LETTER  IX. 


M»    GRAY   TO   His  i*ATHER. 

Lyons,  Oct.  25,  N.S.  M^9. 

XN  my  last  I  gare  you  the  particulars  of  our 
little  journey  to  Geneva:  I  have  only  to  had,  that  we  stayed 
about  a  week,  in  order  to  see  Mr.  Conway  settied  there:  I 
do  not  wonder  so  many  English  choose  it  for  their  residence ; 
the  city  is  very  small,  neat,  prettily  built,  and  extremely 
populous;  the  Rhone  runs  through  the  middle  of  it,  and  it  is 
surrounded  with  new  fortifications,  that  give  it  a  military  com- 
pact air;  which,  joined  to  the  happy,  lively  countenances  of 
the  inhabitants,  and  an  exact  disciplhie  always  as  strictly  ch- 
served  as  in  tin^e  of  war,  oMtkes  the  tittle  republic  appear  a 
ifiettch  ibr  a  much  greater  power;  though  perhaps  Geneva,  and  all 
that  belongs  to  it,  are  not  of  equal  extent  with  Windsor  and 
its  two  parks.  To  one  that  has  paased  through  Savoy,  as 
we  did,  nothing  can  be  m<>re  striking  than  the  contrast,  as 
soon  as  he  approaches  the  town*  Near  the  gates  of  Geneva 
runs  the  torrent  Arve,  which  separates  it  from  the  King  of 
Sarduua*s  dominions;  on  the  other  side  of  it  lies  a  country 
naturally,  indeed,  fine  a^d  fertile ;  but  you  meet  with  nodxing 
in  it  but  meager^  raggedy  bare-i^>oted:  peasant6|  with  their  children* 


« , 


.S5 

in  «j^tr«me  miterf  and  noslwiesft;  ^nd  evea  of  iheae  np  great 
i^vunbers;  You  no  sooiner  h^yis  crcewed  the  »treaqai  I  k^vB  meor 
ti<»«d.  but  poverty  ja  ap  ittPfie;  not  a  beggftr,  bar<ily  »  di»- 
(contented  lace  to  be  HBen;  .mimprous  ^nd.weH-dresge^  pe^pit 
swarming  on  the  mmparts;  dfump  b^ng,  ^jjdi^fs,  weli  (iot|»d 
a«d  atroetl,  execcisiag;  and  folk?,  witb  bMsioe^s  in  their  Ipojltf, 
femryiag  to  and  froj  tJl  xjo«tribute  to  wiak^  aiiy  person,  who 
)«  not  blindi  penwfele  wbat-a  diferfne^  tbere  is  between tbe tiro 
govenjt»e»ts,  that  are  the  (Mwiaes  of  pij<5.  view  and  the  others 
Ti»e  beautiful  Iske,  at  o»e  eiwl  of  wbicb  the  town  i$  situated; 
ite  extent;  the  several  etateP  that  border  upon  ^;  arid  all  its 
pleasures,  are  too  well  known  for  me  to  mention  them.  We 
sailed  upon  it  as  far  as  the  dominios  of  Geneva  extend, 
that  is,  about  two  leagues  and  a  half  on  each,  side ;  and  landed 
at  several  of  the  iittle  houses  of  pleasure,  that  the  inhabitants 
have  built  all  about  it,  who  received  us  with  much  polite- 
ness. The  same  night  we  eat  part  of  a  trout,  taken  in  the 
lake,  that  weighed  thirty-seveii  pounds;  as  great  a  monster 
as  it  appeared  to  us,  it  was  esteemed  there  nothing  extraor- 
dinary, and  they  assured  us^  it  was  not  uncommon  to  catch 
them  of  fifty  pounds ;  they  are  dressed  here  and  sent  post  to 
Paris  upon  some  great  occasions ;  nay,  even  to  Madrid,  as 
we  were  told.  The  road  we  returned  through  was  not  the 
same  we  .caaie  by^  We  cin^esad  ti»e  fiiideye  at  Seysaet  and  passed 
tor  thnee  di^s  oxmm^  th^  nuMBtain^  oi  Bo^ey,  withoirt  meeting, 
with  any  ibiiig  new:  4't  teat  ^we  cam^  oiH;  into  die  plaLaa 
of  La  Sreaae,  and  m  tp.  LyoKKi  a^peio,  ^  Bto^Wt  has  waki^m* 
to  Mr.  Waif^e,  to  dwire  be  vf^^  ^  ii>  liakffi  yibkk  kkt^ 
has  fesotvad  4»  do;  m  ^at  ail  th^  adbienv  of  jipeQdxQg  tiie» 
winter  in  ijte  8(tt»th  M  Fzance  »  la»)  a»id«i,  amd  ft^  «re 
to  pass  it  in  a  m^b  &aer  cs^ntny.  Y4w  «iay  imagpn^  i. 
am  1oK)t  aorry  1^  h»fe  tbi?  opportiMMify  icif  mm^g.  iki  plaoec 
ia  the  wor^kl  H)^  be$t^  deserves  it:  JSeades  a^  the  Pope  .(who; 
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is  eighty*eight,  and  has  been  lately  at  the  point  of  death) 
<Bnnct  probably  last  a  great  while,  perhaps  we  may  have  the 
ibrtune  to  be  present  at  the  election  of  a  new  one,  when 
ftpme  will  be  in  all  its  glory.  Friday  next  we  certainly  be^ 
our  journey;  in  two  days  we  shall  come  to  the  foot  of  the 
Alps^  and  six  more  we  shall  be  in  passing  them.  Even  here 
the  winter  is  begun;  what  then  must  it  be  among  those  vast 
snowy  mountains  where  it  is  hardly  ever  summer?  We  are, 
-however,  as  well  armed  as  possible  against  the  cold,  with 
muils,  hoods,  and  masks  of  beaver,  iur-boots,  and  bear  skins. 
When  we  arrive  at  Turin,  we  shall  rest  after  the  fetigues  of 
the  journey,  *  *  * 
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LETTER  X 


U^  GRAY  TO  HIS  MOTHER. 

Turing  Nov.  7,  N.  &  1789. 

I  AM  this  night  arrived  here,  and  have  just  set  down 
to  rest  me  after  eight  day&  tiresome  journey:  For  the  three 
first  we  had  the  same  road  we  before  passed  through  to  go  to 
Geneva;  the  fourth  we  turned  out  of  it,  and  for  that  day  and 
tibe  next  travelled  rather  among  than  upon  the  Alps;  the  way 
commonly  running  through  a  deep  valley  by  the  skie  of  the 
river  Arc,  which  works  itself  a  passage,  with  great  difliculty 
and  a  mighty  noise,  among  vast  quantities  of  rocks,  that  have 
rolled  down  from  the  mountain  tops.  The  winter  was  so  hr 
advanced^  as  in  great  measure  to  spoil  the  beauty  of  the  pro&» 
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pect;  however/  there  was  stifiaomewhat  fine,  r^^aining  amidst 
the  sarageness  and  horrour  of  the  place :  The  sixth  we  be^an 
to  go  up  several  of  these  mountains;  arid  as  we  were  passing 
Qoey  met  with  an  odd  accident  enough :  Mr.  Walpole  had  a 
little  fat  bkck  BpanieU  that  he .  was  very  fond  of»  which  he 
sometimes  used  to  set. down,  and  let  ijt  run  by  the  chaise  side« 
We  were  at  that  tipae  in  a  very  rough  road,  not  two  yardsr 
broad'  at  most ;  on  one  side  was  <a  gteat  wood  of  pines,  and  on^ 
the  other  a  vast  precipice ;  it  was  'noon*day,  and  the  sua  sooner 
bnghty  when  all  of  a  sudden,  from  the  wood-side,  (which  was 
as  steep  upwards,  as  the  other  pc^rt  was  downwards)  out  rushed[ 
a  great  iv?9lf>  came  iciose  to  the  head  /^f  the  horses,  seiaed  tha; 
d^g  hy  the  throat,  and  rushed  up  the  hill  again  with  him  ixa 
his  mouth.  '  This  was:  done  in  less  than  a  quarter  of  a. minute; 
we  all  saw  it,  and-  yet  the/ sitvants;  had  not  tim^  to  draw  their 
pistdi^,  vor  do  any  thing  to  save,  the  dog*.,  If  he  hadjiot 
been  there,  and  the  creatiim.jhadthoqght  fit  to  Jay  hold  of  .one 
of  the  horses;  chaise,  and. we,  and. all  must  joevitajbly  have 
tumbled  abovfe  fifty  fidhcxns  ^perpendicular,  down  the  precipice^: 
The  seventh  we  came  to  Lanebourg, . ;  the  la«t  town  ill  Savoy ; 
it.  lies  at  the  foot  of  tlie  .famous  molmt  CeOis,  whifih  ]$  ^ 
situated  as  to  allow  no  room.  for» any  way  , but. over  the; very 
top  iof  it;  Here  the  chaise  was  forced  to  be  .pulled  to  pieces, 
and  the  baggage  and  that  to  be  carried  by  mifles :  Wfi  ot^rs^lves 
were  wrapped  up  in  our  furs,  and  seated  upon  a  sort  of  matted 
chair  without  legs,  which  is  carried  upon  poles  in  the  manner 
of  a  bier,  and  so  begun  to  ascend  by  the  help  of  eight  men. 
It  was  six  miles  to  the  top,  where  a  plain  opens  itself. about  as 
many ,  more  in  breadth,  covered  ^  perpetpally  with  very  ,  deep 
mow,  and  in  the  midst  of  that  a  r great  lake,  of  unfa^mable 


^  This  odd  incideot  might  hare  afibrded  Mr.  Gray  a  subject  for  an  ode,  which 
would  hare  been  a  good  companion  to  that  on  the  death  of  a  faTourite  cat^v-rr-Jlf otoif , 
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deftAi,  ItGtn  whcnee  a  tww  fofeen  its;  rasev  add  tinniitos  .<lT«f 
mon^Srmfflf  rocks  quite  donhi  the  otber  sidi  cf  iSm  moimtaein^ 
The  descent  is  six  miles  more,  but  iofiniitely  more  steep  than 
ike  going  up;  and  here  the  m^ii  perfectly  fly  dol^  yt^  yoo^ 
stepping  from  stone  to  stone  with  incredible  mriftnetis  ia  plaogs> 
where  none  but  they  could  go  three  paces  without  felliiig.  The 
immensity  of  tbe  preapifces,  the  roaring  of  the  rt?er  ancf 
torrents  that  run  into  it,  the  huge  cr&ggt  coveied  with  icci  and 
snow,  and  the  clouds  below  you  and :  abmit  you,  are  ob|ects  lit 
is  impos^ble  to  cdncme  witfarat  seeing  them;  and  tbeugb  wd 
hcd  heard  many  strange  descnptions  of  thft  seen^  nnqB  of  tfaens 
at  alt  came  up  to  it.  We  were  but  fit^  hours  in  perfiMpming 
the  whole,  from  which  you  inay  judge  ^  the  Apidity  of  the 
men^s  motion.  We  are  now  gcvt  into  Pibdmont,  and  .stoj^ed'  ai 
httle  while  at  La  Teniertf  a  snooii  village  about  throe<  quartecr 
of  the  '■  way  down,  but  stiU  ano^  the  clouds,^  whdoe  we  birgaa 
to  hear  a  new  langiuige  spohen  rbuivd^  abimt  «C5  $  ad  laibM&  goi 
quite  down,  i»|erit  thro«igIk»  the  Pai  ^  Sii0e|,>  a  nanrdw  Koad 
among  the  Alps,  defended-  by  two  fiMttesbes,.  tod  ky  ^  Boe^ 
isoleiis^:  Keitt  e\emkg  throu||h  a^  fiAe  dvenue'  of  nine  miieff  i*' 
length,  as^  straight^  a  line,  we  affTivedf  at  this  city^  \^kicb,i  as 
you  know,'  ii^  the  -capital  oftkei  Pmidpalaty,  and  thorebnleiiee 
of  the  King  of  SMdiniai  *^  *  We  d^U  stay  hclre,  I  belieyey 
a  fortnight,  and  proceed  ht  Clenoa^  ithieb  ib  lAiree  a  torn  dhys 
journey  to  go  post  .  ■  '      . 
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***  ^thid  part  of  the  letter  beri  ott&tteA,  ^ntkik^^d"  oAly  it  de^i^ption  of  the 
eity;  ifUMIk,  «4  Sfr;  Offty  hai^  gitcm  it  te  Jhr/W^i  M  tbe^fblld^iing  lotter,  «iidl 
that  in  a  more  lively  manner,  I  thought  it  unnecessary  to  insert :  A  liberty  I  have 
taken  in  other  parts  of  tfiis  correspondence,  in  order  to  avoid  repetitions. — Wa9on. 
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LETTER  Xr. 


M«-  GRAY  TO  M"-  WEST. 


1 

'  •••.♦ 


Turin,  Nov.  10,  iV.  8. 1739. 

>  .       •     •  J  •  •  • 

AFTER  ti^  days  jourtiey  llirough  Greenland,  we 
arrived  at  Turuu  You  apjMidach  it  by  a  faandsoiiie  aretiue 
of  QJoe  mfles  Lang,  land  quite  rstnit.  The  entrance  is  guarded 
hy  ceitain  vigiiaQt  dragom^  cedied  Douini^rs^  who  nMtnbled 
us  fiur  some  time«^  The  city  is  notMai^^  (M  being  a  place 
ef  Btsevngth,  and  cooseqiiiBntljr  xsoniined  within  its  for^cAtion^i 
it  has  many  hcautifls  and  s4ane  faults;  am^ig  the  finst  <ape 
streets  all  laid  out  by  the  line^  jregfidar  >  uniform  bcnldkig^, 
fine  walks  diat  surround'  die  vfhoip,  and  im  general  a  g^od 
lively  dean  appeurance :  But  the  houses  tare  of  brick  fdaoster^f 
t^hich  is  apt  to  want  repairing;  the:  windoirs  of  oiled  paper^ 
whidi  tis  apt  to  be  torn;,  and  every  thing,  very  slight,  wbidi 
which  is  apt  to  tumble  dawn.  Them  is  cm  excelient  Opera, 
but  it  is  (udy  in  the  Carnival:  Balls  eviery  night,  but  only 
in  the  Carravalc  Masquerades  too,  but  pnly  in  the  CamivaK 
This  Camival  lasts,  only  from  Christmas  to  Lent;  one  half 
of  the  remsaning  part  of  die  yesr  is  passed  in*  remembering 
the  last,  the  other  in  expecting  the  futu«e  Camival.  We 
canftot  well  subsist  sqpon  such  alender  diet,  no  mofe  than  upon 
an  execrable  Italian  Comedy^  and  a  Puppet*Show,  called  Eap<* 
prcfsientatscHie  d'uii'  ianioA^  dannata;  wliich,  t  think,  &r%  all 
Utie  present  diversi<His  of  the  place;  except  4he  Marquise  de 
CavaiUacfs  Conversazione^  whertf.  «iie  goes  to  see  ptople  play 
at    OcnlN^    and  Taroc,    a  gmne    with    7S    cards   all   painted 
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with  sxttiSp  and  moons»  and  devils  and  monks.  Mr.  Walpole 
Jhas  been  at  court ;  the  fiimily  are  at  present  at  a  country  palace, 
called  La  Venerie.  The  palace  here  in  town  is  the  very 
quintessence  of  gilding  and  looldng-glass ;  inlaid  floors,  carved 
pannels,  and  painting,  wherever  they  could  stick  a  brush.  I 
own  I  have  not,  as  yet,  any  where  met  with  those  grand  and 
simple  works  of  Art,  that  are  to  amaze  one,  and  whose  sight 
one  is  to  be  the  better  for :  But  those  of  Nature  have  as- 
tonished  tne  beyond  expression.  In  our  little  journey  up  to 
the  Grande  Chartreuse,  I  do  hot  remember  to  have  gone  ten 
paces  without  an  exclamation,  that  there:  was  no 'restraining: 
Not  a  precipice,  not  a  torrent,  not  a  diff,  but  is  pregnant 
with  religion  and  poetry.  There  are  certain  soenies  that  would 
awe  an  atheist  into  belief,  without  the  help  of  other  argument. 
One  need  not  have  a  very  fantastic  imi^nation  to  see  spirits 
tbe^e  at  no<»i-day;  You  have  Death  perpietuatly  before  your 
eyes  only  so  far  removed,  as  to  compose  the  mind  without 
frighting  it.  I  am  '  well  persuaded  St  Bruno  was  a  man  of 
no  common  genius,  to  choose  sttch  a  situation  fw  his  retire* 
fnent;  and  perhaps  should  have  been  a  discifde  of  his^  had  I 
been  bom  in  his  time.  You  may  believe  Abelard  and  Heloise 
were  not  forgot  upon  this  occasion :  If  I  do  not  mistake,  I 
jsaw  you  too  every  now  and  then  at  a  distance  along  the  trees; 
il  me  semble,  que  j'ai  vu  ce  chien  de*  ^  visage  1^  quelque 
part.  You  seemed  to  call  to  me  from  the  other  side  of  the 
precipice,  but  the  noise  of  the  river  below  was  so  great,  that 
I  reaUy  could  not  distinguish  what  you  said;  it  seemed  to 
have  a  cadence  like  verse.  Li:  jrour  next  you  will  be  so 
^oo4  to  let  me  know  M^t  it  wasi  The  week  we  have  since 
pass^  among  the.  Alps,  has.  not.  equalled  the  :single  day  upon 
that  mountain,  becai^se.the  wilkter  was  rather  too  far  advanced, 
and  th^  feather  a  little  foggy.  .  [However,  it  did  not  want  its 
beauties;    the  .  savage    rudeness nof  the    view    is;  inconceivable 
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Without  seeing  it:  I  reckoned,  in  one  day^  thirteen  cascades^ 
the  least  of  which  was^  I  dare  say,  one  hundred  feet  in  height 
I  had  Ldvy  in  the  chaise  with  me,  and  beheld  his  ^'Nives 
5'coeio  propd  immistae,  tecta  informia  imposita  rupibus,  pecoraju- 
'^  mentaque  torrida  frigore,  homines  intonsi  &  inculti,  animalia  in* 
^'animaque  omniaVigentia  gelu;  omnia  confragosa,  praeruptaque/'* 
The  creatures  that  inhabit  them  are,'  in  all  respects,  below  hu* 
roanity ;  and  most  of ,  them,  especially  women,  have  the  tumidum 
guttur.  which  they  call  goscia.  Mont  Cenis,  I  confess,  carries 
the  permission  f  mountains  hare  of  being  frightful  rather  too 
fer;  and  its  horrours  were  accompanied  with  too  much  danger 
to  give  one  time  to  reflect  upon  their  beauties.  There  is  a 
family  of  the  Alpine  monsters  I  have  mentioned,  upon  its 
very  top,  that  in  the  middle  ofywihtw  calmly  lay  in  their 
stock  of  provisions  and  firing,  and  so  are  buried  in  thekt  hut 
for  a  month  or  two  under  the  aiow.  When  we  were  down 
it,  iemd  got  a  little  way  into  Piedmont,  we  began  to  find  ^<  Aprioos 
'^quosdkm  colles,  livosque  prope  sylvas,  &  jam  humano  cultu 
^'digniora  loca.*'^  I  r^  Silius  Italicus  to(^  for  the  fuiBt)time} 
and  wished  for  you,'  according  to  <;u8tom«  We  set  out  for 
Genoa  in    two  days  time. 


\ 


.-.J. 


»* ' 


•  See 


ist*  fib.  xxii  .pap.  lexxii.  tcap.  UL  p.  421.  ed.  Dnkenborcfa. 


t  A  phrase  Ixirrowed '  from  Madame  De  SeTi^i,  ifho  quotes  a  ban  mot  on 
^elissoB,  'quV  abuarit  de  la- permisaieD  qu'onl  leaiiomtnea,  d*e(re  laidB«^ilfa«09. 
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4;  See  Id^Tii  Hist  }ib,  xzi. .  cap^  xxxriL  p.  499. 


.  ■.  .1 


•     ■  « 


I" 


:  <  t 


i  1 


f   ' 


•      A        > 


'  ; 


t  r  I 


'*>        •         '.      f 


T         • 

>         I  I 


;  .> 


03 


>. .. 


'.  I 


«   •  I  . » 


i:...  , 


LETTER   XII. 


M«    GRAY  TO  'jtf"^  WEST. 


#  • 


Genoa,  Nov.  il^  1739. 
Ii0ilRIDa$  4facto,  Q^W^q;  )i»lttW3 

.  Advehor  brymam,  Genunq ;   amaiites 

utora  soles. 

At  Veaflli  if  thcgT  do  nofe  (they  ,haye  a  v^ry  ill  taste;  for  I  n§vi^s 
bdieU  I  anjr  thing .  OMffe  «mmble :  Qnly  ligure  to  yourself  a 
Test  .fiemicirciiiiar  ibfttoa,  ^l  ^f  Ape  \Aup  «^  and  veissel^  of 
eil  B^iis  tmA  siaWi  dome ,  ^Img  put;^  sooi^  oofping  inc,  and 
odittK  viit  andior;  jaod  9U  nNiffid  it  i^laoe^  aitd  churches  pei^piog 
Dfiftr  I  Okie  t  aoDther^  Jbeada^  gardoop^  4iyl  msp*ble  terraces  fiiU  pf 
wange  atid  «y()ress  trees,  fyuRtrnw,  aod  trellis^ works  cQvcjr^ 
with  vines,  which  altogether  compos^  tM  grandest  of  theft^^Kpp 
This  is  the  first  coup  d'ceil,  and  is  almost  all  I  am  yet  able 
to  give  you  an  account  of,  for  we  arrived  late  last  night« 
To-day  was,  Ithycily;  a  great  festival,  and  in  the  morning  We 
resorted  to  tb«  xhwch  of  the  MadoRna  d«Ue  Vigne,  to^  put 
up  our  littk  orisons;  (I  believe  I  forgot  to  tell  ypw,  that  w«k 
have  been  some  time  converts  to  the  holy  Catholic  church)  we 
found  our  Lady  richly  dressed  out,  with  a  crown  of  diamonds 
on  her  own  head,  another  upon  the  child's,  and  a  constellation 
of  wax«  lights  burning  before  them:  Shortly  after  came  the 
Doge,  in  his  robes  of  crimson  damask,  and  a  cap  of  the 
same,  followed  by  the  Senate  in  black.  Upon  his  approach 
began  a  fine  concert  of  music,  and  among  the  rest  two  eunuchs* 
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voices^  that    were   a  perfect  feast  to   ears  that  had  heard  no- 
thing   but   French    operas  for    a  year.    We  listened    to  this, 
and  breathed  nothing  but  incense  for  two  hours.    The  Doge 
is  a  very  tail,  lean,  stately,  old  figure,  called  Constantino  Balbi ; 
and  the  Senate  seem  to  have  been  made  upon  the  same  model. 
They  said  their  prayers,  and  heard  an  absurd  white  friar  preach, 
with  equal  devotion.     After  this  we  went  to  the  Annonciata,  a 
church  built  by  the   fanuly  Lomellini,    and    belonging   to  it; 
which  is,   indeed,    a  most    stately   structure,  the  inside  wholly 
msrble  ^  various  kinds,  except  tvliete  gold  wad  painting  take 
its  plaM^  ^Ffom  hence  to  the  Palasso  Dotid.     I-  should  make 
yMi  sick  of  mavUe,  i£  I  told   you   haw  it  was  laviditd  here 
uJMia  tbe  portico^  the   balusteades,   and  tefracae^   the  lowot 
of  which,  extends   quite  to   the   sea.    Tbti:  inside  is    hy    no 
means  answenUe  to  the  bntward  magnifkielite;  the  litrnktn^ 
seems  io   be  as   old  as    the  feunder  of  the  ftmity^.    Theve 
great  ^mliOBsed  silver  t^les  tell  yoo^  m  bas-relksC;  his  vibtofies 
at  sea;  how  be-  entertained   Aie    Emferor   Cbatrles,  atid  hoiw 
he^  iisftised  the  sovereignty  of  the  Commonweaklk  whenr  it  wstet 
oflfered  him^  th^  rest  h  okl^faeihioned  velvet  chidrli^  and  golhic. 
tapestiy.    The  r^  of  the  day  has  beto  spent,   mucb  lo  our 
hearte'  contMift;  vm  oursini^  Fr^dch  music  aad  strehitedure^  and 
ioi   si&gmg  the   praites  df:itidy.    We  find;  this  ptodei  so'  very 
fine,  thai  We   are  in  fear  of  fimdini^  iktfhin|p  finer.    We  are 
fiitten  in  love:  with  the  Meditenpanean  ^asst^  aad  kddt  your  lakes 
and   youv  minra  in  viist  <:0Bteiii|i4^    TUs  is 

.      ^'The  luippj  countcy  iffaere  huge  lemons  grow/' 

as  WiltoP  ^«*  ftdd  I  am  cony  to  diinkof  k»vin||i  it  iiii  a 
#ee^  fei*  'Pavsna,  faUlMMiglk  it   be 


•     I 


*'    '  .1    i 


•   »  ■       .      •     1 


I    T^be' happy  country  where  huge  cheeses  grow. 

'|i'''MtB|       ».       in       ■  ■■>iir»<,.     ,ifc-i  .  ■■ 

•   *         •  -.  .  •         •  .  .  . 

*  The  fiunoufl  Andrea  Doria. 
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LETTER  XIIL 


M«    CRAY   1^0   HIS   MOTHER. 


i\,' 


Bologna^  Dec.  9,  N.,  S.  1^39^ 


)  :     OURJoQiti^y  hitliervhas  taken/up  mu^ 
I  expecte(L(    We  left  ^Genoa  1  (iii  charming  place,  and  one  that 
desehed  a  longer  stay)  the  wwk  before. last ;,crofl8ed. the  iiK>u»' 
tains,  and  lay  that  night;  at  Tortona,  the  ne^  at  St.  Gjovannii 
and  the  morning  after  came  to  Piacenza. .    Thatcky,  (though, 
die  capital  <if  a  Dntchy)  made  so  frippery  an  appearance,  that 
instead  of  spending  some  days. there,  as  had  been  intended^  we: 
only  dined, <  ahd  went  on  to  Pdrma;    stayed  there  alt  the.  fed-* 
lowing'  day,  ^hich  was  passed :  in  visitihg  the  iaoEious  works  of- 
Correggio  in  the  Dome,  and  other  churches.     The  fitie  gallery 
of  pictures^  that  once  belonged  to  th<£:  Dukes  of  Parma,  is.no. 
more*  here  ;the^  King  of  N^es  has  carried  it  all  thither,  and 
the  city*  hadi  hot*  merit  Plough  to  detain  us  •  aay ,  kmger,  ^we. 
proceeded  through  Reggiotd/Modend;  thjs»  thoifgh  the  residence 
of  its  Duke,  is  an^iiH4>uUt  melahdK>ly  place,  all  of  brick»^v8S. 
are  most  of  the  towns  in  this  part -of  Lombardy:   He  himself 
lives  in  a  private  manndr,    with   very   little ;  .appearance    of  a. 
court  about  )iim;  he  has  one  of  the  noblest  collections  of  paint* 
ings  in  the  world,  which  entertained  us  extremely  well  the  rest 
of  that  day  and  a  part  of  the.  next;    and  m  the  afternoon .  we 
came  to  Bologna :    So  now  yon  may  wish  us  joy  of  being  in 
in  the  dominions  of  his  Holiness.    This  is  a  populous  city,  and 
of  great  extent:   All  the  streets  have  porticoes  on  both  sides, 
$uch  as  surround  a  part  of  Covent-Garden,   a  great  relief  in 
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summer-time  in  sach  a  climate;  and  fix>m  one  d[  the  principal 
gates  to  a  church  of  the  Virgin,  [where  is  a  wonder-working 
picture,  at  three  miles  distance]  runs  a  corridore  of  the  same 
sort,  lately  finished,  and,  indeed^  a  most  extraordinary  per- 
formance. The  churches  here  are  more  remarkable  for  their 
paintings  than  architecture,  being  moitly  old  structures  of  brick ; 
but  the  palaces  are  numerous,  and  fine  enough  to  supply  us 
with  somewhat  worth  seeing  fi'om  morning  till  night,  The 
country  of  Lombardy,  hitherto^  is  one  of  the  most  beautifiil 
imaginable ;  the  roads  broad,  and  exactly  straight,  and  on  ekher 
hand  vast  plantations  of  trees,  chiefly  mulberries  and  olives,  and 
not  a  tree  without  a  vine  twining  about  it  and  spreading  among 
its  branches.  This  scene,  indeed,  which  must  be  the  most  lovely 
in  the  world  during  the  proper  season,  is  at  present  all  de« 
formed  by  the  winter,  which  here  is  rigorous  enough  for  thfe 
time  it  lasts;  but  ^one  still  sees  the  skeleton  of  a  charming 
place,  and  reaps  the  benefit  of  its  product,  for  the  fiuits  and 
provisions  are  admirable;  in  short  you  find  every  thing,  ibtfL. 
luxury  can  desire^  in  perfection.  We  have  now  been  here^a 
week,  and  shall  stay  some  little  time  loiter.  We  are  at  the 
foot  of  the  Appennine  mountains ;  it  will  take  up  three  days  to 
cross  them,  and  then  we  shall  come  to  Florence,  where  we 
shall  pass  the  Christmas.  Till  then  we  must  remain  in  a  state 
of  ignorance  as  to  what  is  doing  in  England,  for  our  letters  are 
to  mieet  us  there ;  If  I  do  not  find  four  or  five  fix>m  you  alone^ 
I  shulj  wonder. 
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LETTER  XIV, 

W  GRAY   TO   HIS  MOTHER. 

Florence,  Dec.  10,  JV;  S.  1739., 

WE  spent  twelve  days  at  Bologna,  chiefly, (as  most 
travellers  do)  in  seeing  sights;  for  as  we  knew  no  mortal  there, 
and  as  it  is  no  easy  matter  to  get  a(faniBsion  infx)  any  Italian 
house,  without  very  particular  recommendations,  we  could  see 
no  company  but  in  public  places;  and  there  are  none  in  that 
city  but  the  churches.  We  saw,  therefore,  churches,  palaces, 
and  pictures  from  morning  to  night;  and  the  15th  of  this 
month  set  out  for  Florence,  and  began  to  cross  the  Appennine 
mpuntains;  we  travelled  among^  and  upon  them  all  that  day, 
and,  as  it  was  but  indifferent  weather,  were  commonly  in  lie 
middle  of  thick  clouds,  that  utterly  deprived  ui?  of  a  sight  of 
their  beauties:  For  this  vast  chain  of  hills  has  its  beauties,  and 
all  the  vallies  are  cultivated;  even  the  mountmns  themselves 
are  many  of  them  so  within  a  little  of  their  veiy  tops.  They 
are  not  so  horrid  as  the  Alps,  though  pretty  near  as  high;  and 
the  whole  road  is  admirably  well  kept,  and  paved  throughout, 
which  is  a  length  of  fourscore  miles,  and  more:  We  left  the 
Pope's  dominions,  and  lay  that  night  in  those  of  the  Grand  Duke 
at  Fiorenzuola,  a  paltry  little  town,  at  the  foot  of  Mount  Giogo, 
which  is  the  highest  of  them  all.  Next  morning  we  went  up 
it;  the  post-house  is  upon  its  very  top,  and  usually  involved  in 
clouds,  or  half-buried  in  the  snow.  Indeed  there  was  none  of 
the  last  at  the  time  we  were  there,  but  it  was  still  a  dismal 
habitation.    The  descent  is  most  excessively  steep^  and  the  turnings 
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very  short  and  fi^uent;  howeter,  vr«  perfertned  it  wfthout 
any  danger^  and  in  coimng  down  oould  dimly  diikcover  Florefice, 
and  the  beautiful  platn  about  it,  through  the  tnists;  but  enough 
to  convince  us>  it  mutt  be  one  of  the  noblett  prospects  upon 
earth  in  summer.  That  afternoon  we  got  thither;  and  Mr.  Mannf^^ 
the  redidentt  had  sent  his  servant  to  m(iet  us  at  the  gates»  and 
cooduct  us  to  his  house.  He  is  the  best  and  most  obliging 
person  in  the  vrorld.  The  next  night  we  w^e  introduced  at 
the  Prince  of  Craon's  assembly  (he  hse  the  chief  jfyoWer  hete  in 
the  Grand  Duke's  absence).  The  Princess^  and  h^  Were  ex^ 
tremeiy  civil  to  the  name  of  Walpole,  so  we  were  asked  to  stay 
supper,  which  is  as  much  as  to  say,  you  tMf  oonie  and  sup 
here  whenever  you  please;  for  after  the  first  invitation  this  is 
always  understood.  We  have  sdso  been  at  the  Countess*  Suarez's^ 
a  favourite  of  the  late  Duke,  and  one  that  gives  the  first  movement 
to  every  thing  gay  that  is  gmag  forward  here.  The  news  is 
every  day  expected  fi*om  Vienna  of  the  Great  Duchess's  delivery; 
if  it  be  a  boy,  here  will  be  all  sorts  of  balls,  masquerades,  operas, 
and  illuminations ;  if  not,  we  must  wait  for  the  Carnival,  when 
all  those  things  come  of  course.  In  the  mean  time  it  is  im 
possible  Xo  want  entertainment ;  the  fkmous  gallery,  alone,  is  an 
anmsement  for  months;  we  commonly  pass  two  or  three  hours 
every  morning  in  it,  and  one  has  perfect  leisure  to  consider  all 
its  beauties.  You  know  it  contains  many  hundred  antiqlie  statues, 
such  as*  the  whole  world  cannot  match,  besides  the  vast  cJolleetiort 
of  paintings,  medals,  and  precious  stones,  such  as  no  othdr  prince 
was  ever  master  of;  in  short,  all  that  the  rich  anrf  pDwerftrr 
house  of  Medicis  has  in   so  many  years  got  togetfr^rf.    And 

*  Now  Sir  Horace  Hann,  and  Eiivoy  Extraordinary  at  ibe  same  courC. — Maioti. 

t  He  catalogued  and  ma<le  occasional  shor^  remarks  on  the  pictures,  &c.  which 
he  saw  here,  as  well  as  at  other  places,  many  of  which  are  in  my  possession, 
but  it  would  have  swdlad  Ibis  wofk  too  nraiih'  K  I  bad  ioserted  them.— JAmom. 
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besides  this  city  abounds  with  so  many  palaces  and  cjkurdbe^ 
that  you  can  hardly  place  yourself  any  where  without  having 
some  fine  one  in  view,  or  at  least  some  .statue  or  fountain,  magr 
nificently  adorned;  these  undoubtedly  are  far  more  numerous 
than  Genoa  can  pretend  to;  yet,  in  its  genend  appesyrance,  I 
cannot  think  that  Florence  equals  it  in  beauty.  Mr«  Walpole 
is  just  come  from  being  presented  to  the  Electress  Paladne 
Dowager ;  she  is  a  sister  of  the  late  Great  Duke's ;  a  stately 
old  lady,  that  never  goes  out  but  to  church,  and  then  she  has 
guards,  and  eight  horses  to  her  coach.  She  received  him  with 
much  ceremony,  standing  under  a  huge  Uack  canopy,.  and» 
after  a  few  minutes  talking,  she  assured  him  of  her  good  wiU« 
and  dismissed  him :  She  never  sees  any  body  but  thus  in  fbrai^ 
and  so, she  passes  her  life„*  poor  woman!*  *  * 


'^— ^i 


T "     ■  ■ '  ^    '   '  r  '       "    "  r 


LETTER  XV. 

* 

M"-  GRAY  TO  M"-  WEST, 

FUtrtnee,  Jan.  15, 1740*. 

.  I  THINK  I  have  not  yet  told  you  how  we  left  that 
charming  place  Genoa :  How  we  crossed  a  mountain  of  green 
marble,  called  Bucbetto:  How  we.  came  to  Tortona,  and  waded 
through  the  mud  to  come  to  Cartel  St.  Giovanni^  and  there 
eat  mustard  and  su^u*  with  a  dish  of  crows'  gizards :  Secondly^ 
how  we  passed  the  famous  plains;   '•  Qui  Trebie,  &c."f    Nor, 


*  Persons   of  Yery  high  rank,  and   viiihfi  Ter;   good  sense,,  wili  only   feel  tha^ 
pathos  of  this  exclamation. — Mcuon. 

t  Here  follow  4h6  Verses  fabglnniBg  Qu4  Trebie  glauoas,  &o.  ko.^^Edi 
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thirdly,  how  we  passed  through  Piacenza,  Parma,  Modena,  entered 
the  territories  of  the  Pope;  stayed  twelve  days  at  Bdogna; 
crossed  the  Appennines,  aod  afterwards  arrived  at  Florence. 
None  of  these  things  have  I  told  yo«i,  nor  do  I  intend  to  tell 
you^  till  you  ask  me  some  questions  concerning  them.  No  not 
even  of  Florence  itself,  except  that  it  is  as  fine  as  possible,,  and 
has  every  thing  in  it  that  can  bless  the  eyes.  But,  bef<»re  I 
enter  into  particulars,  you  must  make  your  peace  both  with  me 
and  the  Venus  de  Medicis,  who,  let  me  tell  you,  m  highly  and 
justly  offended  at  you  for  not  inquiring,  long  before  this,,  con- 
cerning her  symmetry  and  proportions.*  *  • 


LETTER  XVI. 


M«-  WEST   TO   M*-   GRAY, 

...  ' 

ERGrO  desidiifr  yiAeov  tibi  crimiiie  dignas; 

fit  iiierit6 :  Tictas-  da  tibi  sponte  nutnus.. 
Arguor  &  ^etefes  nimioiii  cootemaere  Musas^ 

Irata  et  nobis-  est  Medicaea  Venus. 
Mene  igitur  status^  &  inania  saxa  ^ereri  T 

Stultule !  marmorelL  quid  mihi  cum  Venere  f 
H!c  f er8&,  hie  Tivie  Veneres^  &  inilfe  per  urbem^ 

Quanm  auUa  queat  Boa  placukse  JoyL 
Cedite  RomaiM&  fonnosflfr  et  cedke  Giraie, 

Sintqne  cUita  HelensB  nomeii  et  Jlerwimmt 


*  The  Letter  which  acconqpaaied  this  Kttle  Elegj  is  not  extant :   Probably  it 
Eis  only  indosed  id  one  to  Mr.  Walpofe«. — MatoH^ 
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Et,  IHascunque  reSert  9tas  retm^  HopoIiub: 

Unus  honor  nostris  jam  yenit  Ang^UasiQ. 
Oh  quales  Tultus,  Oh  quantum  mtmen  ocellis! 

I  Buno  &  Tuscafl  improhe  oMifer  opes. 
No  tameii  hac  obtvM  nimis  pndoordia  credas, 

Neu  me  adeo  niUUL  PaDade  progemtum: 
Testor  Pieridnmque  umbras  &  flumina  Pin<U 

Me  quoque  Calliopes  semper  amasse  chores  ; 
Et  dudum  Ausonias  urbes,  &  Tisere  Cfaraias 

Cura  est,  ingenio  si  licet  irs  meot 
Si^  est  Phidiacum  mwnor/  sen  Mentoris  «rai 

Seu  paries  Coo  nobilis  e  cabuno; 
Nee  minus  artiilcum  msgna  argumenta  reeentClm 

Romanique  decus  nominia  fie  Veneti : 
Qui^  Furor  &  Mayors  &  soto  in  Marmore  Tultus, 

Quaque  et  formoso  mollior  mre  Venus. 
Qtt^ue  loquax  qurat  fucus,  viyique  labores, 

Et  quicquid  calamo  dolcii^s  ansa  manus : 
Hie  nemora,  &  sott  morens  MelibcBus  in  umbri, 

Lymphaque  ipuqcosD  prosiliena  la^ide; 
lUic  m%jus  opus,  f^usiesqiie  in  pariete  m%jor 

Exurgens,  DivAm  &  numina  CoelicolAm; 
O  Tos  folices,  quibus  heo  cognoscere  fas  est, 

Et  tot&  ItaKi^,  qui^  patet  usque,  frui! 
Nulla  dies  yobis  eat  injuounda,  nee  usquam 

Norltis  quid  sit  tempott  asusm  pa& 
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LETTER   XVII. 


M«-   GRJLY   TO   M«-  WHARTON. 

Propo$dUfor  Priidimg  by  Sub$cnptioH,  m 

THIS  LARGE  LETTER, 

THE    TRAVELS    OF   T.  G.   Gbnt.  • 

imoa-  wtLK  ooNMsT  OP  ttn  iFM.toirnie  rivetivtims. 

CHAP.  I. 

« 

THE  Author  arrives  at  Dover  ;  his  conversatkn  with  the. 

',    '  *  ... 

Mayor  of  that  CcH*poratioiu  .  Sets  out  in  the  pacquet  boat:  gro^g 
very  sick ;  th^  Author  spews  ;  a  very  minute  accouiit  oC  all  tihe 
circumstances  thereof.     His  aifival  at  Calais ;  honv  the  iaJJa^bitentd 

I 

of  that  country  speak  French^  and  are  said  to  be  all  Pjafwhes ;  tbcf 
Author's  reflections  thereupon. 

"     ■   ■'  .     •    •        •      • 

IL 

How  they  feed  him  with  soupe,  and  what  soupe  is.  How  he 
meets  with  a  capucin,  and  what  a  capucin  is.  How  they  shut  him 
up  in  a  post-chaise  and  send  him  to  Paris ;  he  goes  wonder- 
ing; along  during  six  days ;  and  how*  tiMne  are  trees  and  houses 
just  as  iA  Eogland^    Amiifes.  at.  Faris  without  knowihg  ix. 

III. 

Full  a<;coaBfc  of  the  liven  Seine,  amd  of  <fh«  vflrions  aiiinDrii 
and  plants  its  borders  produce.    Description  of  the  little  creature 
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called  aa  Abb6,  its  parts,  and  their  uses ;  with  the  reasons  why 
they  will  not  lire  in  England,  and  the  methods  that  have  been 
used  to  propagate  them  there.  A  cut  of  the  inside  of  a  nunnery ; 
its  structure  wonderfully  adapted  to  the  use  of  the  animals  that  in- 
habit it ;  a  short  account  of  them,  how  they  propagate  without  the 
help  of  a  male ;  and  how  they  eat  up  their  own  young  ones,  like 
cats  and  rabbits :  supposed  to  have  both  sexes  in  themselves 
like  a  snail.  Dissection  of  a  Dutchess,  with  copper-plates,  Tery 
curious. 

IV. 

Goes  to  the  opera :  grand  orchestra  of  humstrums^  bag-pipes» 
salt-boxes,  tabours  and  pipes.  Anatomy  of  a  French  ear,  showing 
the  formation  of  it  to  be  entirely  different  from  that  of  an  Eng- 
lish one ;  and  that  sounds  have  a  directly  contrary  effect  upon  one 
and  the  other.  Farinelli,  at  Paris,  said  to  have  a  fine  manner, 
but  no  voice.  Grand  ballet,  in  which  there  is  no  seeing  the 
dance  for  petticoats.  Old  women  with  flowers  and  jewels  stuck 
in  the  curls  of  their  grey  hair.  Red-heeled  shoes  and  roU-ups 
innumerable ;  hoops  and  panniers  immeasurable,  paint  unspeakable. 
Tables,  wherein  is  calculated,  with  the  utmost  exactness,  the  several 
degrees  of  red,  now  in  use,  from  the  rising  blushes  of  an  Advocate's 
wife,  to  the  flaming  crimson  of  a  Princess  of  the  Blood ;  done 
by  a  limner  in  great  vogue. 

V. 

'Th6  Author  takes  unto  him  a  taylour ;  his  character.  How 
he  coyers  him  with  silk  and  fringe,  and  widens  his  figure  with 
buckram,  a  yard  on  each  side.  Waistcoat  and  breeches  so  strait, 
he  can  neither  breathe  nor  walk.  How  the  barber  curls  him  en 
bequille,  and  k  la  negligee,  and  ties  a  vast  solitaire  about  his  neck. 
How  the  milliner  lengthens  his  ruffles  to^  his  fingers*  ends,  and 
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sticks   his    two  arms  into  a  muff.      How  he  cannot  stir;   and 
how  they  cut  him  in  proporti«i  to  hi^  clothes. 

VI. 

He  k  canried  to  Versailles^  despises  it  infinitely.  A  dissertar 
tion  upon  taste.  Goes  to  an  Installation  in  the  Chapel  Royal  :  entan 
the  King  and  fifty  fiddlers ;  fiddlers  solus ;  kettle-drums  and  trumpets ; 
queens  and  dauphins;  princesses  and  cardinals;  incense  and  the 
mass ;  okikni^ts  making  curtsies ;  Holy  Ghosts  and  fiery  tongues. 

VII. 


* 


Groes  into  the  etmnlry  to  Rheiaaa,  in  GhBmpmffat,  slxys  tii«i« 
three  monflis ;  what  he  di«(  tbere  (he  muat  beg  tfae  laaAt'a  pooion 
but)  he  hft&  realty  forgot. 

VIIL 

]h*oceeds^  to  Lyomv  vtustneaa  ef  that  €ity.  Ca»'t  see  tibe  s^>eete 
ftnr  hoaff».'*'  Mow  mA  it  'm,  aiuihow  miftch  it  sbnksu  Poemr  ipon 
liie  confluence  of  the  Kheii€  9sad  the  S^one^-  byr  a  firiend  ef  the 
Author's ;  very  pretty. 

IX, 

Makes  a  journey  into  Savoy,  and'  in*  hrs  way*  viafts^  the  Grand 
Chartneuse  :  he  is  set  aside  upon  a.  mule's  baick,  and  begins  to  climb 
up  the  miQttnteinar  Boeks'  and  twrentft  beiidath«  pin^.  tset^  .and 
snoTr»  above  r  horreuf^  and  tanroors  ocu  att  sides.  Tkos Atifekor  dies 
of  the  fright. 


^W<P-.W»it-"i#P^"*'»*'"».W*—*"^^'»"»^-^"^"«"«*"-^"*"i"W""»-^"— ■■"■*>.— ■■■^-•'^•■•^Pi^^i^"^-*^"^ 


I 
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*  Wheo  one  is  misled  by  a  proper  naiii6,  the  only '  me  of*wbicfri)i  to  direct,  onfe 
feida  like  the  countryman,  who  complained — ^TBat  the  hottsey  bnidhnf  Him  from 
"^  sMng  IHuis.''  TilfttlwfilHflMeftM  ahBtnK$iia|i.ta^itfl|d£  Wai^cia's  Fugitive 
Pieces,  Vrt.  I.  p«  SM^H^nKL 

YOL.  11;  U. 
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He  goes  to  Geneva.  His  mortal  antipathy  to  a  presbyterian, 
and  the  cure  for  it.  Returns  to  Lyons ;  gets  a  surfeit  with  eating 
ortolans  and  lampreys ;  is  advised  to  go  into  Italy  for  the  benefit  of 
the  air. 

XI. 

Sets  out  the  latter  end  of  November  to  cross  the  Alps.  He 
is  devoured  by  a  wolf ;  and  how  it  is  to  be  devoured  by  a  wolf :  the 
seventh  day  he  comes  to  the  foot  of  Mount  Cenis.  How  he  is  wrap'd 
up  in  *  bear^skins  and  beaver*skins ;  boots  on  his  legs ;  caps  on  his 
head ;  mufis  on  his  hands,  and  taifety  over  his  eyes.  He  is  placed 
on  a  bier,  and  is  carried  to  heaven  by  the  savages  blindfold.  How 
he  Ughts  among  a  certain  fat  nation  called  Clouds ;  how  they  are 
always  in  a  sweat,  and  never  speak,  but  they  grunt ;  how  they 


*  Id  a  Letter  from  Walpole  to  West,  dated  Torid,  Not.  11,  1737.— <  So,'  as  the 
song  says,  *  we  are  in  fair  Italy !'  I  wonder  we  are,  for  on  the  higtiest  precipioe  of 
Mount  Cenis,  the  devil  of  Discord,  in  the  similitude  of  sour  wine,  bad  got  amongst 
our  Alpine  sayagea  and  set  them  a-fighting,  with  Gray  and  me  in  the  chairs:  they 
rushed  him  by  me  on  a  crag  where  there  was  scarce  room  for  a  doveu  foot ;  the  least 
slip  had  tumbled  us  into  such  a  fog,  and  such  an  eternity,  as  we  should  nerer  hare 
found  opir  way  out  of  again.  We  were  ^ght  days  in  coming  hither  from  Lyons,  the 
{bur  last  in  crossing  the  Alps.  Such  uncouth  rodis,  and  such  uncomely  inhabitants, 
my  dear  West,  I  hope  I  shall  never  see  them  again.  At  the  foot  of  Mount  Cenis  we 
were  obliged  to  quit  our  chaise,  which  was  taken  all  to  pieces  and  loaded  on  mules ; 
and  we  were  carried  in  low  arm-chairs,  on  poles,  swathed  in  beaver  bonnets,  beaver 
gloves,  beaver  stockings,  muffi,  and  bear-skms.  When  we  came  to  the  top  beheld 
the  snows  fallen  ;  and  such  quantities,  and  conducted  by  such  heavy  clouds  that  hung 
glouting,  that  I  bought  we  never  could  have  waded  through  then.    The  descent  is 

two  leagues,  but  steep,  and  rough  as  O father's  face,  over  which,  you  know, 

the  devU  walked,  with  hob-nails  in  his  shoes.'— Walpole's  Works,  Vol.  IV.  p.  481. 

The  simile  in  the  last  sentence  of  this  note,  heloDgs  to  the  **  Marodlus  of  our 
tongue,**  as  he  has  been  somewhat  singularly  called  by  Dryden.-«<<  I  believe  the  Devil 
travels  over  it  m  his  sleep  with  hob-nails  in  his  shoes.'*  See  Oldham's  Chancier* 
Vol.  IL  p.  S97.— JFd. 
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flock  about  him^  and  think  him  very  odd  for  not  doing  so  too. 
He  Mis  plump  into  Italy.  • 


XIL 

Arrives  at  Turin:  goes  to  Genoa,  and  from  thence  to  Pla- 
centia ;  crosses  the  river  Tribia.  The  ghost  of  Hannibal  appears 
to  him,  and  what  it  and  he  say  upon  the  occasion.  Locked  out  of 
Parma  on  a  cold  winter^s  night;  the  Author,  by  an  ingenious 
stratagem,  gains  admittance.  Despises  that  city,  and  proceeds 
through  Reggio  to  Modena.  How  the  Duke  and  Dutchess  lie 
over  their  own  stables,  and  go  every  night  to  a  vile  Italian  comedy ; 
despises  them  and  it,  and  proceeds  to  Bologna. 

XIII. 

Enters  into  the. dominions  of  the  Pope  o'Rome.  Meets  the 
devil,  and  what  he  says  on  the  occasion.  Very  publick  and 
scandalous  doings  between  the  vine  and  the  elm  trees,  and  how  the 
olive  trees  are  shocked  thereupon.  Author  longs  for  Bologna 
sausages  and  hams,  and  how  he  grows  as  fat  as  an  hog. 

XIV. 

Observations  on  antiquities.  '  The  Author  proves  that  Bologna 
\vas  the  ancient  Tarentum  ;  that  the  battle  of  Salamis,  contrary  to 
the  vulgar  opinion,  was  fought  by  land,  and  that  not  far  from 
Ravenna ;  that  the  Romans  were  a  colony  of  the  Jews ;  and  that 
Eneas  was  the  same  with  Ehud« 

XV. 

Arrival  at  Florence.  Is  of  opinion  that  the  Venus  of  Mtdicis  is 
a  modern  performance,  and  that  a  very  indiiferent  one,  and  much 

l2 
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m^or  to  the  K.  CImrlcs  at  €!!harin§^cttMB.  Acoount  <»f  the  city 
and  manners  of  the  inhabitants.  A  learned  Dissotatian  on  <^« 
true  situation  of  Gomorrah 

And  iaate  will  end  the  first  jMut  of  these  instructive  and  enler- 
^w»i»^  vafB§ei.  The  Siubscribeis  are  to  pajr  twenty  guineas, 
nimsteep)  dowi,  and  the  c^paioder  upon  delivery  of  the  book. 
ti,U»  A  few  ace  printed  on  Hie  softest  i»yal  bfomi  (>a{M»r,  lor  the 
use^ftheicunous. 


^MM 


Mv  Dear,  Dear  Wharton,*. 

{WHICH  is  a  dear  moce  than  I  giv£  any  body  else.  It 
is  veiy  odd  to  beffin  with  a  parenithesis,  but)  You  may  think  me 
a  beast  pot  haveing  sooner  wrote  to  you,  and  to  be  sure  a  beast 
I  am.  Now,  when  ope  owns  it,  I  don't  see  what  you  have  left 
%Q  say.  I  take  this  opportunity  to  inform  you  (an  opportunity 
I  have  had  every  week  this  twelvemonth)  that  I  am  arrived 
safe  at  Calais,  and  am  at  present  at — Florence,  a  city  in  Italy, 
in  I  don't  know  how  many  degrees  of  N.  latitude.  Under  the 
lipe  I  am  sure  it  i»  not«  for  I  am  at  this  instapt  expiring 
with  Qold.  Yo«  must  kppWj  that  pot  being  certain  what  cir- 
cumstapce3  of  ipy  history  would  ^paxticularly  suit  your  curiosity, 
and  knowiqg  *ba|:  all  I  had  tp  saiy  to  yow  would  overflow  the 
narrow  limits  of  many  a  good  ciuif^'  of  paper.   I  have  tak^n 


•*v* 


*  Of  OldrPark,  new  Durham.     W|H|  this  genikmui  Mr.  Gray  oontraoted  an 
acquaintance  very  early;  and  though  they  were  not  educated  together  at  Eton, 

jret  ^ibfsnmifi  at  Cfoapbmi^  when  th»  ^optPf  wa«  Fdbvv  ^f  Penihrol^  HaD, 
they  b^eante  intimate  bwt^^  and  continue  ao  io  the  time  ot  Mr.  Gray^s  death.-— 


77 

this  method  of  TayiDg  before  you  the  contents^  that  yoy  may 
pitch  upon  what  you  please,  and  give  me  your  orders  accord- 
ingly to  expatiate  thereupon:  for  I  a>Qclude  you  will  write 
to  me :  won't  you  ?  oh !  yes,  when  you  know  that  in  a  week  I 
set  out  for  Rome,  and  that  the  Pope  is  dead,  and  that  I  shall 
be  (I  should  say,  Ood  willing ;  and  if  nodiing  extraordinary  in- 
tervene ;  and  if  I  am  alive  and  well ;  and  in  all  human  proba- 
bility) at  the  coronation  of  a  new  one.  Now,  as  you  have 
ao  titlier  oorratpondettt  thgre,  and  as  if  you  do  liol^  I  certainly 
iball  not  write  aguii.  (Ohi^rve  wy  inxp^^iiifiw».)  I  («ke  it  Ip 
ht  $rour  interest  to  eeod  me  a  vast  lettor,  full  ^  «U  govts,  of 
^oewB  and  pc^ities,  and  «iioh  od»er  iogvedMntii  :a9  to  fou  ctuAl 
:aMm  cony^mient  wilh  all  de«enit  expeditiOBf  Mriy  ^o  inot  i>e  top 
m¥9m  upon  the  Pretender ;  and  if  ydu  like  jgiy  «tykf  fmy  fl^K 
JO.  Thisifl^l3FMiii9oiae;  and  if  you  tliiiik  it «  Ulftte  tM  M 
and  impertinent,  y^ou  shall  be  trwtei  aNia  T^sMoa  mlt^  a 
thousand  Signoria  lUnstrisainast  m  ihg  aifao  iiqie  I  Jb»ve  fct^ 
bonour  to  remain 


^      ■ 


Your  bfing  irind*  teli  deth, 

T.  ©RAY. 


JPiare9me,.M€axh  M,  Jv.  S.  1740: 

P.S.  Thk  is  k  I'AngkHie.  I  don't  Know  wliire  yaw  $|re;  if 
9t  CtmhnAge  pray,  let  Bie  kBOm  aH,  baw,  vid  «boit  it:;  «94  *f 
wjr  old  Criends,  Thatoson  or  Cl«rl(«,  .^  in  your  wayr  s»y  X  Wb 
«xln9Qely  theirs.  But  if  you  w*  in  tows,  1  eiOpiei^  yqa  fp  xtaifg 
wuy  had  oocnptinwnta  to  Mrs.  Wbutoo.    A^ea, 

Tours,  sincerely,  ^^second  tim^ 
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LETTER  XVIII. 


H>-  GRAY  TO   HIS   MOTHER. 

Florence,  March  19,  1740. 

» 

THE  Pope* is  at  last  dead^  and  we  are  to  set  out  for 
Itome  <m  Monday  next.  The  conclave  is  still  sitting  there,  and 
likely  to  continue  so  some  time  longer,  as  the  two  French  Car- 
dinals  are  but  just  arrived,  and  the  German  ones  are  still  ea> 
pected.  It  agrees  mighty  ill  witih  those  that  remain  inclosed: 
Oct<>botli  •  is  already  dead  of  an  apoplexy ;  Altieri  aqd  sevend 
others  are  said  to  be  dying,  or  v^ry  bad :  Yet  it  is  not  expected 
to  bitfak  up  till  after  Easter.  We  shall  lie  at  Sienna  the  first 
night,  speiid  a  day  there,  and  in  two  more  get  to  Rome.  One 
begins  to  see  in  this  country  the  first  promises  of  an  Italian 
spring,  clear  unclouded  skies,  and  warm  suns,  such  as  are  not 
oflen  felt  in  England;  yet,  for  your  sake,  I  hope  at  present 
you  imvQ  your  proportion  of  them,  and  that  all  your  frosts,  and 
ynows,  and  short  breaths  are,  by  this  time,  utterly  vanished.  I 
have  nothing  new  or  particular  to  inform  you  of;  apd^  if  you 
see  things  at  home  go  on  much  in  their  old  course,  you  must 
not  imagine  them  mdre  various  abroad.  The  diversions  of  a 
'Ftorehtirie  -Lent  are  composed  of  a  sermon  in  the  morning,  full 
of  falell  and  the  devil;  a  dinner  at  noon,  full  c^  fish  and  meagre 
diet;  and,  in  the  evening,  what  is  called  a  Conversazipne,  a 
sort  of  assembly  at  the-  principal  people's  houses;,  full  of  I  can- 
not tell  what:  Besides  this,  there  is  twice  a  week  a  very  grand 
concert.    *  *  * 


'^  Clement  the  Twelfth. 
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LETTER  XIX. 


M"-  GRAY   TO   HIS   MOTHER. 

Rome,  April  2,  N.  8.  1740. 

I 

THIS  is  the  third  day  since  we  came  to  Rome, .  but 
the  first  hour  I  have  had  to  write  to  you  in.  Tbe  journey  fitwi 
Florence  cost  us  four  days,  one  of  which  was  spent  at  Siennat 
an  agreeable,  clean,  old  city,  of  no  great  magnificence  or  extent; 
but  in  a  fine  situation,  and  good  air.  What  it  has  most  con^ 
siderable  is  its  cathedral,  a  huge  pile  of  marble^  black  and  white 
laid  alternately,  and  laboured  with  a  gothic  nioeness  and  deli- 
cacy in  the  old-&shioned  way.  Within  too  are  some  paintings 
and  sculpture  of  considerable  hands.  The  sight  of  this»  ^aml 
some  collections  that  were  shewed  us  in  private  houses,  vrete  a 
sufficient  employment  for  the  little  time  we  were  to  passr  there'; 
and  the  next  morning  we  set  forward  on  our  jottraey  through 
a  country  very  oddly  composed;  for  some  miles  you  have  a 
continual  scene  of  little  mountains  cultivated  from  top. to  bottmn 
with  rows  of  olive-trees,  or  else  ehns,  each  of  whicti  has  ils 
vine  twining  about  it,  and  mixing  with  the  branches;  andotNnl 
sown  between  all  the  ranks.  This  diversified  with  numerous 
small  houses  and  convents,  makes  the  most  agreeable  prospect 
in  the  world:  But,  al(  of  a  sudden,  it  alters  to  black,  barren 
hills,  as  far  as  the  eye  can  reach,  that  seem  never  to  have  been 
capable  of  culture,  and  are  as  ugly  as  useless.  Such  is  the 
country 'for  some  time  bdfore  one  comes  to  Mount  Radicofoni, 
a  terrible  black  iull^  on  the  top  of  which  we  were  to  lodge  that 
nighi    It  is  v«y  high,  and  difficult  of  ascent ;  and  at  the  foot 
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of  it  we  were  much  embarrassed  by  the  Ml  of'  one  of  the  pocv 
horses  that  drew  us.  This  accident  obliged  another  chaise, 
whifsb  was  coming  down,  to  stop  also;  and  out  of  it  peeped  a 
figure  in  a  red  cloak,  with  a  handkerchief  tied  round  its  head, 
which,  by  its  voice  and  mien,  seemed  a  fat  old  woman;  but, 
upon  its  getting  out,  appeared  to  be  Senesino,  who  was  return- 
ing from  Naples  to  Sienna,  the  place  of  his  birth  and  residence. 
On  the  highest  part  of  the  mountain  b  an  old  fortress,  and 
near  it  a  house  built  by  one  of  the  Grand  Dukes  for  a  hunting- 
acat,  hmk  sow  ooiiirortod  i»to  af>  ioQ :  It  k  the  sh^  of  a  large 
'Mncir>  Imi*  pufih^  an  inside,  s«cb  cbambeni  wad  accoflMnodatkioos^ 
that  3K>ur  callv  it  «  pahkoe  in  comparison;  and  yow  €«A  sups 
Idid  li«s  mHfih  hMgt  thua  we  did;  ^,  it  heing  a  sQi«t'»  ev«, 
there  vta  aotfaing  but  eggs.  We  devoured  our  meagre  £««; 
aiMt  aftn  atofqaqg  tip  ^e  wiodowsi  with  the  qnjAts,  were  (AiifgfA 
to  iie  «qpoa  iA»  ttnw  bed»  in  «)ur  dtotlws.  Suqh  we  thi»  omr 
iHfnitmnfi  in  »  read,*  thad  ii»  as  it  were,  the  gc^at  thcroidigliftiw 
of  all  the  voiii.  itad;  on  ^  other  «ide  of  this  snouotein,  aft 
Poaote^^nkino^  one  eajten  febe  {Mtoiiso«y  of  the  chuiebi;  a  WMt 
delimouft  cpuntsjv  h\A  tlwriy  iinkiohil«).  Th»t  night  brought  «» 
t<i  Vifettrbo^  •  9^  «£  a  m(ife>  Hv^y.appeftrance  than  any  w*q  had 
fateiy  met  wi^i  thft  hpufw  hii<^«  ||JIma  ivIimIaw^  whi*^  ia  not 
vevy  usual  here;  ani  most  of  the  streets  are;  ternHMited  by  « 
iMndidmA  fiiiNnt«in.  Herft  we  btii  dhe  pteoiHire  «f  breaking  our 
fialb  OB  lhi(  -teg*  «C  as.  ol<i  bare  and  some  breijAd  csows.  Ne3(t 
■Miaiiigk.  ill  dc9f»aM9§  IMkiunt  yitorbo»  w«  finsft  discoiiefed 
(tbottgl^  9ti  mm  thirty  raiJkf  d^HtADce)  tb^  cupqia  of  St  P«tes'«» 
rad  «  liltfe  after  bej^n.  tq  ooter  on  an  old  i^im^  pavement 
«iA  ncm  and  tiittn  a  ruined,  tower,  or  a  sApMlohre  o«  each 
bond  We  now  bad  «  ctear  view  of  the  ci^v.  thoifgh  aal  to 
lh»  hfltit  adwtege,  as  cDtoiing  alosg  a  plwA  qwAts  uf«p  «  level 
vith  it;  howenser  it  affweived >  veiy  itast.  and  sunRNtn^itd  iKitj^ 
taagviAmk  villas  aod  gardoH.     W«  Mxm  after  coossed  tk^ 
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Tiha,  a  fiver  tbat  aockntfiome  made  vtu^ve  ^^onmAtrnhk  than 
any  oabtfit  of  ils  own  could  ha^re  done:  Howeter^titiis  inM  owir 
temptibly  srtialU  but  a  good  handsoma  streaoi.;  very  :dfN|»«  yet 
soia^wbuib  of  a  muddy  compleicion.  Tbe  first  entnlnoeiof  Rome 
18  prodigiously  striking.  It  is  by  a  noble  gate,  dtaigned  by 
Michael  Angtlo;  and  adorned  witb  rtatues;  this  brings  you  kitf) 
a  large  square,  in  the  midst  of  which  is  a  vast  obelisk  of  granite, 
and  in  front  you  have  at  one  view  two  churches  of  a  handsome 
architecture,  and  so  much  alike  that  they  are  called  the  twins; 
with  three  streets,  the  middlemost  of  which  is  one  of  the  longest 
in  Rome.  As  high  as  my  expectation  was  raised,  I  confess,  the 
magnificence  of  this  city  infinitely  strrpasses  it.  You  cannot 
pass  along  a  street  but  you  have  views  of  some  palace,  or 
church,  or  squaKi  or  fountain^  tbe  most  picturesque  and  noble 
one  can  imagine.  We  have  not  yet  set  about  considering  its 
beautias^  ancient  and  niodem  with  attention;  but  have  already 
taken  a  slight  transient  view  of  some  of  the  most  remarkable. 
St  Peter's  I  saw  the  day  after  ire '  arrived,  ^and  wa^fiti^uck  dumb 
with  Hinder.  I  then  sanr  the  Cardinal  D'Auv^gae,  otle  of  tfae 
French  ones,  wbo  upen  eoming  off  his  joum^,  imniddiatdly 
repaired  hither  to  <^/Skr  njp  his  vows  at  the  hftg|i  akar,;  and  went 
directly  into  the  Comdave;  the  doorst  of  whkh  we  aa»r  opened(to 
tiim,  ^md  all  the  other  immurad  Cbordkiais  eame  thither  to  fe- 
r€9rre  him.  Upon  his  entrance  tbey  were  dosed  again  dkectly 
k  is  wpposed  diay  will  not  came  to  an  agreement  sinmt  a 
Pope  ^1  softer  Easter,  though. tbe  eon&nement  h  i^ery  disagvee 
nkf^.  I  have  Wdiy  |ihik>sophy  enougli  to  9ce  tbe  in&iityiof^iioe 
-itiings,  that  are  here  daily  in  the  flower  <ff  any  body :  lliat '  lias 
money,  without  regretting  die  want  of  it ;  bet  easkam  •  ha»  tbe 
pow^r  of  making  things  >ea«y  to  one.  I  have  not.  yikk  iseebiUs 
majeidty  0f  Oreat-Britain,  &€.  thon^  I  ha^e  the  two  hofs  in 
the  gardens  of  the  ¥ilki  BovgeBe,  where  thsf  go  a-^shootitig  ahBOOfit 
every  day;   it  was  at  a  distance,  iadeed,  ftar  we.;did  awtxhoot^ 
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to  meet  them,  as  you  may  imagine.  This  letter  (like  all  those 
the  English  send,  or  receive)  will  pass  through  the  hands  of 
that  femilyi  before  it  comes  to  those  it  was  intended  for.  They 
do  it  more  honour  than  it  deserves;  and  all  they  will  leara 
from  thence  will  be,  that  I  desire  you  to  give  my  duty  to  my 
&ther,  and  wherever  else  it  is  due,  and  that  I  am,  &c. 


LETTER   XX- 


W^  GRAY   TO   HIS   MOTHER. 

Rome,  Apra  15, 1740.   Good-Friday. 

TO-DAY  I  am  just  come  from  paying  my  adoration 
at  St.  Peter's  to  three  extraordinary  relicks,  which  are  exposed 
to  public  view  only  on  these  two  days  in  the  whole  year,  at 
which  time  all  the  confraternities  in  the  city  come  in  procession 
to  see  them.  It  was  something  extremely  novel  to  see  that 
vast  church,  and  the  most  magnificent  in  the  world,  undoubtedly, 
illuminated  (for  it  was  night)  by  thousands  of  little  crystal  lamps, 
disposed  in  the  figure  of  a  huge  cross  at  the  high  altar,  and 
lieeming  to  hang  alone  in  the  air.  All  the  light  proceeded  from 
this,  and  had  the  most  singular  effect  imaginable  as  one  entered 
the  great  door.  Soon  afler  came  one  after  another,  I  believe, 
thirty  processions,  all  dressed  in  linen  frocks,  and  girt  with  a 
cord,  their  heads  covered  with  a  cowl  all  over,  only  two  holes 
to  see  through  left.  Some  of  them  were  all  black,  others  red, 
others  white,  others  party-coloured ;  these  were  continually  coming 
and  going  with  their  tapers  aod  crucifixes  before  them ;   and  to 
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each  compaoy,  as  they « arrived  and  knelt  before  the  great  altar, 
were  shewn  from  a  balcony  at  a  great  height,  the  three  wonders, 
which  are,  you  must  know,  the  head  of^the  spear  that  wounded 
Christ;  St.  Veronica's  handkerdiief,  with  the  miraculous  im- 
pression of  his  face  upon  it;  and  a  piece  of  the  true  cross, 
on  the  sight  of  which  the  people  thump  their  breasts,  and  kiss 
the  pavement  with  vast  devotion.  The  tragical  part  of  the  cere- 
mony is  half  a  dozen  wretched  creatures,  who  with  their  faces 
covered,  but  naked  to  the  waist,  are  in  a  side*chapet  disciplining 
themselves  with  scourges  full  of  iron  prickles;  but  really  in  earnest, 
as  our  eyes  can  testify,  which  saw  their  backs  and  arms  so  raw 
we  should  have  taken  it  for  a  red  satin  doublet  torn,  and  shewing 
jthe  skin  through,  had  we  not  been  convinced  of  the  contrary 
by  the  blood  which  was  plentifully  sjurinkled  about  them.  It 
is  late;  I  give  you  joy  of  Port*Bello,  and  many  other  things, 
which  I  hope  are  all  true**  *  *  * 


assB 
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LETTER  XXI. 


M*^   WALPOLE   TO   M»-   WEST. 

Heme,  April  16»  N..S.  1740. 

riXi  tell  you.  West,  because  one  is  amongst  new  things, 
you  think  one  can  always  write  new  things.  When  I  first  came 
abroad  every  thing  struck  me,  and  I  wrote  its  history ;  but  now 
I  am  grown  so  used  to  be  surprised,  that  I  don't  perceive  any 
flutter  in  mj^self  when  I  meet  with  any  novelties ;  curiosity  and 
astonishment  ^ear  off,  and  the  next  thing  is,  to  fancy  that  other 
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people  know  iek  miteh  (^f  pldM*  is  one's  mlf;  of,  at  l6Mt,  one 
does  hot  remember  t^at  tbey  do  not.  It  appears  to  me  as 
odd  to  writoj  to  y<?ii  of  St.  Peter's,  as  it  would  do  to  write  to 
you  of  Westminster  Abbfey.  Bi^sidesi  as  one  looks  at  churebes, 
kc.  wiA  a  book  of  trsnrek  m  one's  hand,  and  sees  every  thing 
particalarieed  there-,  •  it  wouki  appear  transcribing  to  write  upon 
the  same  subjects.  I  know  you  will  hate  me  for  this  dedara* 
fkm;  I  remember  how  ill  I  used  to  take  it  when  any  body 
served  m^  so  Ihat  wees  travelltng.  Well,  I  will  tell  you  some- 
thing if  you  will  love  me :  you  have  seen  prints  of  the  ruins 
of  the  temple  of  Minerva  Medica;  you  shall  only  hear  its 
situation,  and  then  figure  what  a  villa  migiit  be  laid  out  there. 

'Tis  irt '  the  midd'le  of  a  garden :  at  a  little  distanoe  are  two 
subterraneous  grottos,  wfiicfe  were  the  burial-places  of  the  Uberti 
of  Augustus.  There  are  all  the  niclies  and  covers  of  the  urns 
with  the  inscriptions  remaining ;  and  in  one  very  considerable 
remains  of  an  ancient  stucco  ceiling,  with  paintings  in  grotesque. 

Some  of  the  walks  would  terminate  upon  the  Castellum  Aquse 
Martiae,  St.  John  Lateran,  and  St.  Maria  Maggiore,  besides  other 
churches ;  the  walls  of  die  garden  would  be  two  aqueducts, 
and  the  entrance  through  one  of  the  old  gates  of  Rome.  This 
glorious  spot  is  neglected^  and  oaly  serves  for  a  small  vineyard  and 
kitchen  garden. 

I  am  very  glad  that  I  see  Rome  while  it  yet  exists;  before 
a  great  number  of  yeaw  are  elapsed,  I  question  whether  it 
will  be  wonh  seeing,  between  the  ignorance  and  poverty  of 
the  present  Romans,  every  thing  is  neglected  and  falling  to 
decay ;  the  villas  are  entirely  out  of  repair,  and  the  palaces  so 
ill  kept,  that  half  the  pictures  are  spoiled  by  damp. 
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At  the  villa  Ludovbi  is  a.  large  oracular  head  of  red  marble^ 
colossal,  and  with  vast  foramina  for  the  eyes  and  mouth ;  the  ijiaa 
that  shewed  the  palace  said  it  was  un  ritratto  della  famiglia. 
The  Cardinal  Corsini  has  so  thoroughly  pushed  on  tbfe  misery 
of  Rome  by  impoverishing  it,  that  there  is  no  money  but 
paper  to  be  seen.  He  is  reckoned  to  have  amassed  three 
millions  of  crowns.  You  may  judge  of  the  affluence  the  nobi- 
lity live  in,  when  I  assure  you,  that  what  the  chief  princes 
allow  for  their  own  eating  is  a  testoon  a  day  (eighteen-pence) ; 
there  are  some  extend  their  expence  to  five  pauls,  or  haU^a- 
crowii«  Oardinal  Albani  is  called  extravagant  for  laying  out 
ten  pauh  for  his  dinner  and  supper.  You  may  imagine  they 
never  have  any  entertainments :  so  far  from  it,  they  never  have 
aay  company.  The  Princesses  and  Dutchesses,  paiticularly, 
lead  the  dismallest  of  lives.  Being  the  posterity  of  Popes, 
though  of  worse  families  than  the  ancient  nobility,  they  expect 
greater  respect  than  my  ladies  the  Countesses  and  Marquises  will 
pay  them ;  consequently  they  consort  not,  but  mope  in  a  vast 
palace  with  two  miserable  tapers,  and  two  or  three  Monsignoii^ 
whooi  they  are  forced  to  court  and  humour,  that  they  may  not 
be  entirely  deserted.  Sundays  they  do  issue  forth  in  a  vast 
unwieldy  coach  to  the  Corso. 

In  short,  child,  after  sun-set  one  passes  one's  time  here  yeiy 
ill ;  and  if  I  did  not  wish  for  you  in  the  mornings,  it  would 
be  no  compliment  to  tell  you  that  I  do  in  the  evening.  Lord  i 
how  many  English  I  could  chan|;e  for  you,  and  yet  buy  yon 
wondrous  cheap !  and  then  French  and  Germans  I  could  fling  into 
the  bargain  by  dozens.  Nations  swarm  here.  You  will  have  a 
great  fat  French  Cardinal,  garnished  with  thirty  Abb6s,  roll  into 
the  area  of  St.  Peter*S|  gape,  turn  short,  and  talk  oi'  the  Chapel 
of  Versailles.      I  heard  one  of  them  say,  t'other  day,  he  had 
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been  at  the  Capitale.    One  asked  of  course  how  he  liked  it— ^ 
Ah !  il  y  a  assez  de  belles  choses. 

Tell  Asheton  I  have  received  his  letter^  and  will  write  next 
post;  but  I  am  in  a  violent  hurry  and  have  no  more  time;  so 
Gray  finishes  this  delicately. 


Not  so  delicate ;  nor,  indeed,  would  his  conscience  suffer  him 
to  write  to  you,  till  he  received  de  vos  nouvelles,  if  he  had  not 
the  tail  of  another  person's  letter  to  use  by  way  of  evasion. 
I  sha*n*t  describe,  as  being  in  the  only  place  in  the  world 
that  deserves  it,  which  may  seem  an  odd  reason — ^but  they  say 
as  how  it*s  fulsome,  and  every  body  does  it,  (and,  I  suppose, 
every  body  says  the  same  thing),  else  I  should  tell  you  a  vast 
deal  about  the  Coliseum,  and  the  Conclave,  and  the  Capitol, 
and  these  matters.  A-propos  du  Colis6e,  if  you  don't  know 
what  it  is,  the  Prince  Borghese  will  be  very  capable  of  giving 
you  some  account  of  it,  who  told  an  Englishman  that  asked 
what  it  was  built  for, — '*  They  say  'twas  for  Christians  to 
**  fight  tigers  in/' 

We  are  just  come  fi-om  adoring  a  great  piece  of  the  true 
cross,  St.  lionginus's  spear,  and  St.  Veronica's  handkerchief;  all 
which  have  been  this  evening  exposed  to  view  in  St.  Peter's. 
In  the  same  place,  and  on  the  same  occasion,  last  night, 
Walpole  saw  a  poor  creature,  naked  to  the  vraist,  discipline 
himself  with  a  scourge  filled  with  iron  prickles,  till  he  had 
made  himself  a  raw  doublet,  that  he  took  for  red  satin  torn, 
and  shewing  the  skin  through.  I  should  tell  yon  that  he  fainted 
away  three  times  at  the  sight,  and  I  twice  and  a  half  at  the 
repetition  of  it.    All  this  is  performed  by  the  light  of  a  vast 


/ 


87       • 

fiery  cross,  composed  of  hundreds  of  little  crystal  lamps, 
which  appear  through  the  great  altar  under  the  grand  tribuna, 
as  if  hanging  by  itself  in  the  air. 

All  the  confi^temities  of  the  city  resort  thither  in  solemn 
procession,  habited  in  linen  frocks,  girt  with  a  cord,  and  their 
heads  covered  with  a  cowl  all  over,  that  has  only  two  holes 
before  to  see  through.  Some  of  these  are  all  black,  others 
parti-coloured  and  white ;  and  with  these  masqueraders  that 
vast  church  is  filled,  who  are  seen  thumping  their  breast,  and 
kissing  the  pavement  with  extreme  devotion.      But  methinks    1 

am  describing ^*tis  an   ill    habit,  but   this,   like    every  thing 

else,  will  wear  off.  We  have  sent  you  our  compliments  by 
a  friend  of  yours,  and  correspondent  in  a  corner,  who  seems 
a  very  agreeable  man ;  one  Mr.  Williams :  I  am  sorry  he 
staid  so  little  a  while  in  Rome.  I  forget  Porto  Bello  all  this 
while ;  pray  let  us  know  where  it  is,  and  whether  you  or 
Asheton  had  any  band  in  the  taking  of  it  Duty  to  the  Ad- 
miral— ^Adieu ! 

Ever  yours, 

* 

T.  GRAY. 


, 


I 


88 


LETTER  XXII. 


M«-   ORAY    TO   M"-   WEST. 

Tivoli,  May  30,  1740. 

THIS  day  being  in  the  pal-ace  of  his  Highness  the 
Buke  of  Modena,  he  lard  his  most  serene  commands  upon 
me  to  write  to  Mr.  West,  and  said  he  thought  it  ftwr  his  glery, 
that  I  should    draw    up  an  invent6ry  of  aU    \m   most    serene 

possessions  for  Ae   said    We^*s  perusal. Imprimis,  «  house, 

heing  in  circumference  a  quarter  of  a  mile,  two  feet  and  an 
inch ;  the  said  house  containing  the  following  particulars,  to 
wit,  a  great  room.  Item,  another  great  room ;  item,  a  bigger 
room ;  item,  another  room ;  item,  a  Tast  room ;  item,  a  sixth 
of  the  same ;  a  seventh  ditto ;  an  eighth  as  before ;  a  ninth 
as  abovesaid ;  a  tenth  (see  No.  1 .) ;  item,  ten  more  such,  be- 
sides twenty  besides,  which,  not  to  be  too  particular,  we  shall 
pass  over.  The  said  rooms  contain  nine  chairs,  two  tables, 
five  stools,  and  a  cricket.  From  whence  we  shall  proceed  to 
the  garden,  containing  two  millions  of  superfine  laurel  hedges, 
a  clump  of  cypress  trees,  and  half  the  river  Teverone,  that  pisses 
into  two  thousand  several  chamberpots.  Finis. — Dame  Nature 
desired  me  to  put  in  a  list  of  her  little  goods  and  chattels, 
and,  as  they  were  small,  to  be  very  minute  about  them.  She 
has  built  here  three  or  four  little  mountains,  and  laid  them 
out  in  an  irregular  semi-circle ;  from  certain  others  behind,  at 
a  greater  distance,  she  has  drawn  a  canal,  into  which  she  has 
put  a  little  river  of  her's,  called  Anio ;  she  has  cut  a  huge  clefl 
between  the    two  innermost    of  her  four  hills,   and  there  she 
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has  left  it  to  its  own  disposal;  which  she  has  no  sooner  done, 
but,  like  a  heedless  chit,  it  tumbles  headlong  down  a  declivity 
fifty  feet  perpendicular,  breaks  itself  all  to  shatters,  and  is  con* 
yerted  into  a  shower  of  rain,  where  the  sun  forms  many  a  bow, 
red,  green,  blue,  and  yellow.  To  get  out  of  our  metaphors  with* 
out  any  further  trouble,  it  is  the  most  noble  sight  in  the  world. 
The  weight  of  that  quantity  of  waters,  and  the  force  they  fall 
with,  have  worn  the  rocks  they  throw  themselves  among  into 
a  thousand  irregular  craggs,  and  to  a  vast  depth.  In  this 
channel  it  goes  boiling  along  with  a  mighty  noise  till  it  comes 
to  another  steep,  where  you  see  it  a  second  time  come  roar* 
ing  down  (but  first  you  must  walk  two  miles  fturther)  a  greater 
height  than  before,  but  not  with  that  quantity  of  waters ;  for 
by  this  time  it  has  divided  itself,  being  crossed  and  opposed 
by  the  rocks,  into  four  several  streams,  each  of  which,  in 
emulation  of  the  great  one,  will  tumble  down  too ;  and  it  does 
tumble  down,  but  not  from  an  equally  devated  place ;  so 
that  you  have  at  one  view  all  these  cascades  intermixed  with 
groves  of  olive  and  little  woods,  the  mountains  rising  behind 
them,  and  on  the  top  of  one  (that  which  forms  the  extremity 
of  one  of  the  half-circle's  horns)  is  seated  the  town  itself.  At 
the  very  extremity  of  that  extremity,  on  the  brink  of  the 
precipice,  stands  the  Sybils'  temple,  the  remains  of  a  little 
rotunda,  surrounded  with  its  portico,  above  half  of  whose 
beautiful  Corinthian  pillars  are  still  standing  and  entire ;  all 
this  on  one  hand.  On  the  other,  the  open  Campagna  of  Rome, 
here  and  there  a  little  castle  on  a  hillock,  and  the  city  itself 
on  the  very  brink  of  the  horizon,  indistinctly  seen  (being  18 
miles  off)  except  the  dome  of  St  Peter's ;  which,  if  you  look 
out  of  your  window,  wherever  you  are,  I  suppose,  you  can 
see.  I  did  not  tell  you  that  a  little  below  the  first  fall,  on 
the  side  of  the  rock,  and  hanging  over  that  torrent,   are  little 
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ruins  which  they  shew  you  for  Hoface^s  hot&e,  a  curious  situa- 
tion to  observe  the 

^*  Praeceps  Anio,  &  Tiburni  lucus,  &  uda 
**  M obilibuB  pomaria  rivis.'* 

Msecekias  did  not  care  for  such  a  noise^  it  seems^  aad  buik  him  a 
house  (which  they  also  carry  one  to  see)  so  situaited  that  it 
sees  nothing  at  all  of  the  matter,  and  for  any  thing  he  knew 
there  might  be  no  such  river  in  the  world.  Horace  had  another 
house  on  the  other  side  of  the  Teverone,  opposite  to  Maecenas's ; 
aftd  they  told  us  there  was  a  bridge  of  commianiGation,  by 
which  **  andava  il  detto  Signer  per  trastullarsi  co41  istesso  Orazio/* 
In  coming  hither  we  crossed  the  Aquae  Albulse,  a  vile  little 
brook  that  stinks  like  a  fury,  and  they  say  it  has  stunk  s6 
these  thousand  years.  I  forgot  the  Piscina  of  Qainttlius  Varusi 
where  he  used  to  keep  certain  little  fish«&  This  is  very  entire, 
and  l^ere  is  a  piece  of  the  aqueduct  IftMft  siq^lied  it  too ;  in 
the  garden  below  is  old  Rome,  bmlt  in*  Kttle^  just  b»  it  was, 
they  say.  There  are  seven  temptes  in  it,  and  no  homes  at  ^1 : 
They  ss^  there  were-  none. 

May  21. 

We  have  had  the  pleasure  of  going  twelve  miles  out  of  our  way 
to  Palestrina.  It  has  rained  all  day  as  if  heaven  and  us  were 
coming  together.  See  my  honesty,  I  do  not  mention  a  syllable 
of  the  temple  of  Fortune,  ^because  I  nally  did  not  see  it; 
which,  I  think,  is  pretty  well  for  an  old  traveller.  So  we  re- 
turned along  the  Via  Pnenestina,  saw  the  Lacus  Gabinus  and 
RegiUus,  where,  you  know.  Castor  and  Pollux  appeared  upon 
a  certain  occasion.  And  many  a  good  old  tomb  we  left  on 
each  hand,  and  many  an  aqueduct. 

Dumb  arc  whose  fountain^,  and  their  channels  dry. 
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There  are,  indeed,  two  whole  modern  ones,  works  of  Popes, 
that  run  about  thirty  miles  a-piece  in  length;  one  of  t^em 
conveys  still  the  famous  Aqua  Virgo  to  Rome,  and  adds  vast 
beauty  to  the  prospect.  Se  we  came  to  Rome  again,  where 
waited  for  us  a  splendidissimo  regalo  of  letters ;  in  one  of  which 
came  You,  with  your  huge  characters  and  wide  intervals,  staring. 
I  would  have  you  to  know,  i  expect  you  should  tak;e  a  handsome 
crow-quill  when  you  write  to  me,  and  not  leave  room  for  a 
pin's  pomt  in  four  sides  of  a  sheet  royal.  Do  you  but  fiiKl 
matter,  I  will  find  spectacles. 

I  have  more  time  than  I  thought,  and  I  will  employ  it  in 
telling  you  about  a  ball  that  we  were  at  the  cthi/tr  evening. 
Figure  to  yourself  a  Roman  villa ;  all  its  little  apartments  thrown 
open,  an4  lighted  up  to  the  best  advantage.  At  the  upper  end 
of  the  gallery,  a  fine  concert,  in  which  La  Diamantina,  a  famous 
virtqosa,  played  on  the  violin  divinely^  and  sung  angelically; 
Giovannino  and  Pasqualini  (great  names  in  musical  stcry)  also 
performed  miraculously.  On  each  side  were  ranged  all  the  Secular 
grand  monde  of  Rome,  the  Ambassadors,  Princesses,  and  all 
that.  Ampng  the  rest  ll  Serenissimo  Pretendente  (as  the  Mtotova  ^ 
gazette  calls  him)  displayed  his  rueful  length  of  person,  with 
his  two  young  ones,  and  all  his  ministry  around  him.  *'  Poi 
pacqiie  un  grazioso  hallo,*'  where  the  world  danced,  and  I  sat 
in  a  conm  regaling  myself  with  iced  firuits,  and  other  pleasant 
rin^^«catives. 
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LETTER  XXIII. 


M*-  GRAY   TO   M*-  WEST. 

Rome^  Majfi  1140, 

I  AM  to-day  just  returned  from  Alba,  a  good  deal 
fatigued;  for  you  know  the  *Appian  is  somewhat  tiresome -f. 
We  dined  at  Pompey's;  he  indeed  was  gone  for  a  few  days  to 
his  Tusibulan,  but,  by  the  care  of  his  Villicus^  we  made  an  ad- 
mirable meal.  We  had  the  dugs  of  a  pregnant  sow,  a,  peacock; 
a  dish  of  thrushes,  a  noble  scams  just  fresh  fix)m  the  Tjnrrhene, 
and  some  conchylia  of  the  Lake  with  garum  sauce :  For  my 
part  I  never  eat  better  at  Lucullus's  table.  We  drank  half^ 
a-dozencyathi  a*piece  of  ancient  Alban  to  Pholoe's  health;  and, 
after  bathing,  and  playing  an  hour  at  ball,  we  mounted  our 
essedum  again,  and  proceeded  up  the  mount  to  the  teitiple.  ^  The 
priests  there  entertained  us  with  an  account  of  a  wonderful  shower 
of  birds'  eggs,  that  had  fallen  two  days  before,  which  had  no 
sooner  touched  the  ground,  but  they  were  converted  into  gudgeons  x 
as  also  that  the  night  past,  a  dreadful  voice  had  been  heard 
out  of  the  Adytum,  which  spoke  Greek  during  a  full  half-hour, 

•  *  s>      ' 

**  *  Appia  Umgamtm  teritor  regina  Tiariim.** — Siatii  SUt.  iL  ft.  12. — Sd. 

t  However  whimsical  this  humour  may  appear  to  some  readers,  I  chose  to  insot 
it,  as  it  gives  me  an  opportunity  of  remarking  that  Mr.  Oray  was  extremely  skilled 
in  the  customs  of  the  ancient  Romans ;  and  has  catalogued^  in  his  common  place 
booky  their  various  eatables^  wines,  perfumes,  doaths,  medicines,  &c.  with  great 
precision,  referring  under  every  article  to  passages  in  the  Poets  and  Historians 
where  their  names  are  mentioned* — Mason. 
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but  no  body  understood  it.  But  quitting  my  Romanities»  to  your 
great  joy  and  mine,  let  me  tell  you  in  plain  Englii^h,  that  W0 
come  from  Albano.  The  present  to\rn  lies  within  the  inclosure 
of  Pompey's  Villa  in  ruins.  The  Appian  way  runs  through  it; 
by  the  side  of  which,  a  little  ferther,  is  a  large  old  tomb,  with 
five  pyramids  upon  it,  which  the  learned  suppose  to  be  the  burying-^ 
place  of  the  family,  because  they  do  not  kAow  whose  it  can  be 
else.  But  the  vulgar  assure,  yoii  it*  is  tlie;  sepulchre  of  thfe 
Curiatii,  and  by  that  name  (such  is  their  power)  it  goes.  One 
drives  to  Castel  Gondolfo,  a  bouse  of  the  Pope's,  situated  on 
the  top  of  one  of  the  CoUinette,  that  forms  a  brim  to  the  bason, 
commonly  called  the  Alban  lake.  It  is  i^ven  miles  round ;  and 
directly  opposite  to  you,  on  the  other  side,  rises  the  Mons  Albanus, 
much  taller  than  the  rest^  along  whose  side  are  still  discoverable 
(not  to  common  eyes)  certain  little  ruins  of  the  old  Alba  longa. 
They  had  need  be  very  little,  as  having  been  nothing  but  ruins 
ever  since  the  days  of  Tullus  Hostilius.  On  its  top  is  a  house 
of  the  Constable  Colonna's,  where  stood  the  temple  of  Jupiter 
Latialis.  At  the  foot  of  the  hill  Gondolfo,  are  the  famous  outlets 
of  the  lake,  built  with  hewn  stone,  a  mile  and  a  half  under  grcHind. 
Li vy^ '  you  know, .  amply  informs  us  of  the  foolish  occasion  of 
this  expence,  and  gives  me  this  opportunity  of  displaying  all  my 
erudition,  that  I  may  appear  considerable  in  your  eyes.  This 
is  the  prospect  from  one  window  of  the  palace.  From  another 
you  have  the  whole  Campagna,  the.  City,  Antium,  and  the  Tyrrhene 
sea  (twelve  miles  distant)  so .  distinguishable,  that  you*  may  see 
the  vessels  sailing  upon  it.  All  this  is  charming.  Mr.  Walpole 
says,  our  memory  sees  more  tlian  our  eyes  in  this  country* 
Which  is  extremely  true ;  since,  for  realities,  Windsor,  or  Richmond 
Hill,  is  infinitely  preferable  to  Albano  or  Frescati.  I  am  now 
at  home,  and  going  to  the  window  to  tell  you  it  is  the  most 
beautiful  of  Italian  nights,  which,  in  truth,  are  but  just  begun 
(so  backward  has  tibe  spring  been  here,  and  every  where  else^ 
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th^  say.)  There  is  a  moonl  there  are  stars  for  you!  Do  4iQt 
you  bear  the  fountain  ?  Do  not  you  smell .  the  orange  flowers? 
That '  building  yonder  is  the  convent  of' S.  Isidore ;  and  th^t 
eminenoe^  with  the  cy^xress  trees  and  pines  upon  it^  the  top  of 
M.  QuiriuaL  This  is  all  true^  and  yet  my  prospect  is  not  two 
huiidred  yards  in  length.  We  send  you  some  Roman  ioscriptioQs 
to  entertain  you.  The  first  two  are  modern^  transcribed  from 
the  Vatican  library  by  Mr.  Walpojle. 

*  '  •    »    • 

Pontifices  olim  quern  fundayere  priores, 

Praecipu&  Sixtus  perficit  arte  tholum'*^ ; 
Et  Sixti  tantam  se  gWtaL  toUit  in  altam,  ' 

Qoantnm  ^  ^ixA  nobile  ioIUt  opas  : 
UTa^as  hoQOB  magni  fundamioa  ponere  templi^ 

Sed  finem  c»ptis  ponere  major  honos. 
Saxa  aglt  Amphion,  Thebana  ut  msenia  eondat: 

Sixtus  ic  immense  pondera  molis  agitf. 
Sassa  trahmt  ambo  longpi  dirersa :  sed  arte 
.  I    .  H«^  trahjt  Amphion;  Sixtus  &  arte  trahit. 

At  tantum  exsuperat  Dircseum  Ampbi^na  Sixtus^ 

Quantum  hie  exsuperat  oistera  saxa  lapis. 

Mine  is  ancient,  and  I  think  not  less  curious.    It  is  exactly 
transcribed  from  a  sepulchral  marble  at  the  villa  Giustiniani.     I 

*         ■        *  ■ 

put  'Stops  to  it,  when  I  understand  it. 

t   Dis  Manibus 

Claudis.  ,Fiste9 

,  •  ■       ■  • 

Primiia  Conjugi 
Optmaae,  Sanetae, 
JBt  Pine,  ^Boenieritate. 
.)    /     Noa  9qttO0,  Parpa^  .staiuis^  stamina  nt«. 
Tarn  bene  .compositos  potuistis  sede  teneve. 
Amissa  est  conjux,  our  ego  &  ipse  moror? 


•      I 


*  Sixtus  V.  built  ttMs  dome  of  8t  Peter*s. 


t  He  raised  the  obelisk  an  tb^  greait  aita. 
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di  *  bdk  *  ease  i  jjoil  *  iate  *  mm  *  Titere '  debait  * 
Tristia  contigeniot  qui  ambsA  coojoge  tiyo. 
Nil  est  tarn  misenun,  qoam  totam  perdere  Titam. 
Nee  vita  enasci  dura  peregistis  crudelia  pensa^  Borores, 
Raptaque  deficiunt  in  prini6  muilere  ftisi. 
O  nimis  it^mtie  ter  denos  dare  munua  in  aniMS, 
Deeeptas  *  grautus  *  fiiAam  *  sie  *  j^^ssit  *  egestaa  *. 
Dum  Titam  tukro.  Primus  I'lstes  lugea  coDjugium. 


LETTER   XXIV. 


W^   GRAY   TO   HIB  MOTHER. 

Napksp  June  17^  1740. 

OUR  journey  hither  was  through  the  most  beautiful 
part  of  the  finest  country  in  the  world ;  and  every  spot  of  it, 
on  some  account  or  other,  &mous  tot  these  three  thousand  years 
past^.  The  season  has  hitherto  been  just  as  warm  as  one 
would  wish  it ;  no  unwholesome  airs,  or  violent  heats,  yet  heard 
of:  The  people  call  it  a  backward  year,  and  are  in  pain  about 
their  corii,  wine,  and  oil;  but  we,  who  are  neither  com,  wine, 

» 

nor  oil,  find  it  very  agreeable.     Our  road  was  through  Velletri, 
Cisterna,  Terracina,  Capua,  and  Aversa,  and  so  to  Naples.    The 


*  Mr.  Ckay  i^fvote  a  HiiiMile  desoriptien  of  erery  thing  he  saw  in  this  taur  from 
Rome  to  Naples;  as  also  of  die  eoTirons  of  Rome,  Fbreneo,  &c.  But  as  these 
papers  are  apparently  only  memorandums  for  his  own  use,  I  do  not  think  it  neces- 
sary to  print  them,  although  they  abound  with  many  uncommon  remaiics,  and  per- 
tiileftt  classical  quotattons.  The  reader  WiB  please  to  obserte  throughout  this 
sectiM)  that  it  is  not  my  intention  to  gire  Mr.  Gray's  Travsb,  but  only  extracts 
from  the  Letters  which  he  writ  during  his  traveb. — Mason. 
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minute  one  leaves  his  Holiness^s  dominions,  the  face  of  things 
begins  to  change  from  Vide  trncultivated  plains  to  olive  groves 
and  well-tilled  fields  of  corn^  intermixed  with  ranks  of  elms, 
every  one  of  which  has  its  vine  twining  about  it,  and  hanging- 
in  festoons  between  the  rows  from  one  tree  to  another.  The 
great  old  fig-trees,  the  oranges  in  full  bloom,  and  myrtles  in 
every  hedge,  make  one  of  the  delightfuUest  scenes  you  can  con- 
ceive; besides  that,  the  roads  are  wide,  well-kept,  and  full  of 
passengers,  a  sight  I  have  not  beheld  this  long  time.  My 
wonder  still  increased  upon  entering  the  city,  which  I  think, 
for  number  of  people,  outdoes  both  Paris  and  London.  The  streets 
are  one  continued  market,  and  thronged  with  populace  so  much 
that  a  coach  can  hardly  pass.  The  conmaon  sort  are  a  jolly 
lively  kind  of  animals,  more  industrious  than  Italians  usually  are ; 
they  work  till  evening ;  then  take  their  lute  or  guitar  (for  they 
all  play)  and  walk  about  the  city,  or  upon  the  sea-shore  with 
it,  to  enjoy  the  fresco.  One  sees  their  little^ brown  children 
jumping  about  stark-naked,  and  the  bigger  ones  dancing  with 
castanets,  while  others  play  on  the  cymbal  to  them.  Your 
maps  will  show  you  the  situation  of  Naples;  it  is  on  the  most 
lovely  bay  in  the  world,  and  one  of  the  calmest  seas:  It  has 
many  other  beauties  besides  those  of  nature.  We  have  *  spent 
two  days  in  visiting  the  remarkable  places  in  the  country  round 
it,  spch  as  the  bay  of  Bai^e,  and  its  remains  of  antiquity;  the 
lake  Avernus,  and  the  Soliatara,  Charon's  grotto,  &c.  .  We  have 
been  in  the  Sybil's  cave  and  many  other  strange  hdes  under^ 
ground  (I  only  name  them,  because  you  may  consult  Sandy's 
travels);  but  the  strangest  hole  I  ever  was  in,  has  been  to*day 
at  a  place  called  Portici,  where  his  Sicilian  Majesty  has  a 
country-seat.  About  a  year  ago,  as  they  were  digging,  they 
discovered  some  parts  of  ancient  buildings  above  thirty  feet  deep 
in  the  ground :  Curiosity  led  them  on,  and  they  have  been 
^^SS^^S  ^^^^  since;    the  passage  they  have  made,  with  all  jts 
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turnings  and  windings,  is  now  more  than  a  mile  long.  As  you 
walk,  you  see  parts  of  an  amphitheatre,  many  houses  adorned 
with  marble  columns,  and  incrusted  with  the  same;  the  front 
of  a  temple,  several  arched  vaults  of  rooms  painted  in  fresco. 
Some  pieces  of  painting  have  been  taken  out  from  hence,  finer 
than  any  thing  of  the  kind  before  discovered,  and  with  these 
the-  king  has  adorned  his  palace;  also  a  number  of  statues, 
medals,  and  gems;  and  more  are  dug  out  every  day.  This  is 
known  to  'be  a  Roman  town  *,  that  in  the  emperor  Titus's  time 
was  overwhelmed  by  a  furious  eruption  of  Mount  Vesuvius, 
which  is  hard  by.  The  wood  and  beams  remain  so  perfect  that 
you  ,may  Bee  the  grain ;  but  burnt  to  a  coal,  and  dropping  into 
^ust  upon,  the  least  touch.  W«  were  tp-day  at  Uie  foot  of  tkiut 
mountain,  whiph  at  .[U'eaent  smokes  only  a  little,  whefe  we  saw 
the  materials  that  fed  the  stream  of  fire,  which  abput  four  yesm 
since  i:aQ  down  its  side.  We  have  but  a  fow  days  lopg^r  to 
stay  here ;  too  little  ia  conscience  for  such  a  place.    *  *  * 


II    I  ■  >  >  I  ^  ■  ^  >i»r*'^^w>'W»»— *'***»'»t*4  ■  '  >n  >n  J     ^.111 


V    timiwi  ■  ■* 
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«  It  ahcndd  letm  by  tbe  maissioii  <lf  ite  name,  lliat  it  was  in»t  Aen  discovered 
to  be  llercmUaeutai*-*** Jbflfi^  Tihis  ivas  lot  the  qn»,  Bee  a  tetter  fron  Walp#le  to 
West  on  this  sulgect,  (Walpok's  Works,  ^M.  lY.  p.  448.)  4ftted  Naples,  Jun^  14, 
1740|  where  he  calls  the  town  by  the  name  -of  Herculaneum. — Ed. 
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LETTER  XXV. 


M"-  GRAY   TO    HIS    FATHER. 

Florence,  Jufy  16,  1740. 

AT  my  return  to  this  city,  the  day  Ibefore  yesterday, 
I  had  the  pleasure  of  finding  yours  dated  June  the  9th,  The 
period  of  our  voyages,  at  least  towards  the  South,  is  come,   as  I 

you  wish.  We  have  been  at  Naples,  spent  nine  or  ten  days 
there,  and  returned  to  Rome,  where  finding'  no  likelihood  of 
a  Pope  yet  these  three  months,  and  quite  wearied  with  the 
formal  assemblies,  and  little  society  of  that  great  city,  Mr.  Wal- 
pole  determined  to  return  hither  to  spend  the  summer,  where 
he  imagines  he  shall  pass  his  time  more  agreeably  than  in  the 
tedious  expectation  of  what,  when  it  happens,  will  only  be  a 
great  show.  For  my  own  part,  I  give  up  the  thoughts  of  all  that 
with  but  little  regret ;  but  the  city  itself  I  do  not  part  with  so  ^sily, 
which  alone  has  amusements  for  whole  years.  However,  I  have 
passed  through  all  that  most  people  "do,  both  ancient  and  modem ; 
what  that  is  you  may  see,  better  than  I  can  tell  you,  in  a  thou- 
sand books.  Tlie  Conclave  we  left  in  greater  uncertainty  than 
ever;  the  more  than  ordinary  liberty  they  enjoy  there,  and 
the  unusual  coolness  of  the  season,  makes  the  confinement  less 
disagreeable  to  them  than  common,  and,  consequently,  maintains 
them  in  their  irresolution.  There  have  been  very  high  words,  olie 
or  two  (it  is  said)  have  come  even  to  blows ;  two  more  are  dead 
Avithin  this  last  month,  Cenci  and  Portia ;  the  latter  died  distracted ; 
and  we  left  another  (Altieri)  at  the  extremity :  Yet  no  body  dreams 
of  an  election  till  the  latter  end  of  September.     All  this  gives 
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great  scandal  to  all  good  catholics^  and  every  body  talks,  very 
freely  on  the  subject.  Tbe  Pretender  (whom  you  desire,  an 
account  of) .  I  have  had  frequent  opportunities  of  seeing  at 
church,  at  the  corso,  and  other  places ;  but  more  particulaiiy,  and 
that  for  e  whole  night,  at .  a  great  ball  given  by  Count  Patrizii- 1« 
the  Prince  and  Princess  Craon,  (who  were  come  to  Rome  at 
that  time,  that  he  might  receive  from  the  hands  of  the  Emperor's 
minister  there  the  order  of  the  golden  fleece)  at  which  he  and 
bis  two  sons  were  present.  Th^  are  good  fine  boys,  especially 
the  younger,  who  has  the  more  spirit  of  the  two,  and  both 
danced  incessantly  all  night  long.  For  him  he  is  a  thin  ill- 
made  man,  extremely  tall  and  awkward,  of  a  most  unpromising 
countenance,  a  good  deal  resembling  King  James  the  Second, 
and  has  extremely  the  air  and  look  of  an  idiot,  particularly 
when  he  laughs  or  prays.  The  first  he  does  not  often,  tbe 
latter  continually.  He  lives  private  enough  with  his  little  coqrt 
about  him,  consisting  of  Lord  Dunbar^  ^i^ho  manages  every  thi^g, 
and  two  or  three  of  the  Preston  Scotch  Lords,  who  would  be 
very  glad  to  make  their  peace  at  home* 

•  r 

We  happened  to  be  at  Naples  on  Corpus  Christi  Day,  the 
greatest  feast  in  the  year,  so  had  an  opportunity  of  seeing 
their  Sicilian  Majesties  to  advantage.  The  King  walked  in  the 
grand  procession,  and  the  Queen  (being  big  with  child)  sat  in 
a  balcony.  He  followed  the  Host  to  the  chunch  of  St.  Clara, 
where  high  mass  was  celebrated  to  a  glorious  concert  of  music. 
They  are  as  ugly  a  little  pair  as  one  can  see:  She  a  pale  girl, 
marked  with  the  small-pox;  and  be  a  brown  boy  with  a  thin 
face,  a  huge  nose,  and  as  ungain  as  possible. 

We  are  settled  here  with  Mr.  Mann  in  a  charming  apartment ; 
the  river  Amo  runs  under  our  windows,  which  we  can  fish  cut 
of.     The  sky  is  iso  serene,  and  the  air  so  temj^rate,  that  aine 
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ccmtinues  in  the  open  air  all  night  long  in  &  sligbt'  ntghtgown 
without  any  danger;  and  the  marble  biidg^  is  the  vesort  of 
every  body,  where  they  hear  music,  eat  iced  fruits,  tod  sop  by 
moon-light;  though  as  yet  (the  season  being  esEtremely  backward 
every  where)  these  amusements  are  not  begun.  You  see  we  ate 
now  Gbning  northward  i^n,  though  in  ho  gmt  hasten  the 
Venetian  and  Milanese  territories,  and  either  Gefibany  or  the 
South  of  France,  (accoiding  to  the  turn  the  war  may  take)  are 
all  that  r^nain  for  us,  that-  we  have  not  yet  seen;  as  to  \jf> 
retto,  and  that  paii;  of  Italy,  we  have  given  over  aU  thoughts 
of  it. 
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LETTER  XXVI. 


M*-   WEST    TO   M"^   GKAY. 

Bond-streety  June  5,  1740. 

ft 

I  LIVED  at  the  Teipple  till  I  was  side  of  it :  I  have 
just  left  it,  and  find  myself  as  much  a  lawyer  as  I  was  when 
I  was  in  it  It  is  certain,  at  least,  I  may  study  the  law  here 
9s  well  as  I  coijld  there.  My  being  in  chambers  did  not  signify 
to  me  a  pinch  of  snuff.  They  tell  me  my  &ther  was  a  lawyer, 
and,  as  you  know,  eibinent  in  the  profession;  and  such  a  cir* 
cumstance  must  be  of  advantage  to  me.  My  uncle  too  makes 
some  figure  in  Westminster  hall ;  and  there's  another  advantage : 
Then  my  grandfather's  name  would  get  me  many  fi*iends.  Is 
it  not  strange  that  a  young  fdlow,  that  might  enter  the  world 
with  so   many    advsmtages,   will    not  know   his  own   interest? 

&g,   &c, What    shall    I    say    in   answer   to    all   this?    For 

money,  I  neither  doat  upon  it  nor  despise  it;  it  is  a  necessary 
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stuff  enough.  Foi"  ambition,  I  do  not  want  tbat  neitlier ;  but  it 
is  not  to  sit  upon  a  bench.  In  short,  is  it  not  a  disagreeable 
thing  to  force  one's  inclination,  especially  when  one's  young? 
not  to  mention  that  one  ought  to  have  the  strength  of  a  Her- 
cules to  go  through  our  common  law ;  which,  I  am  afraid,  I 
have  not.  Well !  but  then  say  they,  if  bne  profession  does  not 
suit  you,  you  may  choose  another  more  to  your  inclination. 
Now  I  protest  I  do  not  yet  know  my  own  inclination,  and  I 
believe,  if  that  was  to  be  my  direction,  I  should  never  fix  at 
all:  There  is  no  going  hy  a  weathercock.-^——!  could  say  much 
more  upon  this  subject;  but  there  is  no  talking  tdte-i^<4;Ste  cress 
the  Alps.  Oh  the  felly  of  young  men,  that  never  know  their 
own  interest!  they  i^ver  grow  wise  till  they  are  ruined!  aqd 
then  no  body  pities  them,  not  helps  them. — Dear  Gray  J  con^ 
sider  me  in  the  condition  a^  -Mie  that  has  lived  these  two  years 
widiotit  any  person  that  be  ^sia  speak  freely  to.  I  know  it  is 
very  seldom  that  people  trouble  tiiemselves  with  tlie  sjpntim^Qts 
of  those  they  converse  with ;  so  they  can  chat  about  trifles, 
they  iiever  ea*e  whedier  yowr  heart  aches  or  no.  Ave  yow  owe 
of  these <?  I  think  not.  But  wiMt  Tight  have  I  to  ask  you  this 
question?  Have  we  known  one  another  enough,  that  I  should 
expect  or  4^mand  sincerity  from  ypu?  Yep,  Gray,  I  hope  we 
have ;  and  I  have  mtt  ^uite  wch  a  nean  opinion  of  mysd£  as 
1(»  think  I  do  not  desenie  it. — ^Bot*  Signer,  m  it  not  time  for 
me  to  ask  something  about  your  further  intentions  abroad? 
Where  do  you  piopose  going  next?  gn  m  Apuliam?  viann  illo 
si  advcBeris,  feanquam  Ulysses,  loognosces  tuorum  neminem* 
Vafe.  So'  Cicero  prophecies  in  the  end  of  one  <tf  his  letters^— 
and  there  I  end.     ' 

YOMW,   &C.     •     . 


*<l  "^1   »        I 


f  This  letter  ifritteii  lyppaireiitljr  in  xnuo^  agitation  u>f  joincl,  .^which  Mr*  West 
eodeavoim  to  oqpeeal  by  »i| .  uiui$|uil  wce^tBsm^  of  muiier}  is  cbiefly  iimerted  4a 
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LETTER  XXVII. 


,    .  U^  GRAY   TO   U*-  WEST. 

Florence f  Jufy  16,  J  740. 

YOU  do  yourself  and  me  justice^  in  imagining  that 
you  merit,  and  that  I  am  capable  of  sincerity.  I  have  not  a 
thought,  or  even  a  weakness^  I  desire  to  conceal  from  you ;  and 
consequently  on  my  side  deserve  to  be  treated  with  the  same 
openness  of  heart.  My  vanity  perhaps  might  make  me  more 
reserved  towards  you,  if  you  were  one  of  the  heroic  race,  superior 
to  all  human  failings ;  but  as  mutual  wants  •  are  the  ties  of 
general  society,  so  are  mutual  weaknesses  of  private  friendships, 
supposing  them  mixt  with  some  proportion  of  good  qualities; 
for  where  one  may  not  sometimes  blame,  one  does,  not  much 
care  «ver  to  praise.  All  this  has  the  air  of  an  introduction  de- 
signed to  soften  a  very  harsh  reproof  that  is  to  follow;    but  it 


introduoe  tbe  answer  to  it;  Mrhich  appears  to  me  to  be  replete  with  delicate  feel- 
ing, manly  sense,  and  epistolary  ease.  If  the  reader  should  think  as  highly  of  it 
as  I  do,  let  me  remind  him  that  the  writer  was  not  now  quite  four  and  twenty 
years  old. — Ma9on. 

In  the  Gent.  Mag.  for  March  1783,  is  a  letter  from  Mr.  Williams*  who  bad 
been  Secretary  to  Chancellor  West  in  Ireland,  to  West's  mother,  whom  he  after- 
wards married,  showing  great  solicitude  about  the  prospects  of  young  West,  giving 
Tery  sound  advice  with  regard  to  his  choice  of  a  profession,  attempting  to 
overcome  his  dislike  of  the  law,  and  from  his  own  experience  drawing  a  picture 
of  the  uncertainty,  disappointment,  and  wretched  dependence,  that  generally  attend 
those  bred  to  diplomatic  pursuits.  Thb  was  written  tiie  year  preceding  the  Letter  to 
Gray  on  the  same  subject.  It  appears  from  a  Letter  to  Horace  Walpole  in  June, 
1741,  tliat  West  thought  of  going  into  the  army ;  as  he  applies  to  Walpole  for  his 
interest  to  procure  a  commission  for  him.  See  Walpole's  Works,  Vol.  IV.  p.  401. — Ed. 
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is  no  such  matter :    I  only  meant  to  ask.  Why  did  you  change 
your  lodging?   Was  the  air  had,  or  the  situation  melancholy?  If 
so,  you  ape  quite  in  the  right.     Only,  is  it  not  putting  yourself 
a  little  out  of  the  way  of  a  people,  with  whom  it  seems  necessary 
to  keep  up  sofne  sort  of  intercourse  and  conversation,  though 
but  little  for  your  pleasure  or  entertainment,  (yet  there  are,  I 
believe,  such  among  them  as  might  give  you  both)  at  least  for 
your  information  in  that  study,   which,  when   I  left  you,   you 
thought  of  applying  to  ?  for  tbtat  there  is  a  certain  study  necessary 
to  be  followed,  |f  we  mean  to  be  of  any  use  in  the  world,  I 
take  for  granted;   disagreeable  enough* (as  most  necessities  are) 
but,  I  am  afraid^  unavoidable.    Into  how  many  branches  these 
studies  are  divided  in  England,  every  body  knows ;  and  between 
that  which  you  and   I   had  pitched  upon,  and  the  other  two, 
it  was  impossible  to  balance  long.     Examples  shew  one  that  it 
is  hot  absolutely  necessary  to  be  a  blockhead  to  succeed  in  this 
profession.     The  labour  is  long,  and  the  elements  dry  and  un- 
entertaining;    nor   was    ever   any    body    (especially   those    that 
afterwards  made  a  figure  in  it)  amused,  or  even  not  disgusted 
in  the   beginning;    yet,   upon  a   further  acquaintance,   there   is 
surely  matter  for  curiosity  and  reflection.    It  is  strange  if,  among 
all  that  huge  mass  of  words,  there  be  not  somewhat  intermixed 
for  thought  *    Laws  have  been  tlie  result  of  long  deliberation, 
and  that  not  of  dull  men,  but  the  contrary ;   and  have  so  close 
a  connection  with  history,  nay,  with  philosophy  itself,  that  they 
must  partake  a  little  of  what  they  are  related  to  so  nearly. 
Besides,  tell  me,'  have  you  ever  made  the  attempt?    Was  not 
you  frighted  merely  with  the  distant  prospect  ?   Had  the  Gothic 
character  and  bulkiness  of  those  volumes  (a  tenth  part  of  which 
perhaps  it  will  be  no  further  necessary  to  consult,  than  as  one 


"•-^ 


«  See  a  Letter  by  Sir  William  Jonef^  in  the  Life  of  Sir  Eardley  Wilmot^  p.  117, 
CD  thisnabject 
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does  a  dictionary)  no  ill  effect  iiyK)n  your  eye?  Are  you  sure, 
if'  Colfe  had  been  printed  by  Elzevir,  and  bound  in  twenty 
neat  pocket  volumes,  instead  of'  one  folio,  you  should  never  have 
taken  him  for  an  hour,  as  you  would  a  TuUy,  or  drank  your  tea 
over  him?  I  know  how  great  an  obstacle  ill  spirits  are  to 
resolution^  Do  you  really  think,  if  you  rid  ten  miles  every 
morning,  in  a  week's  time  you  should  not  entertain  much  stronger 
hopes  of  the  Chancellorship^  and  think  it  a  much  more  probable 
thing  than  you  do  at  present?  The  advanta^res  you  mentiou 
are  not  nothing;  our  inclinations  are  more  tiite  we  imagine  in 
our  own  power;  reason  and  resolution  determine  t^em,  and 
support  under  many  difficulties.  To  me  there  hardly  appears 
to  be  any  medium  between  a  public  lite  and  a  private  one; 
he  w^ho  prefers  the  fir^t,  must  put  himself  in  a  way  of  being 
serviceable  to  the  rest  of  mankind^  if  be  has  a  mind  to  be  of 
an^  consequence  among  them :  Nay,  he  must  not  refuse  being 
in  a;  certain  degree  even  dependent  upon  some  men  who  ai^ 
so  already.  If  he  has  the. good  fortune  to  light  on  such  as 
will  ma^e  no  iU  use  of  his  humility,  there  is  no  shame  in  this : 
If  not,  his  ambition  ought  to  give  |^ce  to  a  reasonable  pride, 
and  he  should  apply  to  the  cultivation  of  his  <iwn  mind  dirae 
abilities  which  he  has  not  been  permitted  to  use  for  others'  s»*vic&* 
Such  a  private  happiness  (supposing  a  small  competence  of 
fortune)  is  almost  alway*  in  every  one's  powetv  and  tfie  proper 
enjoyment  of  age,  as  the  other  is  the  em|)k)yment  of  youth* 
You  are  yet  young,  have  some  advantages  and  o{>portunities, 
and  an  undoubted  capacity,  which  you  have  never  yet  put  i^ 
the  tf^al.  Set  apart  a  few  hours,  see  how  (he  firtt  year  wiM 
agree,  with  you,  at  the  end  of  it  yon  are  still  the  master;  if 
you  change  your  min^  you  will  only  have  got  the  knewledge 
of  a  little  somewhat  that  can  do  no  hurt,  or  j^ive  .you  cause 
of  repentance.  If  your  inclination  be  not  fixed  upon  any  thing 
«lse,  it  is  a  symptdm  that  you  are  not  absolutely  d^iermined 
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against  this,  and  warns  you  not  to  mistake  mere  indolence  for 
inability.  I  am  sensible  there  is  nothing  stronger  against  what 
I  would  persuade  you  to,  than  my  own  practice;  which  may 
make  you  imagine  I  think  not  as  I  speak.  Alas !  it  is  not  so ; 
but  I  do  not  act  what  I  think,  and  I  had  rather  be  the  object 
of  your  pity,  than  you  should  be  that  of  mine ;  and,  be  assured, 
the  advantage  that  I  may  receive  from  it,  does  not  diminish  my 
concern  in  hearing  you  want  somebody  to  converse  with  freely, 
whose  advice  might  be  of  more  weight,  and  always  at  hand. 
We  have  some  time  since  come  to  the  southern  period  of  our 
voyages ;  we  spent  about  nine  days  at  Naples.  It  is  the  largest 
and  most  populous  city,  as  its  environs  are  the  most  deliciously 
fprtile  country,  of  all  Italy.  We  sailed  in  the  bay  of  Baiie, 
sweated  in  the  Solfatara,  and  died  in  the  grotto  del  Cane,  as 
all  strangers  do ;  saw  the  Corpus  Christi  procession,  and  the 
King  and  the  Queen,  and  the  city  underground^  (which  is  a 
wonder  I  reserve  to  tell  you  of  another  time)  and  so  returned 
to  Rome  for  another  fortnight;  left  it  (left  Rome!)  and  capie, 
hither  for  the  summer.  You  have  seen  *  an  Epistle  to  Mr.  Ashton 
that  seems  to  me  full  of  spirit  and  thought,  and  a  good  deal 
of  poetic  fire.  I  would  know  your  opinion.  .  Now  I  talk  of 
of  verses,  Mr.  Walpole  and  I  have  frequently  wondered  you 
should  never  mention  a  certain  imitation  of  Spenser,  published 
last  year  by  a  +  namesake  of  yours,  .with  which  we  are  all 
enraptured  and  enmarvailed. 


mmmmm^mmmmf^mmm,^mi^ai^i»am^mmmim^^m^am^mmmm^ai^m^fm 


*  Tl|^  reader  will  find  this  in   DDdslejV'MisoeUany,  and  abo   amongst  Mr. 
Walpole's  Fugitive  Pieoes.-— Jfoioiu  .         ; 

t  Gilbert  West,  Esq.    This  poem  ^  OA  the  Abnse  of  Traveiliqg'*  is  also  in 
Dodsky^s  Miscellany, — JUasan. 
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LETTER  XXVIIL 


M""  WALPOLE  AND   M^  GRAY   TO    M«-  WEST. 


Florence,  Jufy  81,  1740.  N.  St. 


JX^Mi  West, 


I  HAVE  advised  \yith  the  most  notable  antiquarimis 
of  this  city,  opt  the  meaning  of  Thur  gut  Luetis ;  I  can  get  no 
satisfactoiy  interpretation.  In  my  own  opinion  'tis  Welsh.  I 
doqi't  love  offering  conjectures  on  a  language  in  which  I  have 
hitherto  made  Uttle  proficiency,  but  I  will  trust  you  with  my 
explication.  You  Kno\v  the  famous  Aglaughlan,  mother  of  Cad- 
walladbor,  wgp  renowned  for  her  conjugal  virtue^,  and  grief  on  the 
death,  pf  her  roy^l  spouse.  I  conclude  this  medal  wqs  struck  in. 
hpr  regency,  by  her  expriess  order,  to  the  memory  of  her  Lord, 
apd  that  the  inscription,  Thur  gut  Luetist^  means  no  more  than  her 
dear  Llewis^  or  Llewellin. 

In  return  fo^:  your  coins  1  send  you  two  or  three  of  differejit 
kinds.  The  first  is  a  money  of  one  of  the  kin^  of  Naples ; 
the  device  a  horte ;  the  motto,  '  Equitas  regnu  This  curious  pun 
is  on  a  coin  in  the  Great  Duke's  eoHeetion,  and  by  great  chance  I 
have  met  with  a  secoiida  Anotbei  is  a  salirical  m^dal  stsuck 
on  Lewis  XIV. ;  *tis  a  bomb,  covered  with  fiower-de-hices, 
bursting ;  the  motto,  6V  ipsissimo.  Thie  last,  and  almost  the  only 
one  I  ever  saw  with  a  text  well  applied,  is  a  Gef man  medal> 
with  a  rebellious  town  besieged  and  blocked  up;  the  inscrip- 
tion. This  kind  is  not  expelled  but  by  fasting. 


10^ 

■ 

Now  I  tnehdbti  medals,  have  ihey  yet  stf  uck  the  intended 
one  on  the  taking  Porto  Bello?  Admiral  Vernon  ivill  shine 
in  our  medallic  history.  We  have  just  received  the  news  of 
the  bombarding  Carthagena,  and  the  taking  Chagre.  We  iare 
in  great  expectation  of  some  important  victory  obtained  by  the 
squadron  under  Sir  John  Nrtnris :  we  are  told  the  Duke  is  to  be 
of  the  expedition ;  is  it  true  ?  All  thte  letters  too  talk  of  Frahce'i 
suddenly  declaring  war ;  I  hope  they  will  defer  it  foi^  a  teasOn, 
6r  one  shall  be  obliged  to  come  throitgh  Germany.  iThe  Con- 
clave still  subsists,  and  the  divisions  still  increase;  ii  was  very 
near  separating  last  Week,  but  by  breaking  into  two  Popes ; 
they  were  on  the  dawn  of  a  schism.  Aldovrandi  had  thirty- 
three  voices  for  three  days,  but  could  not  procure  the  requisite 
two  more ;  the  Camerlingo  having  engaged  his  f&ction  tO  sign 
a  protestation  against  him>  and  each  party  were  inclihed  to  elect. 

I  don't  know  whether  one  should  wish  for  a  schism  or  not ; 
it  might  probably  rekindle  the  zeal  for  the  churob  in  the  powers 
of  Europe,  which  has  been  so  fef  decAyirtg.  Oh  Wednesday 
we   expect   a  third    she-meteor.      Those  learned  luminaries  the 

ladies  P and  W are  to  be  joined  by  the  lady  M 

W '  M .      You  have  not  been  witness  to  the  rhapsody 

of  mystic  nonsense  which  these  two  fair  ones  ^bate  incessantly^ 
and  consequently  cannot  figure  what  must  be  the  issue  of  this 
triple  alliance ;  we  have  sonte  idea  of  it.  Only  figure  the  coali* 
tion  of  prudery,  debauchery,  sentiment,  history^  Greeks  LatiD> 
French,  Italian,  and  metaphysics ;  ail,  except  the  second,  uUder- 
stood  by  halves,  by  quaj^ters,  or  not  at  all.  You  shall  have  the 
journals  of  this  notable  academy.    Adieu,  my  dear  West 

Yours  ever. 


HOR.  WALPOLE. 
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THOUGH  far  unworthy  to  enter  into  so,  learned  and 
political  a  correspondence,  I  am  employed  pour  barbouiller  une 
page  de  sept  pouces  et  demie  en  hauteur,  et  cinq  en  largeur; 
and  to  inform  you  that  we  are  at  Florence,  a  city  of  Italy, 
and  the  capital  of  Tuscany ;  the  latitude  I  cannot  justly  tell, 
but  it  is  governed  by  a  Prince  called  Great  Duke ;  an  excellent 
place  to  employ  all  one  s  animal  sensations  iu^  but  utterly  con- 
trary to  one's  rational  powers^  I  have  struck  a  medal  upon 
myself;  the  device  is  thus,  O^  and  the  motto  Nihilissimoy  which  I 
take  in  the  most  concise  manner  to  contain  a  full  account  of 
my  person,  sentiments,  occupations,  and  late  glorious  successes. 
If  you  choose  to  be  annihilated  too,  you  cannot  do  better  than 
undertake  this  journey.  Here  you  shall  get  up  at  twelve  o'clock, 
Jbreakfast  till  three,  dine  till  five,  sleep  till  six,  drink  cooling  liquors 
till  eight,  go  to  the  bridge  till  ten,  sup  till  two,  and  so  sleep  till 

■  • 

twelve  again. 

Lftbore  fes^i  tenimiis  ad  larem  nostrum 
.       DcBiderataque  acqmesctmus  leeto : 

Hoc  est,  quod  uttum  tet,  pro.  laboribus  tands.: 
O  quid  solatia  est  beatius  curis  ?  * 

We  shall  never  come  home  again;  a  universal  war  is  just 
upon  thfe  point  of  breaking  out ;  all  outlets  will  be  shut  up.  I 
sl^ll  b€5  secure  in  my  nothingness,  while  you  that  will  be  so 
iabsurd  as  to  exist,  will  envy '  me.  You  don't  tell  me  what  pro- 
ficiency you  make  hi  the  noble  science  of  defence.  Don't  you 
8kart  'stiil  at  the  sound  of  a  gun  ?  Have  you  learned  to  say 
Ha!  ha!  and  is  yQur  neck  clothed  with  thunder?  Are  your 
whiskers  bf  a  tolerable  length  ?  And  have  you  got  drunk  yet 
with  brar>dy  and  gunpowder  ?    Adieu,  noble  Captain  f 


^  See  CatuUi  Carm.  XXXI.  v.  7.  The  order  of  the  liaes  is  soine\fhat  transposed 
in  the  quotation  in  Gray's « leit^v.^^Ed. 

T.  GRAY. 
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LETTER  XXIX. 


I  • 


•  a 


M»    GRAY   TO  HIS   MOTHEIC 


JF/breiMsc,  ilu«r.  21,  iV.  a9.  17<0s    > 

IT  is  sk>me  time  since  I  ■  have  had '  the'pleasure  of  ^Witirig-' 
to  you,  having  bfeen  Upon  a  little  excur^on  crdss  the  mountains' to* 
Bologna.  We  set  out  from  hence  at  sunset,  passed  the  Appehnihes 
by  moon-light,  travelling  incessantly  till  we  caihe  ta  Bologna  at 
four  in  the  afternoon  next  day.  '  There  we  spent  a  week  agreeably^ 
enough,  and  ifeturned  as  we  came.  The  dafy  before  yesterday 
arrived  the  news  of  a  Pope;  and  I  have  the  inortificaHon  of 
being  within  fourrdiiys  journey  of  Rome;  and  not  seeing  his' 
coronation, .  the  heats  being  violent,  andf  the  infectious  air  now 
at  its  height  We  had'  an  instance,  the  other  day,  that  it  is* 
not  only  fancy.  Two  country  fellows,  sti*ong  men,  and  iised^ 
to  the  country  about  Rome,  having  occasion  to  coraie  from  thence' 
hither,  and  travelling  on  foot,  as  common  with  the  to,  one  died 
soddenly  on  the  road;f  the  other  got  hithen  but  extrerady  weak,' 
and  in  a  manner  stupid ;  he  was  x^arried  to  the  hospital,  but 
died  in  two  days.  So,  betweeii  fear  and  laziness,  \Ve  remain 
hei'e,  and  must  be  satisfied  with  the  accounts  other  people  'give 

_  »       _ ■ 

us  of  the  matter.  The  new  Pope  is  called;  Benedict  XIV.  being' 
created  Cardinal  by  Benedict  XIII.  the  last  PApebut  one.  Hifr 
name  is  Lambertini,.  a  noble  Bolognese,  and  Archbishop  of  that 
city.  When  I  was  first  there,  I  remember  to  have  seen  him 
two  or  three  times ;  he  is  a  short,  fat  man,  about  sixty-five 
years  of  age,  of  a  hearty,  merry  countenance,  and  likely  to  live 
some  years.     He  bears  a  good  character  for  generosity,  affability. 
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and  other  virtues;  and,  they  say,  wsints  neither  knowledge  nor 
capacity.    The  worst  side  of  him  is,  that  he  has  a  nephew  or 
two;    besides  a  certain  young  fevourite,  called  Melara,  who  h 
said  to  have  had,  for  some  time,  the  arbitrary   disposal  of  his 
purse  and  family.     He  is  reported  to  have  made  a  little  speech 
to  the  Cardinals  in  the  Conclave,  while  they  were  undetermined 
about  an  election,  as  follows:   **  Most  eminent  Lords,  here  are 
'^  three  Bolognese  of  different  characters,  but  all  equally  proper 
"  for  the  Popedom.     If  it  be  your  pleasures,  to  pitch  upon  a 
'^  Saiot^   theve  is   Cardinal    Gotti ;    if  upon  a  Politician,  there 
''  is  Aldrovandi ;    if  upon  a  Booby,  here  am  I.''    The  Italian 
is  much  more  expressive,   and,  indeed,  not  to   be   translated; 
wherefore,  if  you  meet  with  any  body  that  understands  it,  you 
may  shew  them  what  he  said  in  the   language  he   spoke  it. 
*'  Emin"'"^\  Sigr'.  Ci  siamo  trfe,   diversi  si,  mh  tutti  idonei  al 
<'  Papato.     Si  vi  piace  un  SEuito,  c'  ^  TGotti ;    ae  volete  una 
^'  testa  scaltra,  e  Politica,  c'  k  TAIdrovandi ;   se   un  Coghone, 
^'  ecco  mi  I*'   Cardinal    Coscia  is  restored  to  his  liberty,  and,  it 
is  said»  will  be   to  all  his  b^iefices.     Corsini   (the   late  Pope's 
nephew)  as  he  has  had  no  hand  in  this  etection,  it  is  hoped, 
will  be  called  to  account  for  all  his  villanous  practices.     The 
Pretender,    they    say,    has  resigned    all  his  pretensions  to   his 
eldest  hay#  and  will  accept  of  the  Grand  Chancdlordbip,  which 
is  thirty  thousand  crowns  fi.  year ;  the  pension  he  has  at  present 
is  only  twenty  thousand.     I  do  not  affirm   the  truth   of  this 
article ;    because,  if  he  does,  it  is  necessary  he  should  take  die 
ecclesiastical  habit,  and  it  will  sound  mighty  odd  to  be  caHed 
h»  Majesjty  the  Ghancellor»— — So  ends  my  Gazette. 


Ill 


LETTER  XXX. 


M"^   GRAY  TO   M"    WEST. 

» 

Florence^  Sept.  25,  N.  S,  1740. 

J     ' 

Wbtyt  I  send  you  now^  as  long  as  it  is,  is  but  a  piece 
of  a  poem.  It  liM  the  advantage  of  all  frs^^ments,  to  need 
neither  iotroductian  nor  concluskn :  Besides,  if  you  do  not  1ik6 
it,  it  is  but  inMgining  that  which  went  befi^re^  and  camef  after, 
to  be  infinitely  hettec;  Look  in  Sandy's  Tiwds  far  the  history 
of  Monte  Barbaro,  and  Monte  Nuovo.  * 


*  To  save  the  reader  trouble,  I  here  insert  the  passage  referred  to  :— '^  West  of 
CiceroV  villa  staods  the  eminent  Ganriv^  a  stony  and  deaolate  mautacid,  in  which 
there  are  diverse  obscure  caverns,  choaked  almo^  with  earth,  where  maay-haiia  cm^ 
sumed  much  fruitless  industry  in  searching  for  treasure.    The  fitmous  Lncrine  Lake: 
extended  fbrmerly  fron  Averaus  to  the  aforesaid  €buru8  :    But  is  now  no  other  than 
a  little  sedgy  plash,  choaked  up  by  the  horrible  and  astonishing  eruptkui  o£  th»  nefr^ 
mountain ;  whereof,  as  oft  as  I  think,  1  am  easy  to  credit  whatsoever  is  wonderCul. 
Fov  wh*  here  knows  not,  or  wha  elsewhere  will  believe,  that  a  mountain  should 
arise,  (partly  out  of  a  lake  and  partly  out  of  the  sea)  in'  one  day  and  a  night,  unta 
suek  a  height  as  to  contend  in  altitude  with  the  high  mountains  adjoining }    la 
ihm  year  o§  our  Lord  1588,  on  the  99th  of  September,  when  for  certain  days  fore- 
going tiie  country  hereabout  was  so  vexed'  with  perpetual  earthquakes,  as  no  one. 
boMe  Waa  left  sp  entire  aa  not  to  ewpednn  immediate  ruin ;   after  that  the  sea  had 
retired  two  hundred  paces  from  the  shore,  (leaving  abundance  offish,  and  springs  of 
fresh  water  rising  in  the  bottom)  this  mountom  visibly  ascended,  about  the  second 
hour  <yf  the  night,  witk  an^  hideous  raaring,  horrHdy  vomiting  stones  and  such  store 
of  cinders  as  overwhelmed  all  the  building  theri^ahDut,  and  the  salubrious  baths  of 
Tripergula,  for  so  many  ages  celebrated ',  consumed  the  vines  to  ashes,  killing  birds 
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There  was  a  certain  little  ode* set  out  from  Rome,  in  a  letter 
of  recommendation  to  you,  but  possibly  fell  into  the  enemies' 
hands,  for  I  never  heard  of  its  arrival.  It  is  a  little  impertinent 
to  inquire  after  its  welfexe ;  but  you*  that  are  a  fether,  will 
excuse  a  parent's  foolish  fondness.  Last  post  I  received  a  verj^ 
diminutive  letter:  It  made  excuses  for  its  unentertainingness, 
very  little  to  the  purpose;  since  it  assured  me,  very  strongly, 
of  your  esteem,  which  is  to  me  the  thing ;  all  the  rest  appear 
but  as '  the  *  petits  agremens,  the  garnishing  of  the  dish.  P.  Bou- 
ges^nt,  in  his  laagage  des^  Bdtes,  fiuicies  that  your  birds,  who 
continually  repf^t  the  same  note,  sdy  only  in  plain  term$,  ^*  Je 
yous  aiine,  ma  chere;.  ma  :€Jiere,  jc  vous  aime;''  and  that 
those  of  greater  genius  indeed,  with  various  trills,  run  divisions 
upon  the  subject;  but  that  the' fond,  irom  whence  it  all  proceeds, 
is  "  toujours  je  vous  aime.*'  Now  you  may,  as  you  find  your- 
self dull  or  in  humour,  either  take  me  for  a  chaffinch  or  night- 
ingale; sing  your  plain  song,  or  show  your  skill  in  music,  but 
in  the  bottom  let  there  be,  toujours  de  TAmitie, 

a  • 

As  to  what  you  call  my  serious  letter;  be  assured,  that  your 
future  state  is  to  me  entirely  indifferent.  Do  not  be  angry, 
but  hear  me;    I  mean  with  respect  to  mysel£     For  whether 


a^d  beasts ;  the  fearful  iohabitants  of  Puzzol  flying  through  the  dark  with  their 
ifiTes  and  children;  naked,  deflled,  crying  out,  and  detesting  their  calamities. 
I^anifbld  nusohiefii  hare  they  suffered  by  the  barbarous,  yet  none  Mke  this  whieb 

Nature  inflicted. This  new  mountain,  when  newly  raised,  had  a  number  of  istiies ; 

at  some  of  them  smoking  and  sometimes  flamingo  at  others  disgorging  riyuletsof 
hot  waters ;  keeping  within  a  terrible  rumbling ;  and  many  miserably  perished  that 
ventured  to  descend  into  the  hollo wness  aboTe.  But  that  hollow  on  the  top  is  at 
present  an  orchard,  and  the  mountain  throughout  is  bereft  of  its  terrors-'* 

Sandg'$  Ttcod^  book  4,  page  275,  277,  ami  n^.-^Ma^otu 

«  The  Alcaic  Ode. 
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you  be  at  the  top  of  Fame,  or  entirely,  unknomi  to  mankind ; 
at  the  Council-table,  or  at  Dick's  coffee*house ;  sick  and  simple, 
or  well  and  wise;  whatever  alteration  mere  accident  works  in 
you,  (su{^posing  it  utterly  impossible  for  it  to  make  any  change 
in  your  sincerity  and  honesty,  since  these  are  conditions  sine 
qui  non)  I  do  not  see  any  likelihood  of  my  not  being  yours 
ever. 


i;  u;i 


LETTER  XXXI. 


M«^  GRAY  TO  HIS  FATHER. 

Florence,  Oet.9,  1740. 

THE  beginning  of  next  spring  is  the  time  determined 
for  our  return  at  furthest ;  possibly  it  may  be  before  that  time. 
.How  die  interim  will  be  employed,  or  what  route  we  shall 
take  18  not  so  certain.  If  we  remain  friends  with  France, 
upon  leaving  this  country  we  shall  cross  over  to  Venice,  and 
so  return  through  tb^  cities  north  of  the  Po  to  Genoa;    from 

thence   take  a  fducca  to  Marseilles,    and  come  back  through  ^ 

Paris.  If  the  contrary  fall  out,  which  seems  not  unlikely,  we 
must  take  the  Milanese,  and  those  parts  of  Italy,  in  our  way 
to  Venice;  firom  thence  pass  through  the  Tirol  into  Germany, 
and  come  home  by  the  Low-Countries.  As  for  Florence,  it  has 
been  gayer  than  ordinary  for  this  last  month,  being  one  round 
of  balls  and  entertainments,  occasioned  by  the  arrival  of  a  great 
Milanese  Lady;  for  the  only  thing  the  Italians  shine  in,  is 
their  recepdon  of  strangers.    At  such  times  every  thing  is  mag- 
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I  nificence :    The  mohe  remarioiblei    as  ia  their  ordinary   €out«e 

i  of  life  they  kre  parsimooiousy  even  to  a  degnee  of  i»6tjtie««    I 

saw  in  one  of  the  rastest  palaces  ib  Rome  (that  of  Pfinw 
Pamfilio)  die  apartment  which  he  faihifldf  tnhabitedt  9  bed  tbait 
most  -servants  in  £ngiand  would  disdaiii  to  lie  in^  and  fiiraitum 
much  like  that  of  a  soph  at  Ckimbridge»  for  convenienae  and 
neatness.  This  man  is  worth  «£30,000  sterling  a  year.  As  for 
eatings  there  are  not  two  Cardinals  in  Rome  that  allow  more 
than  six  paoli^  which  is  three  shillings  a  day  for  the  expence 
of  their ,  table :  and  you  may  imagine  liiey  are  still  less  extra- 
vagant here  than  there.  But  when  they  receive  a  visit  from 
any  friend,  their  houses  and  persons  are  set  out  to  the  greatest 
advantage,  and  appear  in  all  their  splendour;  it  is,  indeed,  from 
a  motive  of  vanity,  and  with  the  hopes  of  having  it  repaid 
them  with  interest,  whenever  they  have  occasion  to  return  the 
visit.  I  call  visits  going  from  one  city  of  Italy  to  another; 
for  it  is  not  so  among  acquaintance  of  the  same  place  on  com- 
mon occasions.  The  new  Pope  has  retrenched  the  charges  of 
hfs  own  table  to  a  seqf;nn  (ten  shillings)  a  meal.  The  applaus^ 
wiiidh  all  he  says  and  does  meets  with,  is  enough  io  enotmrage 
Hkn  really  to  deserve  &me.  They  say  he  is  an. able  said  honest 
man ;  he  is  reckoned  a  wit  too.  The  other  day,  wheatthe  Senar 
tor  of  Rome  caine  to  wait  upon  him,  at  the  first  com]ilinieiits 
lie  inade  him,  Hhe  Pope  pulled  off  iiis  cap:  Dis  Master  loif  the 
\  Cer6monies^  who  stood  by  his  side,  touched  laja  softly,  as  to  vnutn 

iiim  that  such  a  condescension  was  too  great  in  hiui«  and  out 
of  all  manner  <€f  rule  :  CJpcm  which  he  tamed  to  vhim  and  mid, 
'*  Oh  1  I  cry  you  mercy,  good  Master,  it  is  true,  I  am  bQt  >a 
'^  Novice  of  a  Pope ;  I  have  not  *yat  ao  vmeh  aa  learned  i 
^  manners."  *  *  • 
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LETTER  XXXII. 


M"-  QKAY   TO   HIS   FATHER. 

I 

Florence^  *  Jan.  12,   1741, 

WE  still  continae  constant  at  Florence,  at  present 
one  of  the  dullest  cities  in  Italy.  Though  it  is  the  middle  of 
the  Carnival  there  are  no  public  diversions;  nor  is  masque- 
rading permitted  as  yet.  The  Emperor's  obsequies  are  to  be 
celebrated  publicly  the  I6th  of  this  month;  and  after  that,  it, 
is  imagined  every  thing  vnll  go  on  in  its  usual  course.  In 
the  mean  time,  to  employ  the  minds  of  the  populace,  the  Govern- 
ment has  thought  fit  to  bring  into  the  city  in  a  solemn  man- 
ner, and  at  a  great  expence,  a  famous  statue  of  the  Virgin 
called  the  Madonna  deirimpruneta,  from  the  place  of  her  resi- 
dence, which  is  upon  a  mountain  seven  miles  off.  It  never  has 
been  practised  but  at  times  of  public  calamity ;  and  was  done 
at  present  to  avert  the  ill  effects  of  a  late  great  inundation,  which 
it  was  feared  might  cause  some  epidemical  distemper.  It  was 
introduced  a  fortnight  ago  in  procession,  attended  by  the  Council 
of  Regency,  the  Senate,  the  Nobility,  &nd  all  the  Religious 
Orders,  on  foot  and  bare-headed,  and  so  carried  to  the  great 
church,  where  it  was  frequented  by  an  infinite  concourse  of 
people  from  all  the  country  round.    Among  the  rest  I  paid  my 


^— .—  I        ■        11  iwy^^»^ina 


*  Between  the  date  of  this  and  the  foregoing  letter,  the  reader  will  perooiTe  aa 
interral  of  full  three  months:* as  Mr.  Gray  saw  no  new  places  during  this 
period,  his  letters  were  duefly  of  news  and  common  occurrences,  and  are  there- 
fere  omitted.— Jfason. 
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devotions  almost  every  day,  and  saw   numbers  of  people  pos« 
sessed  with  the  devil,    who  were  brught  to  be  exorcised.     It. 
was   indeed  in  the  evening,    and  the  churcti-doors  were  always 
shut  before  the  ceremonies  were  finished,  so  that  I  could  not 

»  be  eye-witness  of  the  event ;  but  that  they  were  all  cured  is  cer- 

^  tain,  for  one  never  heard  any  more  of  them  the  next  morning. 

i  I  am  to-night  just    returned  f]X)m  seeing  our  Lady  make  her 

exit  with  the  same  solemnities  she  entered.  The  show  had  a 
finer  effect  than  before  ;  for  it  was  dark ;  and  every  body  (even 

H  '  those  of  the  mob  that  could  afford  it)  bore  a  white  wax  flam- 

beau.    I  believe  there    were    at   least  five   thousand   of  them, 

c 

and  the  march  was  near  three  hours  in  passing  before  the  win- 
dow.    The  subject  of  all  this  devotion  is  supposed  to  be  a  large 

*  Tile  with  a  rude  figure  in  bas-relief  upon  it.     I  say  supposed, 

because  since  the  time  it  was  found  (for  it  was  found  in  the 
earth  in  ploughing)  only  two  people  have  seen  it;  the  one  was^ 
by  good  luck,  a  saint ;  the  other  was  struck  blind  for  his  pre- 
sumption.    Ever  since  she   has  been  covered  with  seven  veib  ; 

^  nevertheless,  those  who  approach  her  tabernacle  cast  their  eyes 

down,  for  fear  they  should  spy  her  through  all  her  veils.  Such 
is  the  history,  as  I  had  it  from  the  Lady  of  the  house  where 
I  stood  to  see  her  pass;    with  many  other  circumstances;    all 

^  which  she  firmly  believes,  and  ten  thousand  besides. 


We  shall  go  to  Venice  in  about  six  weeks,  or  sooner.  A 
number  of  Qerman  troops  are  upon  their  march  into  this  State^. 
in  case  the  King,  of  Naples  thinks  proper  to  attack  it.  It  is 
certain  he  has  asked  the  Pope's  leave  for  his  troops  to  pass 
through  his  country.  The  Tuscans  in  general  are  much  discon- 
tented, and  foolish  enough  to  wish  for  a  Spanish  government! 
or  aiiy  rather  than  this.  *  •  *  * 
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LETTER  XXXIII. 


M»-  GRAY  TO  M«-  WEST. 

Flerenci,  April  21,  1741. 

I  KNOW  not .  what  degree  of  satisfaction  it  will  give 
you  to  be  told  that  we  shall  set  out  from  hence  the  24th  of 
this  month,  and  not  stop  above  a  fortnight  at  any  place  in  our 
way.  This  I  teel,  that  jrou  are,  the  principal  pleasure  I  have 
t6  hope  for  in  my  own  country.  Try  at  least  to  make  me 
imagine  myself  not  indifferent  to  you;  for  I  must  own  I  have 
the  vanity  of  desiring  to  be  esteemed  by  somebody,  and  would 
choose  that  somebody  should  be  one  whom  I  esteem  as.  much 
as  I  do  you.  As  1  am  recommending  myself  to  your  love, 
methinks  I  ought  to  send  you  my  picture  (for  I  am  ho  more 
what  I  was,  some  circumstances  excepted,  which  I  hope  I  need 
not  particularize  to  you) ;  you  must  add  then,  to  your  former 
idea,  two  years  of  age,  a  reasonable  quantity  of  dullness,  a 
great  deal  of  silence,  and  something  that  rather  resembles,  than 
is,  thinking ;  a  confused  notion  of  many  strange  and  fine  things 
that  have  swum  before  my  eyes  for  some  time,  a  want  of  love 
for  general  society,  indeed  an  inability  to  it.  On  the  good  side 
you  liiay  add  a  sensibility  for  what  others  feel,  and  indulgence 
for'  their  faults  and  weaknesses,  a  love  of  truth,  and  detestation 
of  every  thing  else.  Then  you  are  to  deduct  a  little  imper- 
tinence, a  1  ittle  laughter,  a  great  deal  of  pride,  and  some  spirits. 
These  are  all  the  alterations  1  know  of,  you  perhaps  may  find 
more.  Think  not  that  I  have  been  obliged  for  this  reformation 
of  manners  to  reason  or   reflection,    but  to  a  severer    school- 
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mistress,  Expenence.  One  has  little  merit  in  learning  her 
lessons,  for  one  cannot  well  help  it;  but  they  are  more  usefnl 
than  others,  and  imprint  themselves  in  the  very  heart.  I  find 
I  have  been  haranguing  in  the  style  of  the  Son  of  Sirach,  so 
shall  finish  here,  and  tell  you  that  our  route  is  settled  as  follows: 
First  to  Bologna  for  a  few  days,  to  hear  t^ie  Viscontina  sing; 
next  to  Reggio,  where  is  a  Fair.  Now,  you  must  know,  a 
Fair  here  is  not  a  place  where  one  eats  gingerbread  or  rides 
upon  hobby-horses;  here  are  no  musical  clocks,  nor  tall  Lei- 
cestershire women ;  one  has  nothing  but  masquing,  gaming,  and^ 
singing.  l£  y«tt  love  operas,  there  will  be  the  most  splendid 
in  Italy,  four  tip4o^  voiced,  ani^wthe:tttre,  the  Duke  and  Dutchess 
in  s^n  their  poft][ps  and  vanities.  '  Dees  not  this  sound  magnifi- 
emt  ?  Yet  is  the  city  of  Reggio  but  one  step  above  Old 
Brefltf6rd»  Well ;  tiext  to  Venice  by  the  1  Itii  of  May,  there 
to  see  the  dd  Doge  wed  tfce  Adriatic  Whore.  Then  to  Verona, 
so  to  Milan,  so  t6  Marseilles,  so  to  Lyons,  so  to  Paris,  so  to 
West,  &C;  in  s^cula  sseculorum.    Amen. 

Eleven  mbuths,  at  diiflferent  times,  have  I  passed  at  Florence; 
and  y€t  (Ood  help  me)  know  not  either  people  or  language. 
Yet  the  place  and  the  diarming  prospects  demand  a  poetical 
fareweU,  and  here  it  is. 

I  will  send  you,  too,  a  pretty  Kttle  Sonnet  of  a  Sig^.  Abbate 
Buondelmonle,  with  my  imitation  of  it. 

^^  ^^  '^  ^^  ^^  ^^  ^»  ^w 

Here  comes  a  letter  from  you. — I  must  defer  giving  my 
opinion  cf*Pausanias  till   I  can  see  the  whole,  and  only  have 


*  Some  part  of  a  Tragedy  under  that  tiUe,  which  Mr.  West  had  began ;  biit 
1  do  not  find  amongst  Mr.  Gray's  pi^rs  either  the  sketch  itself,  or  Mr.  Gray*s 
free  crithjue  upon  it,  which  he  here  mentions. — Mason. 
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said  what  I  did  in  oiMedienee .  to  jFonr  rcofumsods/  .  I  i»m 
spoken  with  such  freedom  oo  ikh  hsadf  thot  it  9mna  but  just 
you  should  have  your  revenge;  and  therefore  I  send  you  the 
beginning  not  of  an  Epic  Poem,  but  of  *a  Metaphysic  one. 
Poems  and  Metaphysics  (say  you, ,  with  your  spectacles  on)  are 
ineonsirtent  thiiigs.  A  met»phyi»i«al  po^^m  is  «  contradiction  in 
terms.  It  is  trae,  but  I  will  go  on.  it  is  Latin  too  to  increase 
the  absurdity.  It  will,  I  suppose,  put  you  in  mind  of  the  man 
who  wrote  a  treatise  of  Canon  Law  in  Hexameters.  Pray  lielp 
me  to  the  description  of  a  mist  mode,  and  a  little  Episode  about 
Space. ' 


Mr.  Walpole  and  Mr.  Gray  set  out  from  Florence  at  the 
time  specified  in  the  foregoing  Letter.  When  Mr.  Gray  left 
Venice,  which  he  did  the  middle  of  July  following,  he  returned 
home  through  Padua,  Vercma,  Milan,  Turin,  and  Lyons.  From 
all  which  places  he  writ  either  to  his  Father  or  Mother  with 
great  punctuality :  but  merely  to  inform  them  of  his  health  and 
safety ;  about  which  (as  might  be  expected)  they  were  now 
very  anxious,  as  he  travelled  with  only  a  *  Laquais  de  Voyage.' 
These  letters  do  not  even  mention  that  he  went  out  of  his 
way  to  make  a  second  visit  to  the   Grande    Chartreuse,  -f*  and 


*  The  beginninip  of  the  first  book  of  a  didactic  Poem,  *^  De  PriDcipiis  Cogitandf 
The  fragment  which  be  now  sent  contained  the  first  58  lines. — Ma$on. 

t'He  was  at  Turin  the  15th  of  August,  and  bej^n  to  cross  the  Alps  the  next 
day.  On  the  25th  he  reached  Lyons ;  therefore  it  must  have  been  between  these 
two  dates  that  he  made  this  visit. — Mason. 
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there  wrote  in  the  Album  of  the  Fathers  the  following  Alcaic  * 
Ode^  with  which  I  conclude  this  Section. — Mason. 


^  We  saw  in  the  8th  and  11th  letters  how  much  Mr.  Gray  was  struck  with 
the  awful  scenery  which  surrounds  the  Chartreuse,  at  a  time  his  mind  must  have 
been  in  a  far  more  tranquil  state  than  when  he  wrote  this  excellent  Ode  It  is 
marked,  I  think,  with  all  the  finest  touches  of  his  melancholy  Muse,  and  lows 
witli  such  an  originality  of  expression,  that  one  can  hardly  lament  he  did  not 
honour  his  own  language  by  making  it  the  Tehicle  of  this  noble  imagery  and 
pathetic  sentiment. — Mason, 

*^*  It  may  perhaps  be  necessary  to  obserTe  that  all  the  Poems  mentioned  as  in- 
closed in  these  Letters  may  be  found  in  the  Fnrst  Volumt  of  this  Work,  in  the  order 
in  which  they  occurred  here. — Ed. 


£NJ>  OF  TUK  SnSCOKD  SBCT^ON* 


SECTION  THE  THIRD, 


y 


LETTER  I.* 


M«-   WEST   TO   M*^  GRAY. 

■ 

I  WRITE  to  mak^  you  write,  for  I  have  not  much 
to  tell  yoii.  I  have  recovered  no  spirits  as  yet;  but,  as  I  am 
not  displeased  with  my  company,  I  sit  purriAg  by  the  fire-side, 
in  my  arm-chair,  with  no  smaU  satis&ction.  I  read  too  sometimes 
and  have  begun  Tacitus,  but  have  not  yet  read  enough  to  judge 
of  him;  only  his  Pannonian  sedition  in  the  first  book  of  his 
annals,  which  is  just  as  far  as  I  have  got,  seemed  to  me  a 
little  tedious.  I  have  no  more  to  say,  but  to  desire  you  vriH 
write  letters  of  a  handsome  length,  and  always  answer  me 
within  a  reasonable  space  of  time,  which  I  leave  to  your  dis- 
cretion. 

PcpBs,  March  28,  1742. 

P.  S.  The  new  Dunciad !   qu'en  pensez  vous  ? 


■"*■■'■■         *■■         *   ■'*    ^'m  i^^mmmm^mmm^^^i^^^^mmmmmm'mfmm 


*  This  letter  is  inserted  as  introductory  only  to  tbe  answer  which  followf.^- JfcMon. 
VOL.  11.  R 
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LETTER  11. 


.    »!«•   GRAY  TO  M«-  WEST. 

4 

s 

I  TRUST  to  the  country,  and  that  easy  indolence  you 
say  you  enjoy  there,  to  restore  you  your  health  and  spirits; 
and  doubt  not  but,  when  the  sun  grows  warm  enough  to 
tempt  you  from  your  fire-side,  you  will  (like  all  other  things) 
be  the  better  for  his  influence.  He  is  my  old  friend,  and  an 
excellent  nurse,  I  assure  you.  Had  it  not  been  for  him,  life 
bad  often  been  to  me  intolerable.  Pray  do  not  imagine  that 
Tacitus,  of  all  authors  in  the  world,  can  be  tedious.  An  an- 
nalist, you  know,  is  by  no  means  ma^er  of  his  subject;  and 
I  think  one  may  venture  to  say,  that  if  those  Pannonian  affairs 
are  tedious  in  his  hands,  in  another's  they  would  have  been 
insupportable.  However,  fear  not,  they  will  soon  be  over,  ani! 
he  will  make  ample  amends.  A  man,  who  could  join  the  bril- 
liant of  wit  and  concise  sententiousness  peculiar  to  that  age» 
with  the  truth  and  gravity  of  better  times,  and  the  deep  re- 
flection and  good  sense  of  the  best  modems,  cannot  choose  but 
have  something  to  strike  you.  Yet  what  I  admire  in  him  above 
alt  this^  is  his  detestation  of  tyranny,  and  the  high  spirit  of 
liberty  that  every  now  and  then  breaks  out,  as  it  were, 
whether  he  would  or  no.  1  remember  a  sentence  in  his  Agri- 
cola  that  (concise  as  it  is)  I  always  admired  for  saying  much  in 
a  little  compass.  He  speaks  of  Domitian,  who  upon  seeing  the 
last  will  of  that  General,  where  he  had  made  him  Coheir  with 
his  Wife  and  Daughter,  «'  Satis  constabat  Isetatum  eum,  vclut 
"  honore,  judicioque :  tam  ca&ca  &  corrupta  mens  assiduis  adu- 
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'^  lationibus  erat,  ut  nesciret  a  bono  patre  non  scribi  hseredem, 

'^  nisi  malum  principem/* 

* 

As  to  the  Dimciad,  ,  it  is  greatly  admired :  The  Genii  of 
Operas  and  Schools,  with  their  attendants,  the  pleas  of  the 
Virtuosos  and  Florists,  and  the  yawn  of  dullness  in  the  end,  are 
as  fine  as  any  thing  he  has  written.  The  Metaphysicians'  part 
is  to  me  the  worst ;  and  here  and  there  a  few  ill-expressed  lines, 
and  some  hardly  intelligible. 

I  take  the  liberty  of  sending  you  a  long  speech  of  Agrippina; 
much  too  long,  but  I  could  be  glad  you  would  retrench  it. 
'  Aceronia,  you  may  remember,  had  been  giving  quiet  counsels. 
I  fancy,  if  it  ever  be  finished,  it  will  be  in  the  nature  of  Nat. 
Lee's  Bedlam  Tragedy,  which  had  twenty-five  act?,  and  some 
odd  scenes. 


The  speech  herewith  sent  to  Mr.  West  was  the  concluding 
one  of  the  first  scene  of  Agrippina,  which  I  believe  was  begun  the 
preceding  winter.— 3/<iu<m, 


r2 


124 


LETTER  m. 


M»'  WEST   TO  M"'  QRAY. 

Pcpes^  April  4,    1742. 

I  own  in  general  I  think  Agrippina's  speech  toa 
Ibiig*;  but  how  to  retrench  it,  I  know  not:  But  I  Iwive  «ome- 
thing  else  to  say,  and  that  is  in  relation  to  the  style,  Which 
appears  to  me  too  antiquated.  Racine  was  of  another  <^inion ; 
he  no  where  gives  you  the  phrases  of  Ronsard:  His  language 
i»  the  language  (^  the  times,  and  that  of  the  purest  scMt;  no 
that  his  French  is  reckoned  a  standard.  I  will  not  decide 
what  style  is  fit  for. our  English  stage;  but  I  should  rather 
choose  one  that  b(Mfdered  upon  Cato,  than  upon  Shakespeaiu 
One  may  imitate  (if  one  can)  Shakespear's  manner,  his  sur- 
prizing stroke!^  of  true  nature^  his  expr^ve  force  in  painting 
characters,  and  all  his  other  beauties;  preserviug  lit  the  same 
time  our  own  language.  Were  Shakespear  alive  now,  he  would 
write  a  different  style  from  what  he  did.  These  are  my  senti- 
ments upon  these  matters:  Perhaps  I  am  wrong,  for  I  am 
neither  a  Tarpa,  nor  am  I  quite  an  Aristarchus.  You  see  I 
write  freely  both  of  you  and  Shakespear;  but  it  is  as  good 
as  ^writing  not  freely,  where  you  know  it  is  acceptable. 


*  The  Editor  has  obyiated  this  objection,  not  by  retrenching,  but  by  putting  part 
of  it  into  the  mouth  of  Aceronia,  and  by  breaking  it  in  a  few  other  places.  Ori« 
ginally  it  was  one  continued  speech  firom  the  line  *^  Thus  CTer  graTe  and  undis* 
^*  turbed  Reflection**  to  the  end  of  the  scene ;  which  was  undoubtedly  too  long  for 
the  lungs  of  any  Actress. — Ma$on. 


\ 
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I  bave  been  tormented  within  this  week  with  a  most  violent 
cough;  for  when  once  it  sets  up  its  note,  it  will  go  on,  cough 
after  cough,  shaking  and  tearing  me  for  half  an  hour  together; 
and  then  it  leaves  me  in  a  great  sweat,  as  much  fatigued  as 
if  I  had  been  labouring  at  the  plough.  All  this  description  of 
my  cough  in  prose,  is  only  to  introduce  another  description  of 
it  in  verse,  perhaps  not  worth  your  perusal ;  but  it  is  very  short, 
and  besides  has  this  remarkable  in  it,  that  it  was  the  produc- 
tion of  four  o'clock  in  the  morning,  while  I  lay  in  my  bed 
tossing  and  coughing,  .and'  all  unable  to  sleep* 

Ante  omnea  morbos  importumssima  tussis, 
Qu&  dararA  dfttur,  traxltque  snb  ilia  tirM. 
Dura  eteoHtt  Ttftana  iaio  sub  peetore  reg^a, 
Ferpetuo  exereet  teii«rflH  luctaiDitie  oo9ta% 
Oraque  distorquet,  vocemqcie  immutat  anhelam: 
Nee  cessare  locus :  sed  sevo  ooncita  motu 
MoUe  domat  latus,  &  corpus  labor  omoe  fafigat: 
Uiida  iDolMta  dm,  Mctett^pi^  lufioneiftia  tutbaiit. 
Nee  tta,  si  meeiiai  Comes  bie  jneoodus  adesMS, 
Verba  juvure  queaut^  aot  buuc  lonire  dolofem 
Sufficiant  tua  tox  dolcis,  nee  Tultus  amatus. 

Do  not  mistake  me,  I  do  not  condemfn  Tacitmt  I  was  th^ 
inclined  to  find  him  tedious:  The  German  sedition  sufficiently 
made  op  for  k;  and  the  speech  of  Gelttmnicus,  by  which  he 
reclaims  hii  soldiers,  is  quite  masterly.  Your  New  Dunciad  I 
hcfft  no  ittmoeptioA  cC  I  shall  be  too  late  for  <mt  dinner  if 
I  wtittg  ftfty  ^6te. 

Yours. 


V 

t 
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LETTER    IV. 


M«-  GRAY    TO    M*    WEST. 

Landotif  Aprils  Thunday. 

YOU  are  the  first  who  ever  made  a  Muse  of  a  Cough ; 
to  me  it  seems  a  much  more  easy  task  to  versify  in  one's  sleep, 
(that  indeed  you  were  of  old  &mous  for*)  than  for  want  of  it. 
Not  the  wakeful  nightingale  (when  shcf  had  a  cough)  ever  sung 
so  sweetly.  I  give  you  thanks  for  your  warble,  and  wish  you 
could  sing  yourself  to  rest.  These  wicked  remains  of  your  ill- 
ness will  sure  give  way  to  warm  weather  and  gentle  exercise; 
which  I  hope  you  will  not  omit  as  the  seasoa  advances.  What- 
ever low  spirits  and  indolence,  the  effect  of  them,  may  advise 
to  the  contrary,  I  pray  you  add  five  steps  to  your  walk  daily 
for  my  sake ;  by  the  help  of  which,  in  a  month's  time,  I  pro- 
pose to  set  you  on  horseback.         * 

I  talked  of  the  Dunciad  as  concluding  you  had  seen  it;  if 
you  have  not,  do  you  choose  I  should  get  and  send  it  you? 
I  have  myself,  upon  your  recommendation,  been  reading  Joseph 
Andrews.  The  incidents  are  ill  laid  and  without  invention;  but 
the  characters  have  a  great  deal  of  nature,  which  always  pleases 
even  in  her  lowest  shapes.  Parson  Adams  is  perfectly  well; 
so  is  Mrs.  Slipslop,  and  the  story  of  Wilson;  and  through- 
out he    shews  himself  well   read    in    Stage-Coaches,    Country 


^  I  suppose  at  Etim  School. — Ma$an. 
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Squiresi  Innsip  and  Itins  ,of  Court.  His  refledipiis  ttpott  high 
{people  and  low  people,  and  misses  and  masters, .  are  very 
good*  However  the  exaltedness  of  some  minds  (or  rather  as  I 
shrewdly  suspect  their  insipidity  and  want  of  feeling  or  obser^ 
v^on)  may  make  them  insensible  to  these  light  things,  (I  mean 
such  as  characterize  and  paint  nature)  yet  surely ,  they  are  as 
weighty  and  much  more  useful  than  your  grave  discourses 
upon  the  mind*,  the  passions,  and  what  not.  Now  as  the  pa- 
radisaical pleasures^-  of  the  Mahometans  consist  in  playing  upon 
the  flute  and  lying  with  Houris,  be  mine  to  read  eternal  new 
romances  of  Marivaux  and  Crebillon. 

You  are  very  good  in  giving  yourself  the  trouble  to  read 
and  find  foult  with  my  long  hai^ngues.  Your  freedom  (as  you 
call  it)  has  so  little*  need  of  apologies^  that  1  should  scaice 
excuse  your  treating  me  any  otherwise;  which,  whatever  com- 
pliment it  might  foe  to  my  vanity,  would  be  making  a  very 
ill  one  to  my  understanding.  As  to  matter  of  stile,  I  have 
this  to  say:   Hie  language  of  the  age^  is  never  the  language 


^  He  seems  here  to  glance  at  Hutcfaeson,  the  disciple  of  Shaftsbary:  of 
^bom  he  bad  not  a  muoh  better  opinion,  than  of  his  master. — Mamm. 

t  Whimsically  put. — But  what  shall  we  say  of  the  present  taste  of  the  French » 
when  a  writer  whom  Mr.  Gray  so  justly  esteemed  as  M.  Marivaux  is  now  held 
in  such  contempt,  that  Marhauder  is  a  fashionable  phrase  amongst  them,  and 
signifies  neither  more  nor  less,  than  our  own  fiuBhionable  phrase  of  proringf  As 
to  Crebillon,  Hwas  his  ''  Egaremens  du  Cceur  &  de  TEsprit'*  that  our  author 
chiefly  esteemed ;  he  had  not,  I  believe,  at  this  time  published  his  more  licentious 
pieces. — Jiaton,  See  West's  Letter  to  Walpole  od  Crebillon. — Wal|»ole*s  Works, 
VoL  IV.  p.  240.  ''  Chrebillon  b  entirely  out  of  fashion,  and  Marivaux  a  Proverl^. 
■Marivaudery  and  Marivaudage  are  established  terms  for  being  prolix  aud  tiresome.** 
Walpole's  Letters,  Vol.  V.  p.  858.  When  Mr.  Walpole  was  at  Paris,  he  associated 
much  with  the  younger  Crebillon,  the  Author  of  these  Pieces,  and  Buflbn. — Ed. 
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of  poetiy ;  except  among  the  Frenob^  whose  venie^  where  the 
thought  or  image  does  not  support  iu  differs  in  nothing  irom 
jprose.  Our  poetry*  on  ttie  contrary,  has  a  language  peculiar 
to  itself;  to  which  almost  every  one,  that  has  written,  has 
added  something  by  enriching  it  with  foreign  idioms  and  de- 
rivatwes:  Nay  sometimes  words  of  their  own  compositioQ  or 
invention.  Shakespear  and  Milton  have  been  great  creatorsi 
this  way;  and  no  one  more  licentious  than  Pc^e  or  Dryden, 
who  perpetually  borrow  expressions  finom  the  former.  L^  me 
give  you  some  instances  from  Dryden,  whom  every  body  reckons 

a  great  master  of  our  poetical  tongue. Full  of  museful  mope- 

ings — ^unlike  the  tnm  of  love — 3,  pleasant  beverage^--^  loundelay 
of  love — stood  silent  in  his  mood — with  knots  and  knares  de- 
formed— ^his  ireful  mood — in  proud  arrai/ — ^his  boon  was  granted 
— ^and  disarray  and  shameful  rout — wayward  but  ym/t—furbistted 
for  the  field — the  foiled  dodderd  oaks — disherited — stfiouldring 
flames — retckless  of  laws-^-cron^5  old   and  ugly — ^the    beldam    at 

his    side — the   grandam^hag — viilamxe    his  father's    fame. But 

they  are  infinite:  And  our  language  not  being  a  settled  thing 
(like  the.  French)  has.  an  undoubted  right  to  words  of  an  hun- 
dred years  old^  (Hrovided  antiquity  have  not  rendered  them  un- 
intelligiUe.  In  truth,  Shakespear's  language  is  one  of  his  prin- 
cipal beOiUties;  and  he  has  no  less  advantage  over  your  Ad- 
disons  and  Rowes  in  tbis»  than  in  those  other  great  excellences 
you  mentioa.  Every  word  in  him  is  a  picture.  Pray  put  me 
the  following  Hoes  into  the  tongue  of  our  modern  Dramatics ; 

Bat  I,  that  am  not  shaped  for  sportiTe  tricks, 
Nor  made  to  court  an  amorous  looking-glass: 


to  preaeTKO  our  poetry  from  falling  into  insipidity,  than  pursuing  the  rules  here 
laid  down  for  supporting  the  diction  of  it;  particularly  with  respect  to  the 
Drama. — Mmmm^ 
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I,  that  am  ruddy  stampt,  and  want  lote^  majesty 
To  Btrut  before  a  wanton  ambling  nymph: 
I,  that  am  cnrtaird  of  this  fair  proportion, 
Cheated  of  feature  by  dissembling  nature, 
Deform'd,  unfinished,  sent  before  my  time 
Into  this  breathing  world,  scarce  half  made  up-— 

And  what  follows.  To  me  they  appear  untranslatable;  and  if 
this  be  the  case,  our  language  is  greatly  degenerated.  How- 
ever, the  affectation  of  imitating  Shakespear  may  doubtless  be 
carried  too  far;    and  is  no  sort  of  excuse  for  sentiments  ill- 

*  • 

suited,  or  speeches  ill-timed,  which  I  believe  is  a  little  the  case 
with  me.  I  guess  the  most  faulty  expressions  may  be  these — 
silken  son  of  dalliance — drowsier  pretensions — wrinkled  beldams — 
arched  the  hearer's  brow  and  riveted  his  eyes  in  fearful  extasie. 
These  are  easily  altered  or  omitted :  and  indeed  if  the  thoughts 
be  wrong  or  superfluous,  there  is  nothing  easier  than  to  leave 
out  the  whole.  The  first  ten  or  twelve  lines  are,  I  believei 
the  best* ;  and  as  for  the  rest,  I  was  betrayed  into  a  good 
deal  of  it  by  Tacitus;  only  what  he  has  said  in  five  words^ 
I  imagine  I  have  said  in  fifty  lines.  Such  is  the  misfortune  of 
imitating  the  inimitable.  Now,  if  you  are  of  my  opinion,  una 
litura  may  do  the  business  better  than  a  dozen;  and  you  need 
not  fear  unravelling  my  web.  I  am  a  sort  of  spider ;  and  have 
little  else  to  do  but  spin  it  over  again,  or  creep  to  some  other 
place  and  spin  there.  Alas!  for  one  who  has  nothing  to  do 
but  amuse  himself,  I  believe  my  amusements  are  as  little 
amusing  as  most  folks.  But  no  matter;  it  makes  the  hours 
pass;  and  is  better  than  h  i^MK^UKM  ii^wU -xmu^imuu 

Adieii. 


■•■MaBa«l.i^H«« 


*  The  lines  which  he  means  here  are  from — thus  ever  grave  and  undisturbed 
re/lectian — to  RubeUiu$  lives.  For  the  part  of  the  scene,  which  he  sent  in  his 
fermer  letter,  began  there.— ilfatoit. 
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LETTER  V. 


»P-   WEST    TO   M»-    GRAY. 

TO  begin  wWi  the  conclusion  of  your  letter,  whictt 
is  Greek,  I  desire  that  you  will  quarrel  no  more  with  your 
manner  of  passing  your  time.  In  my  opinion  it  is  irreproach- 
able, especially  as  it  produces  such  excellent  fruit;  and  if  I> 
like  a  saucy  bird,  mus*  be  pecking  at  it,  you  ought  to  consider 
that  it  is  because  I  like  it.  No  una  litura  I  beg  you,  no  up.-^ 
ravelling  of  your  web,  dear  Sir  t  only  pursue  it  a  little  further, 
and  then  one  shall  be  able  to  judge  of  it  a  Iktle  better.  You 
know  the  crisis  of  a  play  is  in  the  first  act ;  its  damnation  or 
srivation  wholly  rests  there.  But  till  that  first  act  is  over,  every 
body  suspends  his  vote;  so  how  do  you  think  I  can  form,  as 
yet,  any  just  idea  of  the  speeches  in  regard  to  their  length 
or  shortness  f  The  connection  and  symmetry  of  such  littJe  parts 
with  one  another  must  naturally  escape  me,  as  not  having  the 
plan  ot  the  whole  in  my  head ;  neither  can  I  decide  about  the 
Aiou^hts  whdher  they  are  wrong  or  superfluous;  they  may 
have  some  future  tendency  which  I  perceive  not.  The  style 
only  was  fi-ee  to  me,  and  there  I  find  we  are  pretty  piuch  of 
ftie  same  sentiment:  for  you  say  the  affectation  of  imitating 
Shakespear  may  doubdess  be  carried  to  i^;  I  say  as  much  and 
no  more.  For  old  words  we  know  are  old  gold,  provided  they 
are  well  chosen.  Whatever  Ennius  was,  I  do  not  consider 
Shaktspear  as  a  dunghill  in  the  least:  On  the  contrary,  he  is 
a  mine  of  ancient  ore,  where  a!I  our  great  modern  poets  have 
ifound  their  advantage.    I  do  not  know  how  it  is;  but  hi$  dd 
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«i^!essian8^  ionra  mere  energy  in  them  Uuui  owtt,  and  are 
evmt  mofe  adapted  to  poetry;  certainly,  where  they  are  judi* 
ciously  and  flpningly  inserted,  they  add  a  certain  grace  to  the 
composition;  in  die  same  manner  at  Poimn  gave  a  beauty  to 
his  pictures  by  his  knowledge  in  the  antient  proportions :  But 
should  he^  w  any  other  painter,  carry  the  imitation  too  for,  and 
neglect  that  best  of  models  Nature,  I  am  a&aid  it  would  prore 
a  Tery'fiat  perforraancei  To  finish  this  IcHig  criticism:  I  have 
this  farther  notion  about  old  words  revived,  (is  not  this  a  pretty 
way  of  finishfing  i^  I  think  diem  of  excellent  use  in  tales ;  they 
add  a  certain  drdlery  to  the  comic,  and  a  romantic  gravity  to 
the  serious,  which  are  both  charming  in  their  kind;  and  this 
way  of  charming  Dryden  understood  very  well.  One  need  only 
read  Milton  to  acknowledge  the  dignity  they  give  the  Epic. 
But  now  comes  my  opinion  that  they  ought  to  be  used  in 
Tragedy  more  sparingly,  than  in  most  kinds  of  poetry.  Tragedy 
is  designed  for  public  representation,  and  what  is  designed 
for  that  should  be  certainly  most  intelligible.  I  believe  half  the 
audience  that  come  to  Chakespear'il  pliy  do  not  understand 
the  half  of  what  they  hear. — But  finissons  enfin. — ^Yet  one 
word  more. — ^You  think  the  ten  or  twelve  &st  lines  the  best, 
how  I  am  for  the  fourteen  lastf ;  add,  that  they  contain  not  one 
word  of  antienlry. 

^  Slmkespeaft^v  mttgj  does  not  artoe  to  itradi   fitnn    Atse   iAA   CTprawitwis,^ 
(most  oi  wliieii  ftett  not  MA  im  hk  iiMe)  bat  frdm  hb  avifickl  nsHa^ament  tf 
iktm.    This  artiaee  In  the  great  Poet  i*  deveWfied  with  OHicb  exsctMee  ky  Dr. 
Hard  io  bis  excellent  note  on  this  passage  in  Horace^s  Ep.  ad  Pisonea. 

^*  Dixeris  egregie,  notam  si  callida  Terbom 
StAftdttil  jMMtofs  n^vm.** 
See  HurdTe  Horace^  FdL  1^  J9dW.  Mh^  p^  4A-^jraiM. 

t  Ha  ItMMis  ibe  eitteloaiaa  of  ibe  Jbst  MeBe.-*-Biit  hfom  aftd  thimghaMt  bis 
crtticism  on  old  words,  he  ia  aol  aa  iMstisteat  aa  hia  tfimsspSBdaa^;  far  bskera 
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I  rejoice  you  found  amusement  in  Joseph  Andrews.  But  then 
I  think  your  conceptions  of  Paradise  a  little  upon  the  BerganCi 
lies  Lettres  du  Seraphim  R.  i^  Madame  la  Cherubinesse  de  Q. 
What  a  piece  of  extravagance  would  there  be! 

And  now  you  must  know  that  my  body  continues  weak  andj 
enervate.  And  for  my  animal  spirits  they  are  in  perpetual  fluc- 
tuation: Some  whole  days  I  have  no  relish,  no  attention  for 
any  thing;  at  other  times  I  revive,  and  am  capable  of  writing 
a  long  letter,  as  you  see;  and  though  I  do  not  write  speeches^ 
yet  I  translate  them.  When  you  understand  what  speech,  you 
wiU  own  that  it  is  a  bold  and  perhc^  a  dull  attempt.  In 
three  words,  it  is  prose,  it  is  from  Tacitus^  it  is  of  Germanicus. 
Peruse,  perpend,  pronounce*. 


LETTER  VI. 

M«-  GRAY  TO  M*-  WEST. 

London  f  April,  1742. 

m  *     "  • 

\ 

I  should  not  have  failed  to  answer  your  Letter  im* 
mediately,  but  I  went  out  of  town  for  a  little  while,  which  hindered 
me.  Its  length  (besides  the  pleasure  naturally  accompanying  a 
long  letter  from  you)  affords  me  a  new  one,  when  I  think  it 


* 

insiflts  that  all  antientry  should  be  atni«k  out^  and  in  a  former  passage  he  ad- 
*iBtts  H  may  be  used  ^afiBgly.<-^Jf oaon. 

^  This  speech  1  omit  to  prmt,  as  I  hare  generally  avdded   to   puUisb  mere 
traoslations  either  of  ,Mr«  Gray  or  his  fskxA^-^Staton. 
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4 

is  a  symptom  of  the  recovery  of  your  health,  and  flatter  myself 
that  your  bodily  strength  returns  in  proportion.  Pray  do  not 
forget  to  mention  the  progress  you  make  continually.  As  to 
Agrippina,  I  begin  to  be  of  your  opinion;  and  find  myself  (as 
women  are  of  their  children)  less  enamoured  of  my  productions 
the  older  they  grow.  *  She  is  laid  up  to  sleep  till  next  summer; 
so  bid  her  good  night.  I  think  you  have  translated  Tacitus 
very  justly,  that  is,  freely ;  and  accommodated  his  thoughts  to 
the  turn  and  genius  of  our  language;  which,  though  I  commend 
your  judgment,  is  no  commendation  of  the  English  tongue,  which 
is  too  difiuse,  and  daily  grows  more  and  more .  enervate.  One 
shall  never  be  more  sensible  of  this,  than  in .  turning  an  Author 
like  Tacitus.  I  have  been  trying  it  in  some  parts  of  Thucydides 
(who  has  a  little  resemblance  of  him  in  his  conciseness)  and 
endeavoured  to  do  it  closely,  but  found  it  produced  mere  non- 
sense. If  you  have  any  inclination  to  see  what  figure  Tacitus 
makes  in  Italian,  I  have  a  Tuscan  translation  of  Davanzati, 
much  esteemed  in  Italy;  and  will  send  you  the  same  speech, 
yoii  sent  me ; .  that  is,  if  you  care  for  it.  In  the  mean  timsi 
accept  of -|^  Propertius.  *  ♦  * 

*  He  Beyer  after  awakeoed  her ;  ]  and .  I  believe  this  was  occasioned  by  the. 
strictures  which  his  friend  had  made  on  bis  dramatic  style ;  which  (tliough  he  did 
not  think  them  well  founded,  as  they  certainly  were  net)  had  an  eSect  which 
Mr.  West,  we  may  believe,  did  not  intend  them  to  have.  I  remember  some  years 
after  I  was  also  the  innocent  cause  of  his  delaying  to  finish  his  fine  ode  on  the 
Progress  of  Poetry.  I  told  him,  on  reading  the  part  be  shewed  me,  tliat  *^  though 
<'  I  admired  it  greatly,  and  thought  that  it  breathed  the  very  spu-it  of  Pindar^ 
*^  yet  I  suspected  it  would  by  no  means  hit  the  public  taste."  Finding  afterwards 
that  he  did  not  proceed  in  finishing  it,  I  often  expostulated  with  him  on  the 
subject;  but  he  always  replied,  ^'No,  you  have  thrown  cold  water  upon  it."  I 
mention  this  little  anecdote,  to  shew  how  much  the  opinion  of  a  friend,  even 
when  it  did  not  convince  bis  judgment,  affected  his  inclination. — Mason, 

t  A  translation  of  the  first  elegy  of  the  second  book  in  English  rhyme ;  omitted  for 
the  reason  given  in  the  last  note  but  one. — Mason.  It  is  published  in  the  Edition 
of  Mr.  Matthias.    Vol.  II.  p.  VI.— Ed. 
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LETTER  Vlt. 


M»  WEST   TO   M»-  CHIAY. 

Pcpe$,  May  6,  1742. 

WITHOUT  any  yateb^ce,  I  come  to  your  rents,  which 
I  read  over  and  over  with  excessive  pleaMre,  and  whkh  are  at 
least  as  good  as  Propertius.  I  am  only  sony  you  follow  the 
bUinders  of  Broukhusius,  all  whose  insertions  are  nonsense.  I 
have  some  otgections  to  yoor  antiquated  words,  and  am  also 
an  enemy  to  Alexandruies;  at  least  I  do  not  like  them  in  Elegy. 
But  after  all,  I  admire  your  translation  so  extremely,  tiiat  I 
cannot  help  repeating  I  long  to  shew  you  son^  little  errors  you 
are  M^i  into  by  following  Broukhosius*.  *  ^  Were  I  with  you 
now,  and  Propertius  with  your  verses  lay  upon  the  table  between 
usy  I  eould  discuss  this  point  in  a  moment ;  but  there  is  nothing 
so  tiresome  as  spinming  out  a  criticism  in  a  letter;  doubts  arise, 
and  explanations  follow,  till  there  swells  out  at  least  a  volume 
of  undigested  observations :  and  all  because  you  are  not  with 
him  whom  you  want  to  convince.  Read  only  the  Letters  be* 
tween  Pope  and  Cromwell  in  proof  of  this ;  they  dispute  without 
end.  Are  you  aware  now  that  I  have  an  interest  all  this  white  in 
banishing  Criticism  from  our  correspondence?  Indeed  I  have; 
for  I  am  going  to  write  down  a  little  Ode  (if  it  deserves  the 


*  I  hare  omitted  here  a  paragraph  or  two,  in  which  different  lines  of  the  Elegy 
were  qaoted,  Becaode  I  had  prevfotiily  MdCted  the  trumlfttfoH  of  Jt.—Ma9dn. 
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name)  for  your  perusal,  which  I  am  afraid  will  hardly  stand 
that  test  Nevertheless  I  leave  you  at  your  full  liberty;  so 
here  it  follows. 


ODE. 

Dear  Oray^  that  always  in  fay  bekri  '■' 
PoBseasest  far  the  better  part^ 
WJiat  mean  these  sudden  blasts  that  rise 
And  drive  yie  Zephyrs  from  the  skies? 
O  join  with  mine  thy  tuneCiil  lay. 
And  invocate  the  tardy  May. 

Come^  {aircst  Nymph^  r^fsome  iiy  rdgtt! 
Bring  all  the  Graces  In  thy  train! 
With  balmy  breath  and  flowery  tread. 
Rise  from  thy  soft  ambrosial  bed ; 
"Where,  in  elysian  dnmber  bound, 
BBbow*ring  myrtles  vA  thee  vomtd. 

Awake,  in  all  thy  glories  drest, 
Recal  the  Zephyrs  from  the  west ; 
Reatess  the  snn,  wri^e  Hie  Aies, 
At  mine,  and  Nntnit'n  etdl,  nirise ! 
Great  Nature'*  self  upbraids  thy  stay^^ 
And  misses  her  accustomM  May* 

See!  an  her  werim  demand  thy  aid; 
The  labours  of  Fonona  fade: 
A  plaint  is  heard  firom  eVry  tree; 
Each  budding  flowVet  calb  for  thee ; 
The  WMb  fin^t  le  loTe  and  sing; 
With  sierms  flonn,  llie  toesis  ring. 

Come  then,  with  Pleasure  at  thy  side, 
Dffliise  thy  yemai  ^Irit  wide; 
Cr^ats^.  wherever  thou  tnm^tft  thj  .eye. 
Peace,  Plenty,  Loto,  and  Harmony; 
Tin  ev^ry  being  share  its  part. 
Ami  HeaVn  mmt  Baith  te  glad  et  Iteart 
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LETTER  VIII. 


M"-   GRAY    TO   M»-   WEST. 

Jjomdony  Mag  8, 1742. 

1  REJOICE  to  see  you  putting  up  your  prayers  to 
the  May :  She  cannot  choose  but  come  at  such  a  call.  It  is 
as  Hght  and  genteel  as  herself.  You  bid  me  find  feult;  I  am 
afraid  I  cannot ;  however  I  will  try.  The  first  stanza  (if  what 
you  say  to  me  in  it  did  not  make  me  think  it  the  best)  I  should 
call  the  worst  of  the  five  (except  the  fourth  line).  The  two 
next  are  very  picturesque,  Miltonic,  and  musical;  her  bed  is 
so  soft  and  so  snug  that  I  long  to  li<e  with  her.  But  th^se 
two  lines,  "  Great  Nature*'  are  my  favourites.  The  exclamation 
of  the  flowers  is  a  little  step  too  far.  The  last  stanza  is  full  as 
good  as  the  second  and  third;  the  last  line  bold,  but  I  think 
not  too  bold.  Now,  as  to  myself  and  my  translation,  pray  do 
not  call  names.  I  never  saw  Broukhusius  in  my  life.  It  is 
Scaliger  who  attempted  to  range  Propertius  in  order;  who  was, 
and  still  is,  in  sad  condition*.  *  *  *  You  see,  by  what  I  sent 
you,  that  I  converse  as  usual,  with  none  but  the  dead :  They 
are  my  old  friends,  and  almost  make  me  long  to  be  with  them. 
You  will  not  wonder  therefore,  that  I,  who  live  only  in  times 
past,  am  able  to  tell  you  no  news  of  the  present.  I  have 
finished  the  PAoponnesian  war  much  to  my  honour,  and  a  tight 
conflict  it  was,   I  promise  you.     I  hai^e  drank  and  sung  with 


*  Here  some  criticism  od  the  Elegy  is  omitted  for  a  former  reason.— *ilfa«0R. 
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AtiacmHi  fyt  die  last  iforthight^  and  am  now  feeding  sheep  M^itti 
Hieocritas.  Besides,  to  quit  my  figare,  (because  it  is  feolieh) 
I  have  tun  over  Pliny's  'Epktles  and  Mkitial  U  ^rroefifFyH;  not  f^ 
mention  Petrarch,  -who,  fey  the  way,  is  someibtmes  very  tender 
and  natural.  I  must  needs  tell  you  three  Knes  in  Anacreon, 
where  the  expression  seems  to  me  inimitable.  He  is  descnbiag 
hair  as  he  would  have  it  painted* 

Guess^  too^  where  this  is  about  a  dimple. 

«       SigiUa  in  meslo  inpresst  Amorb  ^g^tub 
Vesti^o  demonsirant  moUitudineau 


LETTER  IX. 


W^  WEST   TO  M^-   ©RAY, 

Popes,  JMay  1 1  i  1743. 

YOUR  fragment  is  in  Aulus  Gellius;  and  both  it  and 
your  Greek  delicious.  But  why  are  you  thus  melancholy  ?  I  am 
so  sorry  for  it,  that  you  see  I  cannot  forbear  writing  again  the 
very  first  opportunity ;  though  I  have  little  to  say,  exc^t  to  ex- 
postulate with  you  about  it.  I  find  you  converse  much  with 
the  deadt  and  I  do  not  blame  you  for  that;  I  eonverse  with 
them  too,  though  not  indeed  with  the  Greek.  Bi^t  I  must 
condemn  you  for  your  longing  to  be  with  them.     What,  are 

VOL.  II.  T 
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there  no  joys  among  jLhe  living?  1  could  almost  cry  out  with 
Catullus^    ''Alphene  immemor,  atque  unanimis  false  sodaUbus!" 
But  to  turn  an   accusation  thus   upon  another,  is  ung^iieroqs; 
so  I  will  take  nay  leave  of  you  for  the  present  with  a  ♦*  Val^* 
"  et  vive  paulisper  cum  vivis." 


LETTER   X. 


W^  GRAY    TO    M»-    WEST. 

Lofubn,  May  27^  1742. 

MINE,  you  are  to  know,  is  a  white  Melancholy,  or 
rather  Leucocholy  for  the  most  part ;  which  though  it  seldom 
laughs  or  dances,  nor  ever  amounts  to  what  one  calls  Joy  or 
Pleasure,  yet  is  a  good  easy  sort  of  a  state,  and  9a  ne  laisse 
que  de  s'amuser.  The 'only  fault  of  its  insipidity;  which  is  apt 
now  and  then  to  give  a  sort  of  Ennui,  which  makes  one  form 
certain  little  wishes  that  signify  nothing.  But  there  is  another 
sort,  black  indeed,  which  I  have  now  and  then  felt,  that  has 
somewhat  in  it  like.  TertuUian's  rule  of  faith.  Credo  quia  im- 
possibile  est;  for  it  believes,  nay,  is  sure  of  every  thipg  that  is 
unlikely,  so  it  be  but  firightful ;  and  on  the  other  hand,  excludes 
and  shuts  its  eyes  to  the  most  possible  hopes,  and  every  thing  that  is 
pleasurable  ;  from  this  the  Lord  deliver  us !  for  none  but  he 
and  sunshiny  leather  can  do  it.  *  In  hopes  of  enjoying  this  kind 
pf  weather,  I  am  going  into  the  country  for  a  few  weeks,  but 
shall  be  never  the  nearer  anj'^  society;  so,  if  you  have  any 
charity,  ybu  will  continue  to  write.  My  life  is  like  Harry  the 
Fourth's   supper  of  Hens,      ^'Poulets  a  la  broche,   Poulets  eii 
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*•  Ragdut,  Poulets  en  Hftchis,  Poulets  en  Fri<*d^/'  Reading 
here,  Reading  there;  nothing  but  books  with  different  sauces. 
Do  not  let  me  lose  my  desert  then ;  for  though  that  be  Reading 
too,  yet  it  has  a  very  different  flavour.  The  May  seems  to  be 
come  since  your  invitation ;  and  I  propose  to  bask  in  her  beams 
and  dress  me  in  her  roses. 

ft 

Et  Caput  io  yetnk  semper  habere  roefc.* 

I  shall  see  Mr.  ♦  *  and  his  Wife,  nay,  and  his  Child  too, 
for  he  has  got  a  Boy.  Is  it  not  odd  to  consider  one's  Co- 
temporaries  in  the  grave  light  of  Hjusband  and  Father  ?  There 
is  my  Lords*  ♦  and  ♦  ♦  ♦,  they  are  Statesmen :  Do  not  you 
remember  them  dirty  boys  playing  at  cricket?  As  for  me,  I 
am  never  a  bit  the  older,  nor  the  bigger,  nor  the  wiser  than 
I  was  then :  No,  not  for  having  been  beyond  sea.  Pray  how 
are  you  ?  ' 

I  send  you  an  inscription  for  a  wood  joining  to  a  park  of 
mine;  (it  is  on  the  confines  of  Mount  Cithoeron,  on  the  left 
hand  as  you  go  to  Thebes)  you  know  I  am  no  friend  to  hunters, 
and  hate  to  be  disturbed  by  their  noise. -f- 

*«^  *  *  *  *  *  t 

Here  follows  also  the  beginning  of  an. Heroic  Epistle;  but 
you  must  give  me  leave  to  tell  my  own  story  first,  because 
Historians  differ.     Massinissa  was  the  son  of  Gala  King  of  the  Mas- 


*  Propert.  iii.  3.  44. 

t  In  the  12th  Letter  of  the  first  Section,  Mr.  Gray  says  of  his  friend's  trans- 
lation of  an  Epigram  of  Posidippus,  '^  Gnecam  illam  »fiXf^  roirificd  sapit."  The 
learned  reader,   I  imagine,  will  readily  giTe  this  tetrastic  the  same  character. — 

X  Here  followed  the  Greek  Epi^am,  printed  at  the  conclusion  of  the  first  Toluinei 

T  2 
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gyli;  and,  when  ineoy  young  at  the  head  of  Ym  j&thefs  army, 
gave  a  most  signul  overthrow  to  Sypha^,  K^ing  of  the  M<98»t 
sylians,  then  aa  ally  of  the  Romans*  3oon  after  Asdrubal,  son 
of  Gisgp  the  Carthaginian  General  gave  the  beautiful  Sophor 
nisba,  his  daughter,  in  marriage  to  the  youQg  prince.  But  thk} 
marriage  was  not  consummated  on  account  of  Massinissa'a  being 
obliged  to  hasten  into  Spain,  there  to  conunand  his  father's 
troops,  who  were  auxiliaries  of  the  Carthaginians.  Their  affairs 
at  this  time  began  to  be  in  a  bad  condition;  and  they  thought 
it  might  be  greatly  for  their  interest,  if  they  could  bring  over 
Syphax  to  themselves.  This  in  time  they  actujally  effect^; 
and  to  strengthen  their  new  alliance,  comnaanded  Asdrubal  to 
give  his  daughter  to  Syphax.  (It  is  probablei  t^eir  ingratitude 
to  Massinissa  arose  from  the  great  change  of  aifairsi  which  had 
happened  among  the  Massylians  during  his  absence;  for  his 
father  and  uncle  were  dead,  and  a  distant  relation  of  the  royal 
family  had  usurped  the  throne.)  Sophonisba  was  accordingly 
married  to  Syphax ;  and  Massinissa,  enraged  at  the  affiront^ 
became  a  friend  to  the  Romans.  They  drove  the  Carthaginians 
before  them  out  of  Spain,  and  carried  the  war  into  Africa^ 
defeated  Syphax,  and  took  him  prisoner;  upon  which  Cirtha 
(his  capital)  opened  her  gates  to  Laelius  and  Massinissa.  The 
rest  of  the  affair,  the  marriage,  and  the  sending  of  poison, 
every  body  knowa  Tins  is  partly  taken  from  livy,  and 
partly  from  Appian. 


THJS  END  OF  THE  THIRD  SECTION; 


SECTION  THE  FOURTH. 


LETTER   L 


M»-  GRAY    TO   M*-   WHARTON. 

My  Dear  Wharton, 

IT  is  a  long  time  since  I  ought  to  have  returned 
you  my  thanks  for  the  pleasure  of  your  letter,  I  should  say, 
the  prodigy  of  your  letter,  for  such  a  thing  has  not  happened 
ahove  twice  within  the  last  age  to  mortal  man,  and  no  one 
here  can  conceive  what  it  may  portend.  Mr.  TroUope,  I  sup- 
pose, has  told  you  how  I  was  employed  a  part  of  the  time ; 
how,  by  my  own  inde&tigable  application  for  these  ten  years 
past,  and  by  tlie  care  and  vigilance  of  that  worthy  Magistrate 
the  Man-in-Blew,*  (who,  Til  assure  you,  ha^  not  spared  his 
labour,  nor  could  have  done  more  for  his  own  son.)  I  am  got 
half  way  to  the   Top-f-  of  Jurisprudence,    and  bid    as    &ir    as 

II'  «  ■  '  '  '  ■  '  ■  !■''■.  '  I  I  ' 

*  Bervant  of  the  yice-Chancettor's  for  the  time  being,  usually  knomi  by  the 
name  of  Blue-coat,  whose  business  it  is  to  attend  Acts  for  DefjpreesL*- Jfaioii*  Ic 
may  perhai)s  hardly  be  necessary  to  say,  that  the  word  Slew  is  generally  so  spelt  in 
in  Mr.  Gray*s  manuscript  Letters.-— *£€?. 

t  i.  e.  Batchdor  of  Ctril  Law. — J!f<Mon. 
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another  body  to  open  a  case  of  impotency  with  all  decency 
and  circumspection ;  you  see  my  ambition :  I  do  not  doubt, 
but  some  thirty  years  hence  I  shall  convince  the  world,  and 
you,  that  I  am  a  very  pretty  young  fellow,  and  may  come  to 
shine  in  a  profession,  perhaps  the  noblest  in  the  world,  next  to 
man-midwifery.  As  for  yours ;  if  your  distemper  and  you  can 
but  agree  about  going  to  London,  I  may  reasonably  expect, 
in  a  much  shorter  time,  to  see  you  in  your  three-cornered  villa, 
doing  the  honours  of  a  well-furnished  table  with  as  much  dignity, 
as  rich  a  mien,  and  as  capacious  a  belly  as  Dr.  Mead.  Methinks 
I  see  Dr.  Askew  at  the  lower  end  of  it,  lost  in*  admiration  of 
your  goodly  person  and  parts,  cramming  down  his  envy  (for  it 
will  rise)  with  the  wing  of  a  pheasant,  and  drowning  it  in  neat 
Burgundy.  But  not  to  tempt  your  asthma  too  much  with  such 
a  prospect,  1  should  think  you  might  be  almost  as  happy  as 
this,  even  in  the  country :  but  you  know  best ;  and  I  should 
be  sorry  to  say  any  thing  that  might  stop  you  in  the  career 
of  glory.  Far  be  it  from  me  to  hamper  the  wheels  of  your 
gilded  chariot.  Go  on  Sir  Thomas ;  and  when  you  die  (for  even 
physicians  must  die)  may  the  feculty  in  Warwick  Lane  erect 
your  statue  in  Sir  John  Cutler's  own  niche. 

As  to  Cambridge  it  is,  as  it  was,  for  all  the  world ;  and  the 
people  are,  as  they  were,  and  Mr.  Trollope,  is  as  he  was,  that 
is,  half-ill,  half- well ;  I  wish  with  all  my  heart  they  were  all 
better,  but  what  can  one  do  ?  There  is  no  news,  only  1  think 
I  heard  a  whisper,  as  if  the  Vice-Chancellor  should  be  with 
child ;  (but  I  beg  yoif  not  to  mention  this,  for  I  may  come 
into  trouble  about  it;)  there  is  some  suspicion  that  the  Pro- 
fessor of  Mathematicks  had  a  hand  in  the  thing.  Dr.  Dickens 
says  the  University  will  be  obliged  to  keep  it,  as  it  was  got 
in  Magistratu. 
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I  was  going  to  tell  you  how  sorry  I  am  for  your  illness, 
but^^I  hope,  it  is  too  late  to  be  sorry  now;  I  can  only  say- 
that  I  really  was  very  sorry  :  may  you  live  a  hundred  Christn^ases, 
and  eat  as  many  collars  of  brawn  stuck  with  rosemary •    Adieu. 

I  am  sincerely  yours, 

T.  GRAY. 

Dec.  27,  1742,  Cambridge. 

Won't  you  come  to  the  jubile^  ?  Dn  Long  is  to  dance  a 
saraband  and  hornpipe,  of  his  own  invention,  without  lifting 
either  foot  once  from  the  ground.* 


LETTER  IL 

M"-  GRAY  TO   M«-  WHARTON. 

My  Dear  Wharton, 

THIS  is  only  to  entreat  you  would  order  mes  gens 
to  clean  out  the  apartments,  spread  the  carpets,  air  the  beds, 
put  up  the  tapestry,  unpaper  the  frames,  ^c. ;  fit  to  receive  a 
great  potentate,  who  comes  down  in  the  flying  coach,  drawn 
by  green  dragons,  on  Friday,  the  lOth  instant.  As  the  ways 
are  bad,  and  the  dragons  a  little  out  of  repair,  (for  they  don't 
actually  fly,  but  only  go,«like  a  lame  ostrich,  something  between 
a  hop  and  a  trot),  it  will  probably  be  late  when  he  lands, 
so  he  would   not  chuse  to  be  known,and   desires  there  may  be 


*  If  the  Reader  will  be  at  the  troubte  to  collate  this  Letter  with.  Letter  I.  Sect.  IV. 
of  Mason's  fiditioo,  he  wUI  easily  peroeive  the  numerous  verbal  alterations,  and  trans* 
positions  introduced  by«the  Editor  c^  t^at  volume.  They  are  fai*  too  numerous  and 
too  important,  to  be  only  the  effect  of  a  negligent  transcription. — Ed. 


•^  m 
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no  bells  nor  bonfires ;  bill  as  pelrsons  inc^og.  love  to  be  seen, 
he  will  slip  into  the  coflfee  house.  Is  Mr.  TroUope  atnofig  you* 
good  lack!  he  will  pull  off  my  head  for  nerer  writing  to  him, 
oh  Conscience,  Conscience! 

Lendanf  October  8,  [44  or  4d.] 


LETTER  Iir. 


M*^  GRAY   TO   W^  WHARTON. 

I  AM  not  lost;  here  am  I  at  Stoke,  whither  I  came 
on  Tuesday,  and  shall  be  again  in  town  on  Saturday,  and  at 
Cambridge  on  Wednesday  or  Thursday,  you  may  be  anxious 
to  know  what  has  past.  I  wrote  a  note  the  night  I  came,  and 
immediately  received  a  very  civil  answer.  I  went  the  follow- 
ing evening  to  see  the  party,  (as  Mrs.  Foible  says)  was  some- 
thing abashed  at  his  confidence:  he  came  to  meet  me,  kissed 
me  on  both  sides  with  all  the  ease  of  one,  who  receives  an 
acquaintance  just  come  out  of  the  country,  squatted  me  into 
a  Fauteuil,  begun  to  talk  of  the  town,  and  this  and  that  and 
t'other,  and  continued  with  little  interruption  for  three  hours, 
when  I  todk  my  leave  very  indifferently  pleased,  but  treated 
with  monstrous  good- breeding,  I  supped  with  him  next  night, 
(as  he  desired) ;  Ashton  was  there^  whose  formalities  tickled  me 
inwardly,  for  he,  (I  found)  was  to  be  angry  about  the  letter  I 
had  wrote  him.  However  in  going  home  together  our  hackney- 
coach  jumbled  us  into  a  sort  of  veeonciliation :  he  hammered 
out  somewhat  like  an  excuse,   and  t  received  it  very  readily. 
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because  t  c&re4  fiot  twopence,  \f4ie^er  k  weie  true  or  liot, 
so  we  ^w  tjie  best  acquaibtaiice  imaginable,  and  I  sate  with 
feim  on  Sunday  some  hours  alone,  when  he  kiformed  me  o<* 
al>andance  of  anecdotes  mncb  to  mj  satisfaction,  mfid  in  short 
Oj^iied  (I  really  believe)  his  heart  to  me,  with  that  ^ncenty 
Ihat  I  found  I  had  still  less  reason  to  haire  a  good  opinion  of  him 
than  (if  possible)  I  ever  had  before.  Next  morning  I  break- 
fasted alone  with  IVlr.  Walpole;  when  we  had  all  the  eclair- 
cissement^  I  ever  expected,  snd  I  left  him  far  better  satisfied 
than  I  have  been  hitherto.  When  I  return  I  shall  see  him 
again. 

Such  is  the  epitome  of  my  four  days,  Mr.  and  Mrs,  Simms 
and  Mad"^*  Nanny  have  done  the  honours  of  Leaden  Hall  to 
a  miracle,  and  all  join  in  a  compliment  to  the  Doctor.  Your 
brother  is  well,  the  books  are  in  good  condition.  Mad*"""*  Che- 
nevix  has  frighted  mie  wi(^  Ecrifeoirfs  fb^  asks  three  guineas  for, 
tiiat  are  not  worth  three  half-pence:  I  have  been  in  several 
shops  and  found  nothing  pretty.  I  fear  it  must  be  bespoke 
at  last. 


*  It  appears  by  this  Letter,  diat  the  reconciliation  which  is  mentionecl  as 
haTing  taken  place  between  Gray  and  Walpole,  was,  (as  fiur  at  least  as  the 
former  was  concemedi)  rather  an  act  of  civility  and  good-manners,  than  the  re- 
establishment  of  a  Gordid  and  sincere  attilchment.  I  am  now,  by  the  kbdness  of 
a  gentleman,  to  whom  I  have  been  more  than  once  obliged,.  .enaUed  io  lay  be- 
fore the  public, « the  real  caustf  of  th^r  sejiaratiof,  on  ^e  antborit)r  ff.  t|is*la|e 
Mr.  Isaac  Reed^  in  whose  band  writing;^  in  Wakefield*s  life  of  Graxf,  Js  l|ie  fol* 
lowing  note.  ^^  Mr.  Roberts,  of  the  PelUoCGice,  who  was  likely  to  be  well  ipformed, 
told  me  at  Mr.  Deacon%  10th  April,  1709.  That  the  quarrel  between  6niy  and 
Walpole  was  occasioned  by  a  suspicion  Mr.  Walpole  entertained,  that  Mr. .  Gray 
kad  spoktn.ill  of  hini,  to  -fipnle,fj49nd»^p  Bngland*  To  ascettaito  iMi»  be  ckn- 
dcstinely  opened  a  letter,  and  resei^e^  it,  y^hidk  Hr«.Qpy»  witb  great  propriety  re* 
scnted ;  there  seems  to  havcbeen  but  little  cor<)iality  afterwards  b^ween  them."'— JS^cf. 
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The  day  after  I  went  you  received  a .  little  tetter  directed  to 
me,  that  ieeaaos  wr<>tie  with  a  ^kewer^  please  to  op^  it,  and  you 
will  find  a  receipt  of  Dan.  Adcock  for  ten  pound,  which  I 
will  beg  you  to  receive  of  Gillham  for  me.  If  the  letter  miscarried,^ 
pray  take  care  the  money  is  paid  to  no  one  else.  I  expect 
to  have  a  letter  from  you  when  I  come  to  town,  at  ,ypur 
lodgings. 

Adieu,  Sir,  I   am  sincerely  yours. 


1* 
1 


T.   G. 


Stoke,  Thursday,  ^Qlh  Nov.  [1744  or  1745.] 


LETTER  IV. 


M»-   GRAY    TO    M«^  WALPOLE. 


Cambridge,  February  3,  1746. 


Dear  Sir, 


I 

YOU  are  so  good  to  enquire  aft^  my  usual  time  o( 
coming  to  tow^n :  it  is  a  season  when  even  you,  the  perpetual 
friend  of  London,  will,  I  fear^  hardly  be  in  it — the  middle  of 
June:  and  I  commonly  return  hither  in  September;  a  month 
when  I  may  more  probably  find  you  at  home. 

Our  defeat  to'  be  sure  is  a  Tuefai  jrffeir  for  the  '  honour  of 
the  troops;  but  the  Duke  is  gone  it  seems  with  the  rapidity 
of  a  cannon-bullet  to  undefeat  us  again.    The  common  people  in 
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tovm  at  least  know  how  to  be  afraid:  but  we  are  such  un- 
common people  here  as  to  have  no  more  sense  at'  danger  than 
if  the  battle  had  been  fought  when  and  where  the  battle  of 
Cannse  was. 

« 

The  perception  of  these  calamities,  and  of  their  consequences, 
that  we  are  supposed  to  get  from  books,  is  so  faintly  impressed, 
that  we  talk  of  war,  famine,  and  pestilence,  with  no  more  ap- 
prehension than  of  a  broken  head,  or  of  a  coach  overtumed 
between  York  and  Edinburgh. 

I  heard  three  people,  sensible  middle  aged  men  (when  the 
Scotch  were  said  to  be  at  Stamford,  and  actually  were  at 
Derby,)  talking  of  hiring  a  chaise  to  go  to  Caxton  (a  place  in 
the  high  road)  to  see  the  Pretender  and  the  Highlanders  bs 
they  passed. 

•  ■ 

I   can  say  no  more  for   Mr.   Pope   (for  v^hat  you  keep  ia 

reserve  may  be  worse  than  all  the .  rest.)  It  is  natural  to  wish 
the  finest  writer,  one  of  them,  we  ever  had,  should  be  an 
honest  man.  It  is  for  the  interest  eyen  of  that  virtue,  whose 
«  friend  he  professed  himself,  and  whose  beauties  he  sung,  that  he 
shopld  not  be  found  a  dirty  animal.  But  however»  this  is  Mr. 
Wartiurtpn's  business,  not  mine,  who  may  scribble  his  pen  to 
the  stumps  and  all  in  vain,  if  these  facts  are  so.  It  is  not 
firom  what  he  told  me  about  himself  that  I  thought  well  of 
him,  but  from  a  humanity,  and  goodness  of  heart,  aye,  and 
greatness  of  mind,  that  runs  through  his  private  correspondence, 
not  less  apparent  than  are  a  thousand  little  vanities  and  weak- 
nesses mixed  with  those  good  qualities,  for  nobody  ever  took 
him  for  a  philosopher.  If  you  know  any  thing  of  Mr.  Mann's 
state  of  health   and  happiness,    or  the  motions  of  Mr.  CJiute 

u  2 
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home^ards^    it  will    be  k   |Artictilar:  favour  ,  to   inform    m^  .  of 
l^neta,  as  I   hkve  not  heard  this. half-year  fronoi  them., 

I  am  sincerely  yours,  , 

T.  GRAY. 


/  • 


LETTER  V. 


t 


U*'  GHAY   TO   M*-   WHARTON. 


YOU  write  so  feelingly  to  little  Mr.  Brown,  and  re* 
present  your  abandoned  condition  in  terms  so  touching,  that 
Midt  giaritude  could  ttot  effect  m  several  motrths,  Compias^on 
has  brought  about  in  a^  few  day«,  and  broke  that,  strong  at* 
iachthent,  br  ratiijgr  alleglarice  which  I  and  aH  here'  ow'e  to  bltr 
sovereign "  lady  ati'd  tnifetrefss,  the  president  br^redidehts^  and 
hi^acl  ot  heads  (If  r  ma^J;^  be  jierttiitted  t«i  jirohofthce  liei^  ftam^i 
that  in^ffitble '  Oiftdgranimaton)  the  pdw^jr-  -^f  Laziness.  •  Ybi< 
hluk  kri()\^r  she  had  been' pleased  to  appoint' ttte' *(in  pteferehte 
tb^^sd'nlany  old  sbrvahts  of  hefe,  who  had  spcint- their  whdle 
liVeS  ib  cjualiiVin^  themselves  for  the  offirce)  grand  picker  Of 
straws,  iind  piish-piii  plstydr  ih  ordinary  to  her  Supirtity,  (for 
that  is  her  title)  th6  fitst  is  tnuch  in  the  hatbre  of  lord  pre-^ 
sident  of  the  council,  and  the  other,  like  the  groom-porter, 
only  \Vithout  th6  profit;  but  ais  they  are  both  things  of  very 
great  honour  ih  this  country,  1  considered  with  myself  the  Idfcd 
of  erivy  attending  such  great  charges,  and  besides  (betwieen 
you  and   I)    I  found  myself  unable  to    support  the   fatigue^  of 


keeping  up.  the  appearance,  thk*  pei%oA$  of  sudb  dignity  must 
do,  so  -I  thought  proper  to  dfeclftie  it,'  and'  6«ctised  myself  aa 
well  a^  I  could;  however  as  y6u  see'  siicfe  -an  aSiii^  must  take 
up  a  good  deal  of  time,  and  it  has  ahvaj^s  he^^  the  policy  of 
this  coijit  to  proceed 'slowly,  like-  the  Imperial,  «tid  'that  of 
Spain, -irf' the?  dispatch  of  business;  so 'thai  you  lurifl  the  einsier 
foi^Ve'me,  if  I  have  not  answered  5'our  letter  before. 

You  cfesirt  to  know,  it  seems,  t^hat '  character  thte  Poem  Of 
your  young  friend*  bears  here.  1  wonder  to  hear  you  ask  the 
Opinion  :of  *i  nation,  where  those  who  pretend  to  judge;  don't 
judge  at  all;  and  the  rest  (the  wiser  part)  wait  to  catch  the 
judgnient  of  tlie  world  immediately  above  them,  that' ii,  Dick's 
coffee-house,  and  ttie  Rainbow;  sotlhiat?  the  readier  vf ay  would 
Of  ask  Mrs.  Tliis  and  Mrs.  TT'otner,  that  keeps  the  bar  theitcu 
Ho^vever  to  shew  you  Fm  a*  Judge,  as  well  as  my  coontryi- 
mien,  thougb  I  have  rather  turned  it; 'oviftr  tbari' read  it,  (but 
no  matter :  no  more  have  they)  it  seems  to  me  above  the  midr 
dicing,  and  now  and  th^i  :(but  for  a  little  while)  rises  even  to 
the  best,  particularly  in  description.  It  is  often  obscure,  and 
even  unintelligible,  and  ^boo^  much  infected  vnth  the  Hutcheson 
jargon ;  in  short  it's  great  fault  is  that  it  was  published  at  least 
nine '  years  too  early ;  and  so  methinks  in  a  few  words,  h  la 
mode  du ^temple,  I  have  very  .pearly  dispatched  what  may  per- 
haps for  several  years  have  employed  a  very  ingenious  man^ 
worth  fifty  of  myself.    Here   is  a  poem  called  the  f  Enthusiast, 


>•  t 


.  *  Pleasures  of  the  Ima^inatipn  :  from  the  posthumous  publication,  of  Dr.  Aken- 
Vide's  Poems,  i^  should  seem  that,  the  .Author  had  very  mudi  the  same  opinion 
^afterwards  of  his  own  Work,  which  Mr.  Gray  here  expt]psses:  smce  lie  under- 
jlook  a  reform  of.it  which. fnust  ha^e  g'iven  him,  had  he  concluded  h/as  much 
trouble  as   if  he  had  written  it  entirely  new.— it/cMon.    . 

t  The  Enthusiast,  or  the  Lover  of  Nature,  written  in  1740,  by  Joseph  Warton. — Ed. 
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which  is  all  pure  description,  and  as  they  tell  me  by  the  same 
hand.  Is  it  so  or  not?  Item  a  more  bulky  one  upon  ^  Healthy 
wrote  by  a  physician:  do  you  know  him?  Master  Tommy 
Lucretius  f  (since  you  are  so  good  to  enquire  after  the  child)  is 
but  a  puleing  chitt  yet^  not  a  bit  grown  to.  speak  of;  I  believe* 
poor  thing !  it  has  got  the  worms,  that  .will  carry  it  off  at  last 
Oh  Lord !  I  forgot  to  tell  you,  that  Mn  Trolbpe  and  I  are 
under  a  course  of  tar  water,  he  for  his  present,  and  I  for  my 
future  distempers;  if  you  think  it  will  kill  me,  send  away  a 
man  and  horse  directly,  for  I  drink  like  a  fish.  ,  I  should  be 
glad  to  know  how  your goes  on,  and  give  you  joy  of  it. 

You  are  much  in  the  right  to  have  a  tast^  for  Socrates,  he 
was  a  divine  man.  I  must  tell  you,  by  way  of  the  news  of  the 
place,  that  the  other  day,  Mr.  Traigneau  (entmng  upon  his  Pro- 
fessorship) made  an  apology  for  him  an  hour  long  ia  the  schods, 
and  all  the  world,  exqept  Trinity  College,  brought  in  Socrates 
guilty. 

Adieu,  dear  Sir,   and  believe  me 


Your  Friend  and  Servant, 


T.  G. 


Cambridge,   Thursday,  April  26,  1746. 


*  The  Art  of  preserving  Health,  a  Didactic  Poem,  8to.  by  John  Armstrong, 
1744.— JSTrf. 

t  Master  Tommy  Lucretius  seems  to  be  the  Author's  more  familiar  name  for 
the  Poem,  ^De  Principiis  Cogitandi/  The  Reader  is  requested  to  compare  all 
the  latter  part  of  this  Letter,  with  that,  which  is  intended  to  represent  it  lu  Mason's 
Edition.  The  passage  about  Socrates  is  so  altered  by  Mason,  as  to  be  but  little  ^hort 
of  perfect  nonsense. — Ed. 
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LETTER  Vf. 


M«-   GRAY    TO    M^    WHARTON. 

My  Dear  Wharton, 

I  AM  just-  returned  hither  from  town,  where  I  have 
past  better  than  a  fortnight,  (including  an  excursion,  that  I 
made  to  Hampton-Court,  Richmond,  Greenwich,  and ,  other 
places,)  and  am  happily  met  by  a.  letter  from  you,  one  from 
Tuthill,  and  another  from  TroUope.  As  I  only  run  over  Dr. 
Andrew's  Answers  hastily  in  a  CoifQe-house, .  all  I  Qould  judge 
was,  that  they  seemed  very  unfavourable  on  the. whole ^ to. our  cause, 
and  threw  every  thing  into. the  hands  of  a  yisttour,  for  which 
reason  I  thought  .they  might  have  been  concealed,  till  the 
Attorney- Grenerars  opinion  arrived,  which  will  perhaps  raise  the 
spirits  of  such,  as  the  other  may  have  damped  a  little ;  or  leave 
room  at  least  to  doubt,  whether  the  matter  be  so  clear  on  the 
Master's  side,  as  Andrew  would  have  it.  You  can't  suppose 
that  1  was  in  the  least  uneasy  about  Mr.  Brown's  fortitude, 
who  wants  nothing  but  a  foot  in  height  and  his  own  hair,  to 
make  him  a  little  old  Roman :  with  two  dozen .  such  I  should 
not  hesitate^  to  face  an  army  of  heads,  though  /they  were  all 
as  tall  as  Dr.  Adams.  I  only  wish  every  body  may  continue 
in  as  good  a  disposition  as  they  were ;  and  imagine,  if  possible, 
Roger*  will  be  fool  enough  to  keep  them  so.  I  saw  Trollope 
for  about  an  hour  in  London;  and  imagining* he  could  not  be 
left  in  the  dark  as  to .  your  consultations,  I  mentioned,  that  I 
had  cast  an ;  eye  over  Andrew's  papers,  and    that   it  was  not 


*  Dr.  Roger  Long,  Master  of  Pembroke  College,  Cambridge. 
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so  fitvourable  as  we  hoped.  He  spoke  however  with  horrour 
of  going  to  law ;  with  great  passion  of  the  master ;  and  with 
great  pleasure  of  himself  for  quitting  a  place,  where  he  had 
not  tbund  a  minute's  ease  in,  I  know  not  how  long:  yet  I 
perceive  his  thoughts  run  on  nothing  else ;  he  trembled  while  he 
spoke ;  he  writes  to  me  here  on  the  same  sqbject ;  and  after  abusing 
Roger^  he  adds^   Whartoni  rubro  hsec  subscribe  libello. 

My  evenings  have  been  chiefly  spent  at  Ranelagh  and  Vaux* 
hall,  several  of  my  mornings,  or  rather  --  noons,  in  Arlington- 
street,  and  the  rest  at  the  tryal  of  the  Lords.  The  firest  day 
I  was-  not  there,  and  only  saw  the  Lord  High  Steward's 
parade  in  going ;  the  second  and  third  ♦*;♦*♦***  peers  were 
all  in  their  robe&  *?****  by  their  wearing  beg*wigs;  aod  hati» 
instead  of  coronets.  The  Lord  High-Stewaod  was  the  least  jpait 
of  the  shew,  as  he  wore  only  his  baron's  vobe,  and  was  ad  ways 
asking  the  heralds  what  he  should  do  ncKt,  and  bowing  oc 
smileing  about  to  his  acquaintance :  as  to-  his  speech,  -  you  seo 
it;  people  hold  it  Very  cheap,  though  «0veral  incorrectnesse^s 
have  been  altered'  in  the  printed  copy.  Kilmarnock  spoke  in 
mitigation  of  his  mine  near  half  an  hour,  with  a  decent  ooucage^ 
and  in  a  strong,  but  pathetic  voKe.  His  figure  would  ptejudice 
people  in  his  favour^  being  tall  and  genteel;  he  is  upwards  of 
forty,  but  to  the  eye  not  dbove  fehirty^five  yeare  of  age.  What 
he  said  appears  to  less  advantage  when  rtod.  Cromarticy  (who 
is  about  the  same  age,  a  man  of  lower  stature,  hot  much  like. a 
gentleman),  was  sinking  into  the  earth  with  grief  and  dejection ; 
with  eyes  cast  down>  and  a  voice  so  low,  that  no  one  heard  a 
Syllable  that  did  not  sit  close  to  die  bar ;  he  made  a  short 
speech  to  raise  compassion.  It  is  now  I  ^ee  printed;  and  is 
Beckoned  extremely  fine.  I  believe  you  will  think  it  touching 
and  well  expressed:  if  th^K.  be  arty  meanness  ki  at,  it  is  lost 
in  that  sorrow  he  gives  us  for  so.  numeious  and  helpless  a  family . 
Lady  Cromartie  (who  is  said  to  h^ive  drawn  her  husband  into 
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t^ese  circumstances)  vras  at  Leicester  House  on  Wednesdayt 
with  four  of  her  children.  The  Princess  saw  her,  and  made 
Ho  other  answer  than  by  bringing  in  her  own  children  and 
placing  them  by  her ;  which  (if  true)  is  one  of  the  prettiest 
things  1  ever  heard.  She  was  also  at  the  Duke's,  who  refused 
to  admit  her;  but  she  waited  till  he  came  to  his  coach,  and 
threw  herself  at  his  knees,  while  her  children  hung  upon  faim> 
till  he  promised  her  all  his  interest  could  do;  and  before,  on 
several  occasions,  he  has  been  heard  to  ^eak  very  mildly  of  Cro- 
martie,  and  very  severely  of  Kilmarnock ;  so  if  any  be  spared, 
it  will  probably  be  the  former,  though  he  had  a  pension  of 
jE600  a  year  from  the  government,  and  the  order  ^  for  giving 
quarter  .to  no  Englishnoian  was  found  in  his  pocket.  As  to 
Balmerino,  he  never  had  any  hopes  from  the  beginning.  He 
is  an  old  soldierlike  man,  of  a  vulgar  manner-  and  aspect, 
speaks  the  broadest  Scotch,  and  shows  an  intrepidity^,  ^t  some 
ascribe  to  real  courage,  and  some  to  brandy.  You  have  heard 
perhaps,  that  the  first  day,  (while  the  -Peers  were  adjourned 
to  consider  of  his  plda,  and  he  left  alone  for  an  hour  and  a 
half  in  the  bar)  he  diverted  himself  with  the  ax,  that  stood 
by  him,  played  with  it's  tassels,  and  tryed  the  t^gewith  bis 
finger:  and  some  k>rd;  as  he  passed  by  him,  saying  he  was 
durprized  to  hear  him  alledge  any  thing  so  firivolous,  and  fiiat 
could  not  possibly  dd  him  the  least  service;  he  answered,  that 
as  there  were  so  many  ladies  .present,  he  thought  it  w;ould  be 
uncivil  to  give  them  no  amusement  llie  Duke  of  Argyle^ 
telling  him,  how  sorry  and  how  astoni^ed  he  ivas  to  see  him 
engaged  in  such  a  cause;  My  Lord  (says  he)  for  the  two  Kings, 
and  their  rights,  I  cared  not  a  farthing  which  prevailed ;  but  I 
was  ^starving ;  and  by  God,  if  Mahomet  had  set  up  his  standai;d 
in  the  Highlands,  I  had  been  .let  good  Mussulman  for  l^read^ 
and  stuck  close  to  the  party,  for  I  must  eiat;  The  SdKcitof - 
General  came    up  to  speak   to  him  too,  and  he  turfis  ^bout  to 

VOL.  11.  X 
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obi  WiUiitmson.  Who  is  that  Lawyer  that  talks  to  me?  My 
LonL  it  is  Mr.  Murray.  Ha !  Mr.  Murray,  my  good  Friend, 
(say^  hfu  and  shook  him  by  the  hand)  and  how  does  your 
good  mother?  oh!  she  was  of  admirable  service  to  us;  we 
should  have  done  nothing  without  h^  in  Perthshire.  He  re- 
oomm^ds  (he  says)  his  Peggy  ('tis  uncertain  *  *  *  *  the  favour 
of  the  •  Government,  for  she  has   »  ♦  ♦. 

I  havQ  been  diverted  with,  ajx  account  of  I^ord  Ix)vat*  in 
bis  etrnfiiiement  at  Edioburgb,  There  was  a  Captain  Maggett, 
that  is  obi^god  to  lie  ih  the  room  every  night  with  him.  When 
first  he  waa  introduced  to  him*  he  made  him  come  to  his 
bed-side,  where  he  lay  in  a  htrndred  flannd  wwstcoats,  and  a 
fbnred .  i«gjt^-gown,  took  him  in  1)i»  arms,  and  gave  him  a  long 
embraoe,  that  absob^tely  auiSboated  him.  He  will  speak  nothing 
but  Frendi;  insists  \ip<Mi  it  that  Maggett  is  a  Frenchman,  and 
oalls  him  mon  cber  Gapilaiite  Magot  (you  know  Magot  is  a 
monkey.)  At  his  head  lie  two  Highland  wonaen,  at  bis  feet 
two  Highland  maa.  By  his  bed-side  is  a  close-stool,  towhicli 
he  rises  two  or  three  times  in  a  night,  and  always  says, — Ah, 
mon  cher  Oapitaine  Magot  1  vous  m'excuserez,  mais  la  Nature 
dema^de  que  je  chie  I  He  is  to  be  impeached  by  the  House 
of  €<HnmQQa,    beoause    not   being  actually  in  arms,  it  would 


im^^m'^' 


*  Simon  Frazer,  Lord  Lovat,  beheaded  on  Tower-hill,  the  9th  of  April,  1747. 
Thu9  mentioBed  in  one  of  Walpole's  letters,  Ap.  16tli,  1747.  '  ¥oa  hare  heard  that 
old  liOirot^s  IVagedy  is  over*  ^  *  ^  *^  I  must  t^  jou  nn  excessive  good  thing 
oC  QMIgfl^  Selwy^-  Soim  vromon  wejr^  scol^kkf  him  for  goinf  to  see  the  execu- 
tion, and  asUed  him  how  he  could  hfii  such  a  barbadian,  to  see  the  head  cut  off?' 
*^  Nay^  (says  he)  if  that  was  such  a  crime,  I  am  sure  I  have  made  amends, 
fbr  I  went  to  soe  it  sewed  on  agafei.^  l^hen  he  wa3  at  the  uadertaker^s,  as 
Men  as  they  had  atltdled  him-  togiethtf,  and  were  goiig  Mi  pot  the  body  into 
tbfd  foQp,  Geavgfy  in  npy  JL^rA  Crba$ceUor*8  YQV)e^  saif^— ^^  My  Locd  Lovat,  your 
locd^lMp  may  jris^.y— JP^. 
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odienme  be  necaanry  that  the  jury  of  Inverness  should,  find  a 
Biil  of  Indictment  against  him,  wh^dk  it  is  very  sure  they  would  not 
do.  When  the  Duke  returned  to  Edinburgh  they  refined  to 
admit  Kingston's  Light  Horse,  and  talked  of  their  privileges, 
but  they  came  in  sword  in  hand,  and  replied,  that  trben  Che 
Pretender  was  at  their  gates,  they  had  said,  nothing  of  their 
privileges.  The  Duke  rested  some  hooks  thcre^  but  refused  to 
see  the  magistracy.  I  believe  you  may  think  it  full  time^ .  thsMl 
I  dose  my  budget  of  stories:  Mr,  Walpote  I . have  se^i  a 
good  deal*  and  i^all  do^  a  good  deai  moir^.I  suppose,  fer  he 
is  lo<4dng  for  a  hoise  somewhere  about  Windsor  during  the 
Summer.  AU  is  mighty  free^  and  even  fitkndly  mbce*idian  4n^ 
oould  expect.  You  remember  a  paper  in  the  Museum  on  *  Message- 
Cards,  which  he  told  me  was  Fielding's,  and  asked  niy  opinion 
about :  it  was  his  own,  and  so  was  the  f  Advertisement  on  Good 
Breeding,  that  made  us  laugh  so.  Mr.  Ashton  I  have  had  several 
conversations  with,  and  do  really  believe  he  siiews  IttMetf  (b 
me,  such  as  he  really  is :  I  don't  tell  you,  I  •  like  him  ever 
the  better  for  it ;  but  that  may  be  my  fault,  not  his.  The  Pelhams 
lie  very  hard  at  his  stomach;  he  is  not  40  yet,  but  he  is  31, 
he  says,  and  thinks  it  his  duty  to  be  married.  One  thing  of 
that  kind  is  just  broke  €>ff;  she  had  «£  12,000  in  her  own  hands. 
This  is  a  profound  secret,  but  I  not  conceiving  that  he  told 
it  me  as  such,  happened  to  tell  it  to  Stonhewer,  who  told  it 
to  Lyne,  who  told  it  (d  Ashton  agitin,,  alt:  in  the  space  of  three 
hours,  whereby  I  incurred  a  scolding ;  so  pray  don't  let  me  fall 
under  a  second,  and  lose  all  my  hopes  of  rising  io  the  ciiurch. 
He   is  still  as    I   said,    resolute  to  marry  out   of  hand;    only 


'*•' 


*  PoUiahed  ia  Yftipokt^  WoeIu,  V«L  Xr  p.  183,  aadi  Na.lli^  of  tlie  Mopaiiia, 
April,  nHfi.-'Ed. 


,f  8e4  Wdpok/*  Wovkiy  Vd.  L  p.  Ml.  .ud  N..  V.  of  tke  Uvamm,  Ifsf, 
1740.— ^d: 
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two  things  he  is  terrified  at/  lest  she  should  not  bntd,  and 
lest  she  should  love  him :  I  comforted  him>  by  saying  thene  was 
no  danger  of  either. 

The  Muse  I  doubt  is  gone;  and  has  left  me  in^  fer  worse 
company:  if  she  returns  you  will  hear  of  her.  You  see  I  have 
left  no  room  for  a  catalogue,  whidi  is  a  soit  of  policy,  for  its 
hardly  possible  my  memory  should  supply  one :  1  will  try  by 
next  time,  which  Will  be  soon,  if  I  hear  from  you.  If  your 
curiosity  require,  any  more  circumstances  of  these  tryals  *  *  * 
will  see  *  * .  *  find  some.  *  *  *  My  best  compliments  to  the 
little  man  of  the  world.      Adieu^  my  dear  Wharton, 


Believe  me  very  truly  yours. 


T.  GRAY. 


Stoke,  Sunday,  mk  Angust,  1746.. 


» , 


LETTER   VII. 


M«-  GRAY   TO   U*-  WHARTON. 

« 

» 

My  Dear  Whakton, 

WHAT  can  one  say  to  these  things  ?  if  it  had  been 
in  the  power  of  lawyers  to  Interpret  Into  common  sense,  statutes 
made  by  old  monks,  or  monk*-directed  old  women,  we  might 
have  hoped  for  a  more  favourable  answer  to  our  queries ;  as  it 
4s  I  fear  they  may  have  done    more   hprt  than:  good:  all  I 
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know  is  this,  that  I  should  rejoice  poor  T.  bad  some  place  to 
rest  the  sole  of  his  foot  in ;  and '  I  flatter  myself  you  will  never 
omit  any  thing  in  your  power  to  support  his  little  interest, 
amcmg  a  people,  with  whom  you  first  raised  it.  I  would  gladly 
know  the  time  of  your  audit,  for  I  would  be  at  Cambridge 
by  that  time,  if  I  could.  Mr.  Walpole  has  taken  a  house  in 
Windsor,  and  I  see  him  usually  once  a  week ;  but  I  think 
that  will  hardly  detain  me  beyond  the  time  I  prc^osed  to 
myself.  He  is  at  present  gone  to  town,  to  perform  the  dis- 
agreeable task  of  presenting  and  introducing  about  a  young 
Florentine,  the  Marquis  Rinuccini/'  who  comes  recommended  to 
him.  The  Duke*  is  here  at  his  lodge  with  three  women,  and 
three  Aid-de-Carops;  and  the  country  swarms  with  people*  He 
goes  to  races  and  they  make  a  ring'  about  him,  as  at  a  bear* 
baiting;  and  no  wonder,  for  tbey  do  the  same  at  Vauxhall  and 
Hanelagh.  At  this  last,  somebody  wa&  telling  me,  they  heard 
a  man  lamenting  to  some  women  of  his  acquaintance,  and 
saying,  how  he  had  been  up  close  to  him,  and  he  never -re- 
pented of  any  thing  so  much  in  his  life,  as  that  he  did  not 

touch  him.  .     ^ 

•  * 

I  am  not  altogether  of  your  opinion,  as  to  your  IhslboTicQl 
consolation  in  time  of  trouble.  A  calm  melancholy  it  may  pro-* 
duce,  a  stiller  sort  of  despair,  (and  that  only  in  some  circum- 
stances and  on  some  constitutions)  but  I  doubt  no  real  content 
or  comibrt  can  ever  arise  in  the  human  mind,  but  from  Hope.'f- 


*  The  Duke  of  Cumberland. 

t  I  hare  not  read  al)  theaphoriants^  of  maxims  of  Johnson^  but  several  •of  them, 
1  read,  that  were  trivial  enoogfa;  for  the  sake  of  one  however,  1  forgive  him 
the  rest;  he  advises  never  to  banidi  Hope  eniively,  iiecause  it  is  the  cordial  of 
life,  ahhough  it  be  the  greatest  flatteior  in  the  world.  Such  a  measure  of  Hope 
as  may  not  endanger  ny  peace^j  by.  ft.  diisappoioUnenl^.I/^uld  wish  to,  cberisli 
upon  every  subject,  in  which  I  am  interested*    But  there  lies  the  difficulty.    A 
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Old  B^lmeiiBo,  when  ha  had  read  Im  paper  to  the  people, 
imlledbff  has  spectacles,  fifnt  upon  his  handkerchief,  and  wiped 
then  dean  for  the  use  of  his  posterity;  and  that  is  the  last 
page  of  bis  history.  Hare  you  seen  Hogarth's  f  pdot  of  Lord 
iinvat?  it  is  admirable. 

I  can  not  help  thiaking  if  I  had  been  with  you,  I  diociid 
have  represented  the  horror  of  the  thing  in  such  u  light,  as  that 
you  should  never  have  become  a  prey  to  Mr.  Davie.  I  know 
tinot  he  11  get  you  up  in  a  corner  souie  day  and  pick  your 
4^nes,  and  John  will  find  nothing  of  you,  but  such  a  little 
heapi,  as  a  cat  that  is  a  good  mouser  leaves ;  the  bead  and  the 
tAil  piled  together.  My  conoem  for  you  produced  a  visios, 
not  such  a  one  as  you  read  in  the  Spectators^  but  actually  in 
a  dream.  I  thoij^t  I  was  in  t'other  woirld  and  confined  in  a 
little  apartment  much  like  a  cellar,  enlightened  by  one  rush 
4^ndle  that  borned  blue^  on  each  side  of  me  sate  (for  my  sins) 
Mr.  Davie,  and  my  friend  Mr.  Ashton,  they  bowed  continually 
and  smiled  in  my  face,  and  while  one  filled  me  out  very  bitter 
tea,  the  other  sweetened  it  with  brown  sugar:  all  together  it 
much  resembled  Syrup  of  Buckthorn ;  in  the  corner  sat  Tuthill 
very  melandidy,  in  expectation  of  the  tea^leaves. 

I   take  it  very  ill  you   should    hav€  been    in  the   twentieth 


cure  howcTer,  and  the  only  one,  for  all  the  irregularities  both  of  Hope  and 
Fear,  b  found  in  submission  to  the  'vrilt  of  God.  Happj  they  tbat  have  it ! — 
See  (^owper^s  Letters  by  Hayley.  Vol.  III.  p.  340. — Ed. 

t  **  Mr.  Walpole  once  iiiTked  Gray  the  Poet,  aad  Hogarth  to  dine  wiib  him, 
but  what  frith  the  reserve  of  the  otte,  and  a  want  ef  colleqwal  talents  in  tlie 
other^  be  never  passed  a  dnller  tine  than  between  those  representations  of 
Tragedy  and  Comedy ;  being  obliged  lo  rely  entirely  on  bis  own  e^rts  to  sup* 
port  couTersation.''    Nicholl's  life  <tf  Hogarth^  p.  OV^-JU. 
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year  of  the  War,*  and  yet  say  nothing  of  the  Retreat  before 
Syracuse :  is  it,  or  is  it  not  the  finest  thing  you  ever  read  in 
your  hfe?  and  how  does  Xenophon  or  Plutarch  agree  with  you? 
for  my  part  I  read  Aristotle;  his  Poeticks,  Politicks,  and 
Morals,  though  I  don't  well  know  which  is  which.  In  the  first 
place  he  is  the  hardest  Author  by  far  I  ever  meddled  with. 
Then  he  has  a  dry  conciseness  that  makes  one  ima^ne  one  is 
perusing  a  table  of  contents  rather  than  a  book;  it  tastes  for 
all  the  world  like  chopped  hay,  or  rather  like  chopped  logick; 
for  he  has  a  violent  affection  to  that  art,  being  in  some  sort 
his  own  invention ;  so  that  he  oflens  loses  himself  in  little  trifling 
distinctions  and  verbal  niceties,  and  what  is  worse  leaves  you  to 
extricate  yourself  as  you  can.  Thirdly  he  has  suffered  vastly 
by  the  Transcribers,  as  all  Authors  of  great  brevity  necessarily 
must.  Fourthly  and  lastly,  he  has  abundance  of  fine«  udcom- 
men  things,  which  make  him  well  worth  the  pains  he  gives 
one.  You  see  what  you  have  to  expect  This  and  a  1»^  Au- 
tumnal verses  are  my  entertainments  during  the  Mi  of  the  leaf. 
Notwithstanding  which  my  time  lies  heavy  oil  my  hands^  and 
I  want  to  be  at  home  again. 


I  have  just  received  a  visit  from  Alston,  he  tdls  me  vfe 
have  certainly  a  peace  with  Spain  very  far  advanced,  which 
it  is  likely  wiH  produce  a  general  one  and  that  the  king;  when 
he  has  finished  it,  is  determined  to  pass  the  rest. of  his  days 
at  Windsor,  which  to  me  is  strange,  however  it  comes  from 
the  Pdhamites.  I  send  you  here  a  page  of  boofta:  €SioU|;h'I 
imagine  to  cbuse  out  of,  considering  the  state  of  your  Coll. 
Finances.  The  best  Editions  of  ancient  authors  should  he^  the 
first  things,  I  reckon,  in  a  library :  but  if  you  think 


♦  Thueydidw,  Lib.  \ll.—Ma$on. 
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I  will  send  a  page  of  a  different  kind.     Pray  write  soon,  and 
think  me  very  faithfully, 


Yours, 


T,  G. 


Stoke^  September  11,  1746, 

Say  many  good  things  to  Mr.  Brown  from   me. 
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LETTER  Vni. 


M«-   GRAY  TO  M*-   WHARTON. 


My  Deak  Whahton, 

•  •    •  » 

naake 


they  were  a  sort  of  thitig .  I .  eyer .  gave  credit  to^  myself  in 
these  cases/  but  I  knew  they  fureiOever  true.  Nothitg.is^  silly 
as  indolence  when  it  hopes  to  disguise  itself^  every  one  know» 
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ifc.by  it'ssauhtor;  as  they  da  bis  Mi^est^  (God  bless  liidi)^  at 
a  Masquerade  by  the  firmness  o£  his  tread,  aDdithe*  el6vtfti6h<of' 
his.  chm.  However,  somewhat  I  had  to  say,  that  hias^a^litde 
shadow  oi'  reason  in  it  I  have  been  in  town  (I  suppose  you^ 
know)  flaunting  about  at  public  places  of  all  kinds  : with-  my 
two  Italianized  friends.  The  world  itself  has  some  attractioni^ 
in  it  to  a  solitary  of  six  years  standing;  and  agreeable  well-* 
meaning  people  of  sense,  (thank  Heaven  there  are  so  few  of 
them)  are  my  peculiar  magnet,  it  is  no  wonder  then,  if  t  felt 
some  reluctaace  at  parting  with  them  so  soon ;  or  if  my  spirits^ 
when  I  returned  i*back  to  my  cell,  should  sink  for  a  time,  not 
indeed  tQ  vtfism  ^or  tempest,  but  a  gOod  deal  below  changeable^ 
Besides  Seneea  says  (and  my  pitch  of  philosophy  does  not  pre* 
tend  to  1^;  much  above  Seneca)  *  ^^  Nunquam  mores  quos  ex^ 
tuli,  refeip,  aliquid  eic  eo,  quod  composui, :  turbatur :  aliquid  e?2 
his,  qucB  fugayi*  redit:''  and  it  will  happen  to  such  as  we^ 
mere  imps,  of  science;  well  it. may,  whea  Wisdom  herself  is 
forced  often— ^       • 


t  In  sweet  retired  solitude 


'To  phime  ber  feathefis  aiid  tet  grow  ber  wings. 
That  in  the  Tarious^  bustle  of  vesort/  ■ 
Were  all  too  ruffled,  and  sometimes  impaired^ 

It  is  a  foolish  thing  that  one  can't  only  not  live  as  one 
pleases,  but  where  and  with  whom  one  pleases,  without  money. 
Swift  somewhere  says,  that  money  is  liberty ;  and  I  fear  money 
is  fiiendship  too,  and  society,  and  almost  every  external  blessing. 
It  is  a  great  though  illnqitured  conifort  to  see.  most  of  thpse/ 
who  have  it  in  plenty,  without  pleasure,  without  liberty,  an^ 
without  friends. 


tf   • 


*  Vide  SenecfQ  EpistoL  ^fU.  p.  17.  Ed». Groikpm.  Sro.^^JSd.. 

f  See  MOton^s  Comus,  i»  879:— Ed. 
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Mr.  .3r<rtm  (^hp  I  aivMe;  ytou  hokb  up  his  beid  and  his 
ipiiito  very  notmbly)  will .  giYci  yoa  an  account  of  jcm  college 
proc^iaga  sf  they  may  be  so  ealled,  when  notlnng  p*ooe^ 
at  all.  Only  the  last  vedc,  Roger  was.  so  wise  to  declare  ex 
WQ^u  preprio/  thtt  he  took  Mr.  Delaval  (who  is  now  a  Fell: 
Commonca*}  into  bis  own  taition.  This  raised  the  dirty  sprit 
of  his  &iend  Mr.  May,  (now  tutor  in  Francis's  Room)  agunsl; 
him,  and  even  gentle  Mr.  Peele,  (who  never  acts  but  in  con* 
jnnctioti)  togethetv  with  Mr.  Brown,  (who  pretended  to  be 
nighty  angty>  though  in  reality  heartily  glad,)  and  they  all 
came  to  an  eolairciasement  in  the  parlour.  Thtf  abased  him 
pDetty  reasonably,  and  it  wded  in  threatening  them  as  usual, 
with  a  vuHtor.  In  short,  they  are  all  as  rude  as  may  be,  leave 
him  a  table  by  himsdf»  never  go  into  the  parlour,  till  he  ccxnes 
out;  or  if.  he  enters,  when  they  are  there,  continue  sitting 
even  in  his  own  n^igisterial  chair.  May  bickers  with  him 
publickly  about,  twenty  paltry  matters,  and  Ec^er  f other  day 
told  him,  he  was  impertinent.  What  would  you  have  more? 
you  see  they  do  as  one  would  wish.  .  If  you  were  here,  all 
would  be  right  I  am  surprised  not  tp  h^ar  you  mention 
when  that  will  be.    Pray  give  an  account  of  yourself. 

I  am  very  sincerely  your's. 

T.  G. 

P.S.  When  I  went  to  town,  part  of  my  errand  was  to  sell 
a  little  stock  I  had,  to  pay  off  Birkett's  old  debts  due  at 
Christmks.  '  But  it  was  so  low,  I  should  have  lost  near  12  per 
cent  and  so  it  continues.  If  you  think  of  being  here  near 
that  time,  and  find  it  not  inconvenient  to  you  to  lend  me  <£40, 
you  will  save  nie  the  money  I  mention,  (as  I  remember  you 
once  offered.)     But  if  any  incooveni^ice  attend  it,   you  must 
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}inagiQ6  I  don'e  by  any  means  desire  it  And  you  need  not 
be  at  tb^  trouHd  of  any  excuse,  as  I  well  know,  nothing  but 
the  not  being  able,  would  hindef  youir  doing  it  immediately. 
Let  me  know>  because  otherwise^  I  have  another  journey  to 
make  iSo  town. 

JDec.  11>  [1746.]  Cambridffe. 
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LETTER  IX. 


M«-  GRAY   TO   M^   WHAETON. 

*  »  ' 

Mf  Dear  Wharton, 

I  HAVE  received  your  biU^  and  am  in  cofifudion  to 
hear  you  hsae  got  into  debt  youfself  i»  order  to  bring  me  out 
of  it :  I  did  not  think  to  be  obliged  to  you  sa  much,  nor  oil 
sock  terms :  but  imagmed  you  would  be  here,  and  might  easily 
^pare  it«  The  money  shall  be  repaid  asi  soon  as  ever  it  ii 
wanted^  and  sobner  if  the  stocks  rise  a  little  higher. 
*     •  •       »    .    •  ■        1 

My  note  ym  will  find  at  the  end  of  my  letter,  which  yoil 
ought  tc  harve^  Im  n  xanx  ra  au0jptimvou  avfji^Uri*  The*  rest  of  my'  ac- 
knowledgements, are  upon  record  where  they^  ought  to  be^  with  the 
rest  of  your  kindnesses.  The  bill  was  paid  me  here ;  I  suppose 
there  is  no  likelihood  of  its  jb^ng  stopped  in  town.  It  aar^ 
prraes  me  tahew  you  talk  of  s6  mtufch  business,  and  the  tia<« 
Certainty  of  your  return ;  and  what  not  ?  Sirre  you  wril  firld  time 
to  give  me  an  dccouht  of  your  transactions,  and  your  intentions. 
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For  your  ears,  don't  let  -em  think  of  marrjHng  you !  for  I 
know  if  you .  marry  at  all,  you  will  be  married.  I  mean  pas- 
sively. And  theUi  (besides  repenting  of  what  you  were  not 
guilty  of)  you  will  never  •  go  abroad,  never  read  any  thin^ 
more  but  farriery-books,  and  justice-books;  and  so  either  die 
t)f  a  consumption,  or  live  on,  and  grow  fet,  which  is  worse. 
For  me,  and  my  retirement,  (for  you  are  in  the  right  to  despise 
my  dissipation  de  quinze  jours)  we  are  in  the  midst  of  Diog. 
Xaertius  and  his  philosophers,  as  a  prooemium  to  the  series  of 
their  works,  and  those  of  all  the  poets  and  orators,  that  lived 
before  Philip  of  Macedon's  death:  and  we  have  made  a  great 
Chronological  Table,*  with  our  own  hands,  the  wonder  and 
amazement  of  Mr.  Brown ;  not  so .  much  for  public  events, 
though  these  too  have  a  column  assigned  them,  but  rather  in 
a  literary  way,  to  compare  the  times  of.  all  great  men,  their 
writings  and  transactions:  it  begins  at  the  dOth  Olympiad,  and 
is  already  brought  down  to  the  1 13th ;  that  is  *332  years. 
Our  only  modem  assistants,  are  Marsham,  Dodwell,  and  Bentley. 
Tuthill  continues  qiiiet  in  his  Lseta  Paupertas,  and  by  this 
time,  (w^^e  not  his  friends  of  it)  would  have  forgot  there  was 
^y  such  place  as .  Pembroke  in  the  world.  AH  things  there 
are  just  in  statu  quo;  only  the  fellow^,  as  I  told  you,  are  grown 
pretty  rudish  to  their  sovereign  in  general,  for  Francis  is  now 
departed.  Poor  dear  Mr.  Delaval  indeed  has  had  a  little  mis- 
fortune; intelligence  was  brought,  that  he  had  with  him  a 
certain  gentlewoman,  properly  called  Nell  Burnet  (but  wliose 
Nom  -de  Guerre  was  Captain  Hargraves)  in  an  officer*s  habit 


*  This  laborious  work  was  formed  much  in  the  manner  of  the  President  Hetnault^s 

^  Histoire  de  France.^     Every  page  consisted  of  nine  columns ;'  one  for  the  Olym* 

piad,  the  next  for  the  Archons^  the  third  for  the  public  affairs  of  Groeoe^  the  three 

next  for  the  Philosophers,  «nd  the  three  last  for  PoetS|  Historfaqfi,  ani  Orators* .    I 

ido  not  find  it  carried  further  than  the  date  aboTe-inentioned«-rJfa«oii. 
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whom   he   had  carried  all  about    to  see   chapels  and  libraries^ 
and  make  visits  in  the  face  of  day.     The   master  raised  his 
Posse   comitatus  in  order  to  search  his  chambers,  and  declared 
they  had  certainly  been  there;    which  was  very  true,   and  the 
Captain    was   then  locked  up  in  a  cupboard    there,    while    his 
lover    stood    below    in    order    to  convey    him    out   at    window, 
when  all  was  over.     However  they  took  care  not  to  discover 
her,  though  the   master  affirmed, — had  he   but  caught  her,  he 
would  soon  have  known  whether  it  was  a  man  or  a  woman. 
Upon  this  Mr/  Delaval  was  desired  to  cut  out  his  name,  and 
did  so:    next  day  Dr.  Long  repented,  and  wrote  a  paper  to 
testify  he  never  knew  any  harm  of  him ;   which  he  brought  to 
Dr.   Whaley,   who  would  have  directly  admitted   him  here,  if 
Stuart  had  not  absolutely  refused.      He    was  offered  about  at 
several  colleges,  but  in  vain.     Then  Dr.  L.  called  two  meetings 
to  get  him   re-admitted   there,    but  every   one  was  inexorable ; 
and  so  he   has   lost  his  pupil,   who  is  gone,   I   suppose,   to   his 
aunt    Price.      TroUope    continues    in    DevVeux- Court :    all    our 

hopes  are  now  in  the  Commencement. 

•  •    •  <    • 

Have  you  seen  the  works  of  two  young  authors,  a  Mr. 
Warton  and  Mr.  Collins,  both  writers  of  Odes?  it  is  odd 
enough,  but  each  is  the  half  of  a  considerable  man,  and  one 
the  counterpart  of  the  other.  The  first  has  but  little  invention, 
very  poetical  choice  of  expression,  and  a  good  ear.  The  second, 
a  fine  fancy,  modelled  upon  the  antique,  a  bftd  ear,  great  vari- 
ety of  words  and  images,  with  no  choice  at  all.  Tbcy  both 
deserve  to  last  some  years,  but  will  not. 

Adieu!  dear  Sir,  I  am  very  sincerely  yours, 

T.  G. 

I  was  thirty  years  old  yesterday.    What  is  o'clock  by  you? 
Ike.  27,  [1746.] 

VOL.  II.  z 
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LETTER  X. 


M»-   GRAY   TO  M«-  WaLIPOLE. 

IT  IB  doubtless  an  encouragement  to  continue  writing 
to  you,  when  you  tell  me  you  answer  me  with  pleasure.  I 
have  another  reason  which  would  make  me  yery  copious,  had 
I  any  thii^  to  say:  it  is,  that  I  write  to  you  with  «qual 
f^easur«>  though  not  with  equal  spirits,  nor  with  like  plenty  of 
naterials.  Please  to  subtract  then,  so  much  for  spirit,  and  so 
mtieh  £&v  tnatter;  and  you  will  find  me,  I  hope,  neither  so 
sicfw,  nor  so  short,  as  I  might  otherwise  aeem.  Besides,  I  had 
a  mitti  to  send  you  the  remainder  of  Agrippina,  that  was  lost 
in  a  wilderness  of  papers.  Certainly  3^u  do  her  too  much 
honour;  she  seemed  to  me  to  talk  like  an  old  boy,  all  in 
figures  and  f)Mre  poetry,  instead  of  nature  and  the  langua^  of 
teri  passion.  Do  y>ou  remember  "  Approchez  rous,  N^ron?"* 
Who  would  aot  rather  have  thought  of  that  half  line,  than  all 
Mr«  Bowte's  flowers  of  eloquence  ?  However,  you  will  find  the 
remainder  here  at  the  end  in  an  outrageous  long  ^eech:  it 
was  b^fun  above  feur  yeaiB  ago,  (it  is  a  mfisfbrtune  you  know 
Ay  fl'g^  else  I  might  have  added,)  when  I  was  very  young. 
Poor  West  put  a  stop  to  that  tragic  torrent  he  saw  breaking 
in  upon  him: — ^have  a  care,  I  warn  you,  not  to  set  open  the 
flood-gate  agiiin,  lest  it  shocBd  tJrown  you  and  me,  and  the 
bishop  and  all. 

«  The  Speech  of  Agrippina  in  Racine's  Tragedy  of  Britannicus.  Atiit  IV.  Sc.  ii.  1. 1* 


•.—  -    • 
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I  am  TEpy  soiry  to  Ittar  fou  t»at  pbilosophy  and  her  ibt- 
Invrers  like  a  parcol  of  ii|ODk&  audi  hemiitg!^  and  thkik  mjtself 
obliged  to  vinctieate  a  proieEBion  I  faoncrar,  bien.  que  je  it'cnf 
tienae  pas  boutique  (as  Mad.  Sei^ign^  ^3^)  Tfae  fivst  man  tiwe 
ever  bon  the  nanae,  if  you  renneirdber,  used  to  9ay,  that  life 
was  bke  the  Oftympio  ganiM^  (the  greatest  public  as^mbly  ^ 
his  age  and  country,)  where  sosne  came  to  sliew  the  stvengibli 
and  agility  qf  tlv^ir  body,  as  the  champions;  others,  as  the 
musicians,  orators,  poets,  and  historians,  to  show  their  excellence 
in  t|i;p^  »rt^ ;  the  traders  to  get  money ;  and  the  better  sort, 
to  enjoy  the  spectacle,  and  judge  of  all  these.  They  did  not 
then  run  away  from  society  for  fear  of  its  temptations;  they 
passed  their  days  m  tibe  mtclst  ^  iti  conversation  was  their 
business:  they  cultivated  the  arts  of  persuasion,  on  purpose  to 
show  men  it  was  their  interest,  as  well  as  their  duty,  not  to  be 
foolish,  and  false,  and  mifust;  and  that  too  in  many  instances 
with  success;  which  is  not  very  strange,  for  they  showed  by 
their  life,  that  thfi^  V^s^ps  were  fiot  imjpcact^ble ;  and  that 
pleasures  were  no  temptations,  but  to  such  as  wanted  a  clear 
pe]:c«ptiQA  ^  the  pains  annexed  to  them.  But  I  have  done 
preaching  a  la  Grecque.  Mr.  Ratcliffe*  made  a  shift  to  behave 
very  TationaTly  without  their  instructions,  at  a  season  which 
they  todk  a  great  dfeai  of  pains  to  fortify  themselves  and  others 
against:  one  would  not  desire  to  lose  one's  head  with  a  better 
^race.  I  am  particulaiiy  satisfied  with  the  humanity  of  that 
last  embrace  to  ail  the  people  about  him.  Sure  it  must  be 
somewhat  embarrassing  to  die  before  so  xnoch  good  company  i' 

Yott  need-  net  fewr  but  jpestenty  will  he  ^ver  ^lad  te-  know 
tlae  absurdity  of  thsic  asneestors:   the;  focM  wU  be  ^W  *o 


"^  Brother  of  the  Earl  of  Dei^eBiwater.    He  was  executed  tit  Tybum,  Deoembtr, 
174f^f6rlia¥iDg  been  concerned  in  the  Rebellion  in  Scotland. — £!(f. 

Z2 
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know  they  were  as  foolish  as  they,  and  the  wise  will  be  glad 
to  find  themselves  wiiser.  You  will  please  all  the  world  then; 
and  if  you  recount  miracles  you  will  be  believed  so  much  the 
sooner.  We  are  pleased  when  we  wonder,  and  we  believe 
-because  we  are  pleased.  Folly  and  wisdom,  and  wonder  and 
pleasure,  join  with  me  in  desiring  you  would  continue  to  enter- 
tain them :   refuse  us  if  you  can. 

Adieu,  dear  Sir! 

T.  GRAY. 


LETTER   XL 


M«    GRAY   TO    M"-    WALPOLE. 

Cambridge^  1747. 

I  HAD  been  absent  from  this  place  a  few  days,  and 
at  my  return  found  Gibber's  book*  upon  my  table:  I  return 
you  my  thanks  for  it,  and  have  already  run  over  a  consider- 
able part;  for  who  could  resist  Mrs.  Letitia  Pilkington's  recom- 
mendation? (by  the  way  is  there  any  such  gentlewoman  f  ? 
or  has  somebody  put  on  the  style  of  a  scribbling  woman's 
panegyric  to  deceive   and  laugh  at   Colley?)    He  seems  to  me 


■«^— •■ 


i^>*>aaH>HB»i^w>iVa^»> 


^  Entifled  '^  CN>8enratioB9  on  Cicero^s  Character,^'  or  eome  sudi  thiD^ ;  for  I  have 
not  the  book  by  me,  and  it  has  been  long  since  forgot. — Mason, 

t  This  Lad;  made  herself  more  known  some  time  after  the  date  of  this  letter,— 
MoMon* 


^ 


173 

foil  as  pert  and  as  .  dull  as  usual.     There  are  whole  pages,  of 
common-place  stuff,  •  that  for  stupidity  might  have  been   wrote 
by    Dr.   Waterland,    or   any    other:  grave  divine,   did  not   the^ 
flirting  saucy  phrase  give  them  at  a  distance  an  air  of  youth 
and  gaiety :    It  is  very  true,  he  is  often  in  the  right  with  regard, 
to  Tully's  weaknesses;    but  was  there  any  one  that  did  not  see 
them.f^    Those,    I  imagine,   that  would  find  a  man  after  God's 
own   heart,   are   no    more    likely    to  trust  the  Doctor's  rfecom- 
mendation  than   the  Player's;    and    as   to   Reason    and   Truths 
would  they  know  their  own  faces,  do  you  think,  if  they  looked 
in  the  glass,  and  saw  themselves  so  bedizened  in  tattered  fringe 
and  tarnished  ^  lace,   in  French  jewels,  and  dirty  furbelows,  the; 
frippery  of  a  stroller's  wardrobe? 

literature,   to  take  it  in  its  most  comprehensive  sense,   andt 
include  every   thing   that   requires    invention   or  judgement,    on 
barely  application  and  industry,  seems  indeed  draSving  apace  to 
its  dissolution,   and  remarkably  since  the  beginning  of  the  war. 
I  remember  to  have   read    Mr.  Spence's  pretty  book;    though 
(as  he  then  had  not  been  at  Rome  for  the  last  time)  it  must: 
have  increased    greatly   since    that    in    bulk.     If  you    ask   me 
what  I  read,  I  protest  I  do  not  recollect  one  syllable.;  but  only 
in  general,    that  they  were  the  best  bred  sort  of  men  in  the. 
world,  just  the  kind  of  f rinds  one   would  wish    to   meet  in   a. 
fine  summer's  evening,  if  one  wished  to  meet  any  at  all.     The 
heads  and  tails  of  the  dialogues,   published   separate  ia.  l,6mo^ 
would  make-  the  sweetest  reading  in  naiiur  for  young  gentlemen 
of  family  and  fortune^  that  are  learning  to  dance*.     L rejoice  to 


*  This  ridiiDule  on  the  Plutonic  way  of.  dialogue   (as  it  fvas  aimed  to  be^  though 
nothing  tess  resembles  It)   is,  in  my  opitiion,  admirable.    Lord  Shaftsbury  was  the 
first  who  brought  it  into  vogue,  and  Mr.  Silence  (if  we  except  a  few  Scotch  writers)  * 
the  last  who  practised  it.    As  it  has  now  been  laid  aside  some  years,  we  may  hope^  ^ 
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hear  i^e  k  sudft  a  onMfd  ol*  ckanafttioal  p^pfor«astiu»ra  coming 
upon  tlie  stag^.  Agtip{iins^  dm  i^y  very  weU»  she  ^»^  yoii» 
and  Ibe  damn^  at  l^is9ire:  I  hope  in  Qod  yoy  have  n^t 
mtfitionjBd,  or  shewed  to  wy  body  thitt  scea^  (for  tr^tiqg  ia 
its  bodiifisSf  I  forgiot  to  oMition  you  cono^ning  it);  but  J 
h^urd  tht  othfit  <ky,  that  I  v^  wiiting  ^  PUy^  %od  W96  told, 
the  name  of  A,  whiah  nobody  hfite  cooidd  knpw^  I  am  wc^ 
The  emptoymeat  you  propose  to  vm  mu&h  b^ttec  stgte  my  in- 
dinodon;  but  I  nujch  fear  qw  joio^st^ok  would  hardly  watr 
pc^  a  sQiati  volume ;  what  I  ]^y%  is  less  coQsideiHihIe  tk»n  you 
W9uld  imaigme,  and  of  that  little  we  ^uld  nftfc  b^  wi|liBg  to 
pdiilish  ali  ^  *  *  + 

This  is  all  I  can  any  where  find.  You,  I  imagine,  may  have 
a  [good  deal  move.  I  should  not  cave  how  unwise  tkm  ovdinary 
run  of  Headers  might  thioak  my  affec^on  fi>r  hiin»  profvidfid 
those  few,  that  evefc  loved  any  body»  or  ji^dged  of  miy  thing 
rightly,  might;,  from  such  litile  r^naifis»  be  moved  t)o  coBsider 
what  he  woidd  have  been;  and  to  wish  that  hs&ven  had 
gEasilied  him  a  longer  life  and  a  mind  more  ^t  ease. 


I.    ■  dli    I  I  <  I    I  1  iwmltmfm*0^^»tmm^mmt>mu^iti**^mmiff^^^t^i*mmm^.^mm^^^^^mmmK^ 


for  the  sake  of  true  taste,  that  this  frippery  mode  of  composkioa  ^ill  never  come 
info  fashion  agam ;  especidly  srace  I>r.  Hurd  has  pointed  out,  by  example  as  wdl  as 
pcecept,  "wborein  Ike  ignt  beaucy  of  Dialogaetinrita^g  eonsisls. — Jfeson. 

f  What  ip  liere  omitte^  was  a  short  catalogue  of  Mr.  West's  Poetry  then  in 
Mr.  Gray^  hands ;  tiie  reader  has  seen  as  much  of  it  in  the  three  fbregotng 
sections  as  1  aia  persuaded  his  fidend  vouid  bare  published,  had  he  prosecuted  the 
Uf\L  viAh^h  Mf.  Walpolp  r^ommende4  ^  Imui,  that  of  printing  his  c^wn  anid 
Mr.  West's  Poems  in  the  same  volume ;  and  which  we  also  peroeiye  from  this  letter, 
he  ^VB  itot  averse  from  doing.  This  therefore  seems  to  vindicate  the  Editor^s  plan  in 
afTrax^iigp  t|i^  PK»^^  >  as  he  is  gabled  by  it  not  only  to  shew  i^bat  Iff.  W^'^o^ald 
havp  h^^i  but  wbfii  Mx.  Gray  w^,  I  mea^i  not  as  a  Pofifi,  for  th^t  (hf  wavld  knew, 
befpre^  bii^as  i^n.^Y^r^.^^^l^,  ai|4  {^^  is  ^\^t  ^^  collfeq^fliQ0c;)  as  an 
excjsUent  mpral-maf^  —  Jt^o^ii. 


m 

I  sfend  you  4  CeW  liB*e&i  thetr^b  LaDn.  Which  y<hi  do  hot  like, 
for  the  sake  Of  the  siihji^bt*;  it  rtiakeb  pAtt  oT  k  lai'ge  (ieslgh, 
Uiid  is  the  begidtikig  of  tbe  feuii^  HOok,  Whidh  w^  intended 
to  treat  of  th^  j^assioftfe.  £jEtii)se  thfe  thlree  BM  netses;  you 
know  vanity.  With  the  Rotaahs,!  is  k  poetieal  lifcehce. 


LETfER  Xit. 


W^  GRAY    TO   M"^   WALPOLE. 

I  HAVE  abundance  of  thanks  to  return  you  for  the  en- 
tertainment Mr.  Spence's  book  hks  giveti  infe,  x^hicTi  I  have  kl- 
rnb^i  run  dvef  already ;  afld  I  iftudh  fear  (see  what  it  is  to 
make  a  figure)  the  breadth  df  the  margiti,  arid  the  neatness  of  the 
inints,  which  are  better  done  than  one  could  efXpect,  have  prer 
veiled  Upon  me  to  Kke  it  far  better  than  1  did  in  Qianjuscript ; 
for  I  think  it  is  not  the  very  genteel  deportment  of  I'oly- 
metis,  nor  the  lively  wit  of  Mysigetes,  that  have  at  all  cor- 
rupted me. 

There  is  one  fundaments^  foult,  from  \*hence  mbst  of  the 
little  faults  throughout  the  whole  aride.  He  professes  to  ttegleet 
the  Gwek  writers,  who  could  h*fcVe  given  Wfti  mote  instrti6tiOtt 
on  the  very  heads  he  pi'ofesses  to  treat,  than  iW  the  other*  put 


*  The  admirable  Apostrophe  to  Air.  West,  with  iiWeh  tfie  Fragpoaent  of  the  4th 
Book  de  I'rkclpiis  Cdgitandi  opAi».— £e/. 


176  ' 

togethejc ;  who  does  not  know,  that  upon  the  Latins  the  Sabine' 
and  Hetruscan  mythology  (which  probably  might  themselves, 
at  a  remoter  period  of  time>  owe  their .  origin  to  Greece  too) 
the  Romans  ingrafted  almost  the  whole  religion  of  Greece  to 
make  what  is  called  their  own  ?  It  would  be  hard  to  find  any 
one  circumstance  that  is  properly  of  their  invention.  In  the 
ruder  days  of  the  republic,  the  picturesque  part  of  their  religion 
(which  is  the  province  he  has  chose,  and  would  be  thought  to 
confine  himself  to)  was  probably  borrowed  entirely  from  the 
Tuscans,  who,  as  a  wealthy  and  trading  people,*  may  be  well 
supposed,  and  indeed  are  known,  to  have  had  the  arts  flourish- 
ing in  a  considerable  degree  among  fhem.  What  could  inform 
him  here,  but  Dio.  Halicarnassus  (who  expressly  treats  of  those 
times  with  great  curiosity  and  industry)  and  the  remains  of  the 
first  Roman  writers  ?  The  former  he  has  neglected  as  a  Greek ; 
and  the  latter,  he  says,  were  but  little  acquainted  with  the  arts, 
and  consequently  are  but  of  small  authority.  In  the  better 
ages,  when  every  tepiple  and  public  building  in  ;Jlome  was 
peopled  with  imported .  deities  and  heroes,  and  when  all  the  ar- 
tists \  of  reputation  they  made  use  of  were  Greeks,  what  wonder, 
if  their  eyes  grew  familiarised  to  Grecian,  forms  and  habits 
(especially  in  a  matter  of  this  kind,  where  so  much  depends 
upon  the  imagination);  and  if  those  figures  introduced  with  them 
a  belipf  of  such  fables,  as  first  gave  them  being,  and  dressed 
them  out  in  their  various  attributes,  it  was  natural  then,  and 
(I  should  think)  necessary,  to  go  to  the  source  itself,  the  Greek 
accounts  of  their  own  religion;  but  to  say  the  truth,  I  suspect 
he  wa^  little  convers?int  in  those  books  and  that  language;  for 
he  rarely  quotes  any  but,  Lucian,  an  author  that  falls  in  every 
body's  ;way,  and  whp  lived  at  the  very  extremity  of  that  period 
he  has  set  to  his  enquiries,  later  than  any  of  the  poets  he 
has  meddled  with,  and  for  that  reason  ought  to  have  been  re- 
garded as  but  an  indifferent  authority ;  especially  being  a  Syrian 
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too.  His  book  (as  he  says  himself)  is,  I  think,  rather  a  be- 
ginning than  a  perfect  work;  but  a  beginning  at  th  ewro  ng 
end :  For  if  any  body  should  finish  it  by  enquiHng  into  the 
Greek  mythology,  as  he  proposes,  it  will  be  necessary  to  read 
•  it  backward. 

There  are  several  little  neglects,  that  one  might  have  told  him 
of^  which  I  noted  in  reading  it  hastily;  as  page  311,  a  dis- 
course about  orange-trees,  occasioned  by  Virgil's  "  inter  odo- 
ratum  lauri  nemus,"  where  he  fancies  the  Roman  Laurus  to  be 
our  Laurel ;  though  undoubtedly  the  bay-tree,  which  ie  odoratum 
and  (I  believe)  still  called  Lauro,  or  AUoro,  at  Rome ;  and 
that  the  "  Malum  Medicum*'  in  the  Georgick  is  the  orange; 
though  Theophrastus,  whence  Virgil  borrowed  it,  or  even  Pliny 
whom  he  himself  quotes,  might  convince  him  it  is  the  cedrato 
which  he  has  often  tasted  at  Florence.  Page  144  is  an  ac- 
count of  Domenichino's  Cardinal  Virtues,  and  a  fling  at  the 
Jesuits,  neither  of  which  belong  to  them :  The  painting  is  in  a 
church  of  the  Barnabiti,  dedicated  to  St.  Carlo  Borromeo,  whose 
motto  is  HuMiLiTAS.  Page  151,  in  a  note,  he  says,  the  old 
Romans  did  hot  regard  Fortune  as  a  Deity;  tho'  Servius 
TuUius  (whom  she  was  said  to  be  in  love  with ;  nay,  there  was 
actually  an  affair  between  them)  founded  her  temple  in  .  Foro 
Boario.  By  the  way,  her  worship  was  Greek,  and  this  king 
was  educated  in  the  family  of  Tarquinius  Prisons,  whose  lather 
was  a  Corinthian;  so  it  is  easy  to  conceive  how  early  the  re- 
ligion of  Rome  might  be  mixed  with  that  of  Greece,  &c.  &c. 

Dr.  Middleton  has  sent  me  to-day  a  book  on  the  Roman 
Senate^  the  substance  of  a  dispute  between  Lord  Hervey  and 
him,  though  it  never  interrupted  their  friendship,  he  says,  and  I 
dare  say  not. 

VOL.  II  2  a 
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LETTER  XIU. 


^ 


?•   GRAY    TO    M*^    WALPOLK. 


Cmtibridgei  March  1,  1747. 


AS  one  ought  to  be  particularly  careful  to  avoid 
blunders  in  *  compliment  of  condolence^  it  would  be  a  sensible 
satisfaction  to  pje  (before  I  testify  my  sorrow,  and  the  sincere 
part  I  take  in  your  misfortune)  to  know  iw  certain,  who  it  is 
i  lament.  I  knew  Zara  and  Seliaaa,  (Selima,  was  it?  or  Fatima?) 
or  rather  I  knew  them  both  together;  for  I  cannot  justly  say 
which  was  which*  Then  as  to  your  handsome  Cat,  the  name 
you  distinguish  hej  by,  I  am  no  less  at  a  Loss,  as  well  know- 
ing on^'s  handsome  cat  is  always  the  cat  one  likes  best;  or  if 
one  be  ^ive  and  tlie  other  dead,  it  is  usually  tbe  latter  that  i^^ 
the  handsomest^  Besides,  if  the  point  were  never  so  clear,  I 
hope  you  do  not  think  me  so  ill-bred  ch:  so  imprudent  as  to  for^ 
feit  all  my  interest  in  the  aurvivor:  Oh  no  I  I  would  rathe? 
seem  to  mistake,  and  imagine  to  be  sure  it  must  be  the  tabby 
one  that  had  met  with  this  sad  accident.  Till  this  affair  is  a 
little  better  determined,  yoa  will  excuse  me  if  I  da  not  beg^i. 
to  cry; 

Which  interval  is  the  more  convenient,  as  it  gives  time  to  re- 
joice with  you  on  your  new  honors*.  This  is  only  a  beginning ; 
I  reckon  next  week  we   shall  hear  you  are  a  Free- Mason,   or 

^  Mr.  Walpole  was  about  this  time  elected  a  Fellow  of  the  Royal  Society* 
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&  Gaimogon*  at  least. — Heigh  ho!  I  feel  (as  you  to  be  iure 
have  done  long  since)  that  I  have  very  little  to  say,  at  least  in 
prose.  Somebody  will  be  the  better  for  it;  i  do  not  mean 
ycm^  but  yovr  Cat,  feue  Mademoiselle  SeUme,  whom  I  am 
about  to  tminortahze  for  one  week  or  fwtnight,  as  follows ^^^^ 

There's  a  Poem  for  you,  it  is  rather  too  long  for  an  Epitaphs 


i  a.         ■  jtJi  Mini     uiij     ai*  .j.ii»*^.^ 


LETTER  XIV. 


M>  GRAY  TO   W^   WHARTON. 
My  Dbar  Whahton, 

YOU  ask  me,  what  I  should  answer  in  qase  any  one 
should  ask  me  a  certain  question '  concerning  ypu^  In  my  con« 
science  I  should  say,  yes;  and  the  readier  as  I  have  had  a 
revelation  about  it^  it  was  in  a  dream  that  told,  me  yoq  had 
taken  a  i^cy  to  one  of  the  four  last  letters  in  the  alphabet. 
I  think  it  can't  be  X,  nor  Z  (for  I  know  of  no  female  Zeno^ 
or  Xenophon)  it  may  be  Y  perhaps,  but  I  have  sGwehow  a 
secret  partiality  for  W,.  am  I  near  it,  or  ijq  ?  by  this  time  I 
suppose,  'tis  almost  a  done  thing.  There  j^  no  struggling  with 
iOestiny,  so  I  acquiesce.  Thus  far  only  I  should  be  glad  to 
know  with  certainty,  whether  it  be  likely  [  ]  should  con- 
tinue in  statu  quo,  till  th^  Commettcemenft  {t<4iich  I  dotft  con- 
ceive) for  [  ]  1  should  think  it  rather  better  for  T.'  to  give 
up  bis  pfeteosions  with,  a  good  grace>  than  to  wait  t;^e  pleasure 

*  gfiesome  aecount  of  the  ^Gormogons^  ia  Nicholls's  life  of  Hogarth,  p.  42i« 
Xbwe nU  a  PriBt  of  Hogarth'^  mth  the  titte— *  The  Mystery  of  .Macfoory  browglit  to 
light.  l>y  tbe  Gocmogoiis.'  Tli^re  is  ateii^  a  Poem,  by  JHarry .  Carey,  ciOled— Th^ 
Moderator  between  the  Free  Masons  and  Gormogon«,-n£^(/. .    /  ...» 
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of  those  dirty  cubs,  •  who  would  infallibly  prefer  the  first  that 
offers  of  their  own  people,  but  I  submit  this  to  your  judgement, 
you  <  (as.  you  first  made  him  a  competitor)  ought  to  determme 
at  what  time  he  may -most  decently  withdraw.  I  have  some 
uneasiness  too  on  '  Brown's  account,  who  has  sacrificed  all  his 
interests  with  so  much  fi^nkness,  and  is  still  so  resolute  to  do 
ev^ry  thing  for  us  without  reserve,  that  I  should  see  him  with 
great  concern  under  the  paw  of  a  fell  visitor,  and  exposed  to  the 
insolence  of  that  old  rascal,  the  master,  Trollope  (if  you  re- 
member) would  engage  himself  no  longer  than  the  end  of  this 
year:  'tis  true  he  has  never  said  any  thing  since,  tending  that 
way,  but  he  is  not  unlikely  to  remember  it  at  a  proper  time. 
And  as  to  *Smart,  he  must  necessarily  be  abim6,  in  a  very 
short  time.  His  debts  daily  increase  (you  remember  the  state 
they  were  in,  when  you  left:  us)  Addison,  I  know,  wrote  smartly 
to  him  last  week ;  but  it  has  had  no  effect,  that  signifies,  only 
i  observe  he  takes  hartshorn  from  morning  to  night  lately :  in 
the  mean  time  he  is  amusing  himself  with  a  Comedy  of  his 
own  writing,  which  he  makes  all  the  boys  of  his  acquaintance 
act,  and  intends  to  borrow  the  Zodiack  room,  and  have  it 
jperformed  publickly,  our  friend  Lawman,  the  mad  attorney,  is 
his  copyist;  and  truly  the  author  himself  is  to  the  full  as  mad 
as  he.  His  piece,  he  says,  is  inimitable,  true  sterling  wit,  and 
humour  by  God ;  and  he  can't  hear  the  Prologue  without 
being  ready  to  die  with  laughter.     He  acts  five  parts  himself) 


*  The  person  mentioned  here,  is  Smart  the  Poet.  It  appears  in  Anderson^9 
Life  of  bins  that  he  was  admifted  of  Pembroke  Hall,  Oct.  30th,  1739,  elected 
Fellow  of  Pembroke  in  1745,  and  M.  A.  1747.  The  Comedy  to  which  Gray 
alludes,  was  called  a  *  Trip  to  Cambridge,  or  the  grateful  Fair/  Which  was 
acted  in  Pembroke  College  Hall,  the  p&rlour  of  which,  made  the  green  room. 
No  remains  of  this  play  have  been  found,  but  a  few  of  the  Songs,  and  the 
<'  ^oEloquy  of  the  Princess  Periwinkle  sola,  attended  by  fourteen  Maids  of  great 
Honour,^  containing  the  well  known  simile  of  the  Collier,  Barber,  and  the  Brick* 
dust  man.    Thus  when  a  Barber  and  a  Collier  fight,  &c.-^JE7c(. 
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and  is  only  sorry,  he  can't  do  all  the  rest.  He  has  also  ad* 
vertised  a  collection  of  Odes;  and  for  his  Vanity  and  Faculty 
of  Lying,  they  are  come  to  their  full  maturity.  All  this,  you 
see,  must  come  to  a  Jayl,  or  Bedlam,  and  that  without  any 
help,  almost  without  pity.  By  the  way,  now  I  talk  of  a  Jayl, 
please  to  let  me  know,  when  and  where  you  would  have  me 
pay  my  own  debts. 

Chapman,.  I  suppose  you  know,  is  warm  in  his  mastership ; 
soon  after  his  accession,  I  was  to  see  him:  there  was  a  very 
brilliant  (Cambriclge)  assembly,  Middleton,  Rutherforth,  Heberden, 
Robinson,  Coventry,  and  various  others.  He  did  the  honours 
with  a  great  deal  of  comical  dignity,  assisted  by  a  Bedmaker 
in  greasy  leather  breeches,  and  a  livery,  and  now  he  is  gone 
to  town  to  get  preferment.  But  what  you'll  wonder  at,  and 
what  delights  me,  Coventry  is  his  particular  confident  (tho*  very 
disagreeably  to  himself,)  he  can't  open  his  door,  but  he  finds 
the  master  there,  who  comes  to  set  with  him  at  all  hours,  and 
brings  his  works  with  him,  for  he  is  writing  a  great  book  on 
the  ^Roman  Constitution.  Well,  upon  the  strength  of  this,.  I 
too  am  grown  very  great  with  Coventry,  and  to  say  the  truth 
(bating  his  nose,  and  another  circumstance,  which  is  nothing  to 
me)  he  is  the  best  sort  of  man  in  this  place.  Middleton  has 
published  a  small  octavo  on  the  Roman  Senate,  well  enough, 
but  nothing  of  very  great  consequence,  and  is  now  gone  to  be 
inducted  into  a  Sine-cure  (not  -£100  a  year)  that  Sir  J. 
Frederick  gave  him.  What's  worse^  /or  the  sake  of  this  little 
nasty  thing  (I  am  told)  he  is  determined  to  suppress   a  work* 


*  An  Essay  on  the  Roman  Senate  by  Thomas  Chapman,  D.  D.  Master  of 
Magdalen  College  in  Cambridge,  and  Chaplain  in  Ordinary  to  his  Mijesty,  1750, 
8vo.  A  Review  of  this  Book,  as  well  as  of  Middleton's,  and  other  writers  on  the 
same  subject  was  published  by  Hooke,  4to«  1758.— £rc/. 
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that  would  have  made  a  giteait  noise^  or  publish  it  all  mangled 
Or  disfigured,  and  this  when  he  has  (I  am  assured)  near  JE700 
a  year  of  his  own  ahready,  and  might  live  independent,  and 
easy,  and  speak  his  mind,  in  the  iace  of  the  whole  worid  Cle- 
rical and  Lakal,  such  a  passion  have  some  men  to  lick  the 
dust,  and  be  trampled  upon«  The  Fellow  Commoners  (the 
bucks)  are  run  mad,  they  set  women  upon  thdr  heads  in  the 
streets  at  noon-day,  break  open  shops,  game  in  the  coflfee-houses 
<m  Sundays,  and  in  short  act  after  my  own  heart. 

My  works  are  not  so  considerable  as  you  imagine^  I  haye 
read  Pausanias  and  Athenseus  all  through,  and  iEschylus  again. 
I  am  now  in  Pindar  wid  Lysias  V  for  I  take  Verse  and  Prose 
together  like  bread  and  cheese. 

The  Chronology  is  growing  daily,  the  most  noble  of  my 
performances  latteriy  is  a  Pome  on  the  uncomfxion  death  of 
Mr.  Walpole's  Cat,  which  being  of  a  proper  sme  and  subject 
fot  a  gentleman  in  your  ccmdition  to  peruse,  (besides  that  I 
flatter  myself  Miss  ■  ■■  will  give  her  judgement  upon  it  too) 
I  herewith  send  you,  it  won't  detain  you  long. 

Adieu,  my  dear  Sir,  I  am  ever  yours^ 


T.  G.      ' 


Camhr.  March  [1747}  J\t^dag  Night. 


Tfollope  is  in  town,  stiU  at  \m  lodgings,  aod  has  been  very 
ill.  Brown  wrote  a  month  ago  to  Hayes  and  Christopher; 
but  has  had  no  answer  whether  or  no  they  shall  be  here 
at  the  Commencement,  can  you  teM?  Morky  is  gomg  bo  be 
married  to  a  grave  and  stayed  Maiden  of  30  years  old  wiA 
much  pelf,  and  his  own  relation.     Poor  Soul  I 
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LETTER  XV. 


M»-  GRAY  TO   M*^  WHARTON. 

My  Dear  Wharton, 

I  REJOICE  to  hear  you  are  safe  arrived,  tbougb 
drawn  by  four  wild  h<nrus,  like  people  one  reads  of  in  the  book 
of  martyrs,  yet  I  cannot  dbuse  but  lament  your  condition,  sO^ 
cooped  up  in  the  £lvet«House,  with  spirits  and  hobgoblios  about 
you,  and  pleasure  at  one  entrance  qmte  shut  out;  you  must 
so  much  the  more  set  open  all  the  other  avenues  to  admit  it, 
open  your  folios,  open  yomr  De  L'Lsle,  and  take  a  prospect  of 
that  woiid,  which  the  cruel  ardkitect  has  hid  from  your  cor« 
poreal  eyes,  and  ccHtifined  them  to  the  narrow  contemplation  of 
your  own  backside,  and  kitcheuhgarden* 

Mr.  Keene  has  been  here,  but  is  now  gone  to  town  for  a. 
littte  while,  and  returns  to  pass  the  winter  with  us.  We  arer 
tolerably  gracious,  and  he  speaks  mighty  well  of  you ;  but  wheik 
I  look  upon  his  countenance  and  his  ways,  i  can  never  think 
of  bestowing  my  poor  Tuthill  upon  him  (though  it  were  never* 
so  advantageous,  and  they  both  had  a  mind  to  it)  and  so  I  haye< 
said  nothing  to  either  of  them.  I  found,  he  had  na  hopes  of 
your  petition;  and  believe  you  are  right  in  thinking  no  farther* 
of  it.  Your  mention  of  Mr.  Vane,  reminds  me  of  poor  Smart 
(not  that  I^  or  any  other  mortal,  pity  him,)  about  three  weekS' 
ago  he  was  arrested  here  at  the  suit  of  a  taylor  in  London  fon 
a  debt  of  about  £50  of  three  years  standing*.    The  College  h^. 
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about  £28  due  to  him  in  their  hands,  the  rest  (to  hinder  him 
from  going  to  the  cast^,  for  he  could  not  raise  a  shilling)  Brown, 
May,  and  Peele,  lent  him  upon  his  note.  Upon  this  lie  re- 
mained confined  to  his  room,  lest  his  creditors  here  should  snap 
him ;  and  the  fellows  \vent  round  to  make  out  a  list  of  his 
debts,  which  amount  in  Cambridge  to  above  £  350 ;  that  they 
might  come  the  readier  to  some  composition,  he  was  advised 
to  go  off  in  the  night,  and  lie  hid  somewhere  or  other.  He 
has  done  so,  and  this  has  made  the  creditors  agree  to  an  as- 
signment of  £50  per  annum  out  of  his  income,  which  is  above 
£  140,  if  he  lives  at  Cambridge,  not  else.)  But  1  am  appre- 
hensive, if  this  come  to  •  the  ears  of  Mr.  Vane,  he  may  take 
away  the  £40  hitherto  allowed  him  by  the  Duke  of  Cleveland; 
for  before  all  this  (last  summer)  I  know  they  talked  of  doing 
so,  as  Mr.  Smart  (they  sai<l)  was  now  settled  in  the  world.  If 
you  found  an  opportunity,  possibly  you  might  hinder  this  (which 
would  totally  ruin  him  now)  by  representing  his  absurdity  in 
the  best  light  it  will  bear:  but  at  the  same  time  they  should 
make  this  a  condition  of  its  continuance;  that  he  live  in  the 
College,  soberly,  and  within  bounds,  for  that  upon  any  in- 
formation to  the  contrary  it  shall  be  undoubtedly  stopped.  This 
would  be  doing  a  real  service,  though  against  the  grain :  yet 
I  must  own  if  you  heard  all  his  lies,  impertinence,  and  in- 
gratitude in  this  affair,  it  would  perhaps  quite  set  you  against 
him,  as  it  has  his  only  friend  (Mr.  Addison)  totally,  and  yet 
one  would  try  to  save  him,  for  drunkenness  is  one  great  source 
of  all  this,  and  he  may  change  it.  I  would  not  tell  this 
matter  in  the  north,  were  I  you,  till  I  found  it  was  known 
by  other  means.  We  have  had  an  opinion  from  the  Attorney 
General  in  a  manner  directly  contrary  to  the  former.  He  does 
not  seem  to  have  been  clear  then;  so  that  he  may  possibly 
not  be  so  now;    Tlie  King's  Bench  (he  says)  can  take  no  cog- 
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nizanqe  of  it;  tl*e  yisitor  n?,\ist  do  oW,  and  he  is  the  Viqe 
Chai>ceUor  by  King  James's  ChBrtex,  which  is  good.  This  is 
sad  indeed,  and  the  fellows,  before  they  acquiesce  in  it,  seem 
desti^ous  of  coosidting  Pr.  ^e,  who  is    well  acquainted  with 

College  matters. 

Have  you  seen  Lyttleton's  Monody  on  his  wife's  death  ?  there 
are  parts  of  it,  too  stiff  and  poetical ;  but  others  truly  tender 
and  elegiac,  as  one  would  wish.  Dodsley  is  publishing  (tree 
miscellaneous  volumes ;  some  n,e>v,  many  that  have  bocn  alrpady 
printed.  Lyttleton,  Nugent,  and  G.  West  have  given  him 
several  thin^  of  theirs.  Mr.  Walpole  has  given  him  three  odes 
of  mine  (which  you  have  seen  before)  and  one  of  Mr.  West's 
(my  friend  who  is  dead)  which  in  spite  of  the  subject  is  ex- 
cellent: it  is  on  the  late  queen's  death.  There  is  a  Mr.  Ar- 
chibald Bower*,  a  Scotchman  bred  in  Italy,  Professor  iij  three 
Univereities  there,  and  of  the  Inquisition,  he  was  employed  by 
the  Court  of  Rome  to  write  a  history  of  the  Popes.  As  he 
searched  into  the  materials,  his  eyes  were  opened :  he  came  to 
England,  has  changed  his  religion,  and  continues  his  work  in 
our  language  under  the  patronage  of  Mr.  Pitt,  the  'Yorks,  &c- 
The  pre&ce  is  cQcpe  out  with  the  proposals,  and  pEomises  ex- 
<;eeding  fvell,  ^^ubtless  there  is  no  partof  ^tfttcay  pio^e  c^4<9^ 
if  it  be  well  p^OTmed. 

Jty  best  wishes  wait  upon  Mrs.  Whartpp^  an^     ^    /  ,  .   J\Iy 


**  A  full  account  of  Mr.  Arcfaibttld  Bower,  and  bis-hiitwy  of  tin  P«p<B,  .luy 
be  seen  in  the    Biographiosl  Il^btiontTf.     .To  Jthe  ifi^xtiftn  of  lys  jf^wi^  ,f^d 

ffirtaliff  1^  -9r.  Pfiiig^as,  .^e  j^te  ;pi8hop  of  Sali^bvu^,  Qol^jiiji^^^i^^^  ^ia 
the  Retaliation. 

.     "  Naw  Tji-aArm  ti^ii^  Rnwarg  rtw  Tweed  ^dl  CTOM  OTW, 

No  countryman  living  their  tricks  to  discover." — Ed. 
VOL.  II.  2  B 
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compliments  to  Miss  Wharton,  and  to    King    Harry   the   8th. 
Brown  will  write ;  he's  the  *  ♦  little  man  and  always  *  ♦. 

Adieu,  I  am  ever  yours. 


T.  G, 


Now.  30,  Cambridge,  [1747,] 


P.  S.  I  said  something  to    Stonhewer,  who  (I   believe)  will 
do  what  he  can.     He  is  now  in   London. 


LETTER  XVL 


M*-  GRAY    TO   W^  WHARTON. 

My  Dear  Wharton, 

Though  I  have  been  silent  so  long,  do  not  imagine  I  am 
at  all  less  sensible  to  your  kindness,  (which,  to  say  the  truth,) 
is  of  a  sort,  that  however  obvious  and  natural  it  may  seem, 
has  never  once  occurred  to  any  of  my  good  friends  in  town, 
where  I  have  been  these  seven  weeks.  Their  methods  of  con- 
solation* were  indeed  very  extraordinary ;  they  were  all  so  sorry 
for  my  loss*  that  I  could  not  chuse  but  laugh :  one  offered 
me  opera  tickets,  insisted  upon  carrying  me  to  the  grand  masque- 
rade, desired  me  to  sit  for  my  picture ;  others  asked  me  to  their 
concerts,  or  dinners  and  suppers  at  their  houses ;  or  hoped  I  would 


^  The  destruction  of  his  house,  in  Cornhill^  by  fire. 
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drink  chocolate  witli  them  while  I  stayed  in  to>vn.  All  my  gra- 
titude, (or,  if  you  please^  my  revenge,)  was  to  accept  of ^  every 
thing  they  offered  me  :  if  it  had  been  but  a  shilling  I  would 
have  taken  it ;  thank  Heaven,  I  was  in  good  spirits,  else  I  could 
not  have  done  it.  I  profited  all  I  was  able  ^  of  their  civilities, 
and  am  returned  into  the  country  loaded. with  their  Bont^s  and 
Politesses,  but  richer  still  in  my  own  reflections,  which  I  owe 
in  great  measure  to  them  too«  Suffer  a  grieat  master  tp  tell 
them  you,  for  me,  in  a  better  manner.  h,  ,     •. 

Aux  sentimens  de  la  Nature,    . 

Aux  plaisirs  de  la  Verite 

Preferant  le  go^t  frelat6 

Des  plaisirs,  qu'a  fait  Tlmposture 

Ou  qu'iiiTenta  la  Vanity, 

Voudrois-je  partager  ma  Tie 

Entre  les  jeux  de  la   Folie, 

Kt  Fennui  de  rOisivet^, 

Et  troaver  la  Melancolie, 

Dans  le  sein  de  la  VoIupt6  ?  &c.  * 

Your  firiendship  has  interested  itself  in  my  affairs  so  natu- 
rally, that  I  cannot  help  troubling  you  with  a  little  detail  of 
them.  The  house  I  lost  was  insured  for  c£500,  and  ^vith  the 
deduction  of  three  per  cent  they  paid  me  £485,  with  which  I 
bought,  when  Stocks  were  lower,  £525.  The  rebuilding  will 
cost  £590,  and  the  other  expences,  that  necessarily  attend  it,  will 
mount  that  sum  to  £650.  I  have  an  aunt  that  gives  me 
£100;  8pid  another  that  I  hope  will  lend  me  what  I  shall 
want :  but  if  (contrary  to  my  expectation)  I  should  be  forced  to 
have  recourse  to  your  assistance,  it  can  not  be  for  above  £50; 
and  that  about  Christmas  next,  when  the  thing  is  to  be  finished : 


*  These  yerses  are  extracted  from    the   Poem  called    ^^  La  Chartreuse,''    by 
Gress«t.    London  Edition.    Vol.  L  p.  W.^Ed. 
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aildl  n6W,  my  dfeaf  Wharton,  why  must  I  tell  you  a  thing  so  eon-  | 

irary  to   my  owti  wishes^    and  io  yours,    I  believe?     It  is  im-  ] 

|iossible   for   me    to   see    you  in  the   north,   or    id  enjoy  any 

bf  those  agreeable  hours  I  had  flaittered  myself  with.     I  must 

fee  iti  t6wn  several  tildes  during  the  Summer,  'in  August  plar* 

ticulariy,  when  half  the  money  is  t6  be  paid :  the  reltition  that 

used  to  do  tliingJs  for  ifae  is,  from  illness,  now  quite  incapable ; 

knd  the  good  people  here  would  think  tne  the  most  careless  and 

ruinous  of  mortals,  if  I  should  think  of  sudi  a  journey  at  this 

time.     The  only  satisfaction  I  can  pretend  to,  is  that  of  hearing 

from  you ;  and  particularly  about  this  time  I  was  bid  to  expect 

good  news. 

Your  opinion  of  Diodorus  is  doubtiess  right;  but  there  are 
things  in  him  very  curious,  got  out  of  better  authors,  now  lost. 
Do  you  remember  the  Egyptian  History,  and  particularly  the 
account  of  the  gold-mines?*  My  own  readings  have  been 
cruelly  interrupted :  What  I  have  been  highly  pleased  with, 
is  the  new  comedy  from  Paris,  by  Gresset;  le  Mechant,  one 
of  the  very  best  dramas  I  ever  met  with:  if  you  have  it  not, 
buy  his  works  altogether,  in  two  little  volumes.  They  are 
collected  by  the  Dutch  booksellers,  and  consequently  there  is 
some  trash;  but  then  therte  are  the  Ver-vert,  the  epistle  to 
P.  Bougeant,  the  Chartreuse,  that  to  his  sister,  an  ode  on  his 
country,  and  another  on  Mediocrity,  and  the  Sidnei,  another 
comedy,  which  have  great  beauties ;  there  is  a  poem  by  Thom- 
son, the  Castle  of  Indolence,  with  some  good  stanzas,  Mr. 
Maison  is  my  acquaintance :    I  iiked  that  ode  -}•  very  much,  but 


.:-^ 


*  This  curious  passage  of  Diodorus,  to  \ivhich  Gray   alludes,  may  be  found  in 
Vol.  L  Lib.,  iii.  Cap.  12.  p.  181.    Ed.  Wesseling.— JPd. 

t  Ode  to  a  Water  Nymph,  published  about  this  fime  ib  Dbdsllsy*^  Miaoelkdy. 
On  reading  ^hat  fpllows^  many  readei^,   1  suspect,  will  think  me  as  simple  as 
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have  found  no  one  else  that  did.  He  has  much  fancy,  litde 
judgement,  and  a  good  deal  of  modesty.  I  take  him  for  a 
good  and  well-meaning  creature;  but  then  he  is  really  in  sim- 
plicity a  child,  and  loves  every  body  he  meets  with :  he  reads 
little  or  nothing,  writes  abundance,  and  that  with  a  design  to 
make  his  fortune  by  it.  There  is  now,  I  think,  no  hopes  of 
the  Pembroke  business  coming  to  any  thing:  my  poor  Tuthill 
will  be  in  a  manner  destitute  (even  of  a  curacy)  by  Midsummer. 
I  need  not  bid  you  think  of  him,  if  any  probable  means  offer 
of  doing  him  good :  I  fear  he  was  not  made  to  think  much 
for  himself^  pray  let  me  hear  from  you  soon;  I  am  at  Mrs. 
Rogers's  of  Stoke,  near  Windsor,    Bucks. 

My  thanks,  and  best  compliments  to  Mrs.  Wharton,  and  your 
family.  Does  that  name  include  any  body,  that  I  am  not  yet 
acquainted  with?    Adieu!    I  am  ever. 

Truly  yours 


T.  GRAY. 


June  5,  1748. 


ever,  in  forbearing  to  expuDge  the  paragraph  :  But  as  I  publish  Mr.  Gray's  senti- 
ments of  Authors,  as  well  living  as  dead,  without  reserve,  I .  should  do  tfaem  in- 
justice, if  t  was  more  s^rupulouft  with  respect  to. inywl£  My  friends,  I  aa 
sure,  will  be  nnich  anosed  with  this  attd  another  passage  hereafter  of  a  like 
sort  My  eaemies,  if  they  please,  may  sneer  at  it ;  and  «ay  (which  they  will  very 
truly)  that  twenty-five  years  have  made  a  very  considerable  abatement  in  my 
general  philanthropy.  Men  of  the  world  will  not  blame  me  for  writing  from  so 
prudent  a  motive,  as  that  of  making  my  fortune  by  it ;  and  yet  the  truth,  I  believe, 
at  Ibe  time  Was,  that  I  was  perfeotly  well  satisfied,  if  diy  puUionlicbs  fiunisheil 
me  with ,  a  few  giii«eas  to  see  a  Play .  or  an  Opera. — Mason*. 


r 
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LETTER   XVII. 


M"^   GRAY   TO  M"    WHARTON. 


Stoke^  August  19,  1748. 


My  Dear  Wharton, 


AFTER  having  made  my  compliments  to  the  god- 
mothers of  the  little  Doctress,  who  are  to  promise  and  vow  for 
her  that  she  shall  understand,  and  be  grateful  some  twelve  or 
fifteen  years  hence:  I  congratulate  Mrs.  Wharton  and  your 
family,  on  this  occasion,  and  doubtless  desire  nothing  more  than 
to  see  you  all  next  summer ;  though  as  to  promises,  I  dare 
not,  lest  some  unlucky  event  again  come  across,  and  put  the 
performance  out  of  my  power.  I  am  not  certain  whether  I 
shall  be  obliged  to  have  recourse  to  your  assistance  or  no, 
about  Christmas:  but  if  I  am,  I  will  be  sure  to  give  you 
notice  in  due  time. 

'I  am  glad  you  have  had  any  pleasure  in  Gresset :  he  seems  to  be 
a  truly  elegant  and  charming  virriter;  the  Mechant  is  the  best 
comedy  I  ever  read.  Edward  I  could  scarce  get  through,  it 
is  puerile ;  though  there  are  good  lines ;  such  as  this  for  example 

Le  jour  d'un  noaveau  regne  est  le  jour  des  ingrats. 

But  good  lines  will  make  any  thing  rather  than  a  good  Play. 
However  you  are  to  consider,  this  is  a  collection  made  by  the 
Dutch  booksellers;  many  things  unfinished,  or  wrote  in  his 
youth,  or  designed  not  for  the  worlds  but  to  make  a  few  firiends 
laugh,  as    the  Lutrin  vivant,    &c.    there  are  two  noble  verses, 
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which  as  they  are  in  the  middle  of  an  ode  to  the  King,  may 
perhaps  have  escaped  you. 

Le  cri  d'un  peuple  heureux^  est  la  seule  eloquence 
Qui  sgait  parler  des  Rois. 

which  is  very  true,  and  should  have  been  a  hint  to  himself  not 
to  write  odes  to  the  king  at  all. 

« 

My  squabble  with  the  Professor  I  did  not  think  worth  men- 
tioning to  you.  My  letter  was  by  no  means  intended  as  a 
composition,  and  only  designed  to  be  showed  to  some,  who  w^ere 
witnesses  to  the  impertinence  that  gave  occasion  for  it  But 
he  was  fool  enough  by  way  of  revenge  to  make  it  mighty 
publick. 

I  don't  wonder  your  Mr.  Bolby  disapproves  Mr.  [  ] 
conduct  at  Rome:  it  was  indeed  very  unlike  his  own.  But 
when  every  body  there  of  our  nation  was  base  enough  either 
to  enter  into  an  actual  correspondence  with  a  certain  most  serene 
person,  or  at  least  to  talk  carelessly  and  doubtfully  on  what 
was  then  transacting  at  home,  sure  it  was  the  part  of  a  man 
of  spirit  to  declare  his  sentiments  publickly,  and  warmly.     He 

was  so  far  fix)m  making  a  party,  that  he  and  Mr.  [  ]  were 
the  only  persons  that  were  of  that  party.  As  to  his  ends  in 
it ;  from  his  first  return  to  England  he  has  always  frequented 
the  Prince's  court,  had  been  the  open  friend  of  Mr.  H.  Walpole,  ^ 
which  would  certainly  be  no  way  to  recommend  himself  to 
the  minstry ;  unless  you  suppose  his  views  were  very  distant 
indeed. 

I  should  wish  to  know  (when  you  can  find  time  for  a  letter) 
what  you  think  of  my  young  friend,  Stonhewer,  and  what  com- 
pany he  is  fedlen  into   in  the   North.     1  fill  up  with  the  be- 
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giiuaing  of  a  Mrt  of  Essay,  whait  name  to  give  it  I  know  not, 
but  the  subject  is,  the  Alliance  of  Education  and .  Qoyemment ; 
I  mean  to  shew  that  tliey  must  necessarily  concur  to  produce 
great  and  useful  men. 


I  desire  your  judgement  upon  so  far,  before  1  proceed  any 
farther.     Adieu, 

I  am  ever  youfg, 

•  T.  G. 

Pray  shew  it  to  no  one  (as  it  is  a  fragment)   except  it  be 
Stonhewer,  who  has  seen  most  of  it  already  I  think. 


LETTER 


I 


M"^   GfRAY    TO    M'^    WHARTON. 

My  .Dear  Wharton, 

SHALL  I  be  expeditious  enough  to  bring  you  the  news 
*  of  the  peace,  before  you  meet  with  it  in  the  Papers?  not  the 
Peace  of  Aix  la  Chapelle,  mother  of  proclamations  and  of  fire- 
works, that  lowers  the  price  of  oranges  and  Malaga-sack,  and 
enhances  that  of  Poor  Jack  and  Barrell'd  Cod:  no,  nor  the 
Peace  between  Adil-Shah  and  the  Great  Mogol ;  but  the  Peace 
of  Pembroke,  signed  between  the  high  and  mighty  Prince 
Roger  surnamed   the    Long,  Lord  of  the    great    Zodiack,    the 
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Glass  Uranium,  and  the  Chariot  that  goes.mthotlt  horses,  on 
the  one  part;^  and  the  most  noble  James  ftt)Wn,  the  most 
serene  Theophilus  Peeie,  and  the  most  profound  Nehemiah  May, 
&c. :  on  the  other. 

In  shoit  without  farther  preliminaries  Knowles,  Mason,  and 
Tuthill  are  elected,  and  the  last  of  them  is  actually  here  upon 
the  spot,  as  you  will  shortly  hear  from  himself.  The  nego*^ 
ttations,  that  preceded  this  wonderful  event,  are  inexplicable.' 
'Hie  success  of  the  aflair  was  extremely  uncertain  but  the  very 
night  befwe  it,  and  had  come  to  nothing,  if  Brown  fixed  and* 
obstinate  as  a  little  rock  had  not  resisted  the  soficitations  of 
Smith,  and  Smart,  almost  quarrelled  with  Peele  and  May;  and 
given  up  as  in  a  huff,  the  living  of  Tilney,  to  which*  he  had 
that  mornmg  been  presented.  I  say  this  seemed  to  them  to 
be  done  in  a  huff,  but  was  in  reality  a  thing  he  had  deter- 
mined to  do,  be  the  event  of  the  Election  what  it  would;  they 
were  desirous  of  electing  two,  as  the  master  proposed,  Knowles 
and  Mason,  or  Mason  and  Gaskarth,  for  they  were  sure  he 
would  never  admit  Tuthill,  as  he  had  so  oflen  declared  it. 
However,  I  say.  Brown  continued  stedfast,  that  all  three  should 
o6mQ,  or  none  at  all ;  and  when  they  met  next  day.  He  begun 
by  resigning  Tilney,  and  then  desired  the  master  would*  either 
put  an  end  to  their  long  disputes  himself,  as  they  intreated 
him ; '  or  else  they  would  refer  the  whole  to  a  visitor,  and  did 
conjure  him  to  call  oiie  in,'  as  soon  as  possible.  The  rest  did 
not  contradict  him,  though  the  proposal  was  much  against  their 
real  inclinations.  So  Roger  believing  them  unanimous  (afler 
some  few  Fribbles  and  Prabbles,)  said,  well  then,  if  it  be  for 
the  good  of  the  College — but  you  intend  Knowles  shall  be 
senior?— To  be  sure  master — ^well  tiien — and  so  they  proceeded 
to  Election  and  all  was  over  in  a  few  minutes.  I  do  believe, 
that   Roger  despairing  now  of  a  visitor  to  his    mind,   and    ad- 
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vised  by  all  his  acquaintance  (among  whom  I  reckon  Keene, 
whose  acquaintance  I  have  cultivated  with  the  same  views  you 
mentioned  in  your  letter  to  Brown)  to  finish  the  matter,  had  beea 
for  some  months  determined  to  do  so,  but  not  till  he  made  a  •  last 
effort.  He  made  it  indeed,  but  not  having  sagacity  enough  to  find 
outy  how  near  carrying  his  point  he  was ;  being  ignorant  of  the 
weakness  of  a  part  of  his  College,  and  they  not  cunning,  or  per- 
haps not  dishonest  enough,  to  discover  it  to  him ;  he  thought 
he  had  missed  his  aim,  and  so  gave  it  up  without  &rther 
struggling.  I  hope  you  will  be  glad  to  see  so  good  an  end  of 
an  affair,  you  gave  birth  to:  Brown  is  quite  happy,  and  we 
vastly  glad  to  be  obliged  to  the  only  man  left  among  them, 
that  one  would  care  to  be  obliged  to.  There  are  two  more 
Fellowships  remain  to  be  filled  up  at  the  Commencement.  By 
the  way  Tuthill  has  been  just  holding  a  candle — not  to  the 
devil,  but  to  the  master,  as  he  was  readi^g  some  papers  in 
Hall;  and  the  boys  peep'd  in  at  the  screens  to  see  it,  and  to 
laugh. 

Keene  is  most  sadly  implicated  in  the  beginning  of  his  reign 
about  an  Election,  and  I  am  of  his  Cabinet-council,  hitherto 
for  the  reasons  you  wot  of,  and  now*  because  I  can't  help  it, 
but  I  am  rather  tired  of  College  details  (as  I  doubt  not,  you 
are)  and  so  I  leave  this  story  to  be  recorded  by  the  Annalists 
of  Peter-house ;  and  let  historians  of  equal  dignity  tell  of  the 
triumphs  of  Chappy,  the  installations,  the  visitations,  and  other 
memorable  events  that  distinguish  and  adorn  his  glorious  reign. 

You  ask  for  some  account  of  books.  The  principal  I  can 
tell  you  of  is  a  work  of  the  president  Montesquieu's^  the  labour 
of  twenty  years,  it  is  called,  L'Esprit  des  Loix,  2  vols.  4to. 
printed  at  Geneva.  He  lays  down  the  principles  on  which  are 
founded  the  three  sorts  of  government.  Despotism,  the  limited 
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Monarchic,  and  the  Republican,  and  shews  how  from  thence 
are  deducted  the  laws  and  customs,  by  which  they  are  guided 
and  maintained;  the  education  proper  to  each  form,  the  in- 
fluences of  climate,  situation,  religion,  &c. :  on  the  minds  of 
particular  nations,  and  on  their  policy.  The  subject  (you  see) 
is  as  extensive  as  mankind;  the  thoughts  perfectly  new,  gene- 
rally admirable,  as  they  are  just;  sometimes  a  little  too  refined: 
in  short  there  are  &ults,  but  such  as  an  ordinary  man  could 
never  have  committed:  the  style  very  lively  and  concise  (con- 
sequently sometimes  obsure)  it  is  the  gravity  of  Tacitus  (whom 
he  admires)  tempered  with  the  gayety  and  fire  of  a  frenchman. 

The  time  of  night  will  not  suffer  me  to  go  on,  but  I  will 
write  again  in  a  week.  My  best  compliments  to  Mrs.  Wharton 
and  your  family, 

I  am  ever, 

Mo6t  sincerely  yours. 


T.  GRAY, 


March  9fA,  [1748—9]  Thwrtiayt  C<mbrii$e. 
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LETTER  XIX 


M"^   GRAY  TO   M^   WHARTON. 

f  ■         ' 

'         ■        '  .  .  •  ■  • 

April  26thf  Cambridge  [1749.] 

My  DfiAR  Wharton, 

■ 
» '  •       •  •  «      •   .  . 

I  PERCEIVE  that  second  parts  are  as  bad  to  write, 
BB^t)iiey  c^fil^ato.  readf  For  tjbb,  which  you  ought  to  have. had 
a  WQ^ .after  the  first,  has  been  a  full  month  in  cpmipg  forth. 
The  spirit  of  Laziness,  (the  spirit  of  the  place)  b^ins  to  possess 
even  me,  that  have  so  long  declaimed  against  it.  Yet  has  it 
not  so  prevailed,  but  that  I  feel  that  discontent  with  myself, 
that  Ennuy,  that  ever  accompanies  it  in  it's  beginnings.  Time 
will  settle  my  consoienoe,  tiinte  will  reconcile  my  languid  com- 
panion ;  we  shall  smoke,  we  shall  tipple,  we  shall  doze  together, 
we  shall  have,  bur  little  jokes,  like  other  people,  and  our  long 
stories.  Brandy  will  finish  what  Port  begun ;  and  a  month  after 
the  time  you  will  see  in  some  corner  of  a  London  Evening 
Post,  yesterday,  died  the  Rev.  Mr.  John  Grey,  Senior-Fellow  of 
Clare-hall,  a  facetious  com|>anion,  and  well-respected  by  all  that 
knew  him.  His  death  is  supposed  to  have  been  occasioned  by 
a  fit  of  an  apoplexy,  being  found  fallen  out  of  bed  with  his 
head  in  a  chamber-pot. 

I  am  half  ashamed  to  write  university  news  to  you,  but  as 
perhaps  you  retain  some  little  leven  of  Pembroke-Hall,  your 
nursing  mother,  I  am  in  hopes  you  will  not  be  more  than 
half-ashamed  to   read  it.     Pembroke  then  is  all  harmonious  and 
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deliglitful  since  tlie  pacification:  bwt  I  wish  you  would  send 
them  up  some  boys,  for  they  are  grown  eictremely  thlri '  frorfi 
their  late  long  indisposition.  Keene's  /^j9//r/i/2W5 'h^^  ended 
queerly,  for  contrary  to  all  common-sense  Peter  Nftutse  atid  twd 
others  liave  .  joined  Rogers,  and  broiight  in  a  shanreful  loir 
creature  by  a  majority.  The  Miaster*  appeals  to  the '  ^Visitof* 
against  their  choice  as  of  a  person  not  qualified;  he  has  re- 
ceived the  appeal,  and  I  suppose  will  put  in  Brocket  (Dr.' 
Keene's  naan)  by  main  force.  Chapman  ie  at  pnesent  in  town 
in  waiting;  he  has  just  married  a  Miss  Barnwell,  niece  to*  one 
Dr.  Barnwell  wh6  was:  minister  of  Trompington,  Witk  .£2000,  a 
plain  woman,  and  about  his  own  ^e.  I  hear  tlwtt  when 'he' 
went  to  Leicester-house  to  kno^  wlien  the  Prince  would  be' 
waited  upon  with  the  book  of  verses  on  the  peace,. the  'Prince 
appointed  no  day  at  all;  but  ordered  the  -verses  fo'  be'  sent, 
and  left  there: :  The  design  of  receiving  the  University  dt  New- 
castkrhouse  is  said  to  be  altered;  the  Duke  intending  fo^ come 
hither {L  iiifagine)  after  the  Parliament   is  risen.     *Ro!fes's  Epistles 
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*  Conceirning^  Ress's  Edition  of  the  Epistole  Familiares  of  Cicero,  I  am  tempted 
to  spention  tb^  opimon  of  Markbuul,  especially  mt  the  passage  Ims  nev^  be3en  al- 
I()4e<)  to; in  print,    and.  the    name  of  R^oss,  ov  bia  b^l^  not  bein^.  iMOlunied,  it^ 
roi^t  escape  the  readers  of   the  learoed  apd   interesting  voliime  ia'whioh  it.  is 
to  be  found. — ^^  I  thank  you  for  the  first    yolume  of  the  book  you  ^ei^tr  me,  an^ 
wait  xviith  somewhat  of  impatience  for  the  second,  in  which  I  want  to  see  several 
places.    It   faily  answ^its  the  eitpectations'  which  I  had -formed  from  'bis  fortnci^ 
p<;rforaiaQC^  and  I  have  had  a  very  fuUiand  very   ipnoceMt  revenge  upon  hitti 
for  his  pertness  and  want  of  judgment,  in  undertaking  what  I  then  saw  he  knew 
nothing  of,  and  now  see  so  many  instances  of  bis  ignorance,  and  want  of  skill  and 
taste  in  these .  matters,  as,  it  I  couM  ah^W'  .tbem  %o  you,  would  nrnke  you  kugb, 
even  though  you  bad  a.  moderate  fit  of  tbe^  colic  npoii   you^    But    this    bet^reeii ' 
ourselves,  for  this  is  the  Esoteric  Doctrine,    which  I  shall   communicate*  lonly  to  '* 
Mr.  Clackc  and  yourself,  the  Exoteric  is,  tbat^  the  English  is  .very  go^d*  hikI  the 
Notes  (scarce  one  of  them  his  own,  but  taken  from.  »cn|  .T^itbout    any  acknow- 
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of  Tully  ad  Familiares  m\\  come  out  in  about  a  week.  It  is 
in  two  handsome  8vo.  Volumes,  with  an  Introduction  and  Notes 
in  English,  but  no  translation,  dedicated  to  Lord  Gower.  Now 
I  am  come  to  books  there  is  a  new  edition  of  Montesquieu's 
Work  (which  I  mentioned  to  you  before)  publishing  in  2  vols. 
8vo.  Have  you  seen  old  Crebillon's  Catilina,  a  Tragedy 
which  has  had  a  prodigious  run  at  Paris  ?  historical  truth  is  too 
much  perverted  in  it,  which  is  ridiculous  in  a  story  so  gene* 
rally  known :  but  if  you  can  get  over  this,  the  sentiments  and 
versification  are  fine,  and  most  of  the  characters  (particularly 
the  principal  one)  painted  with  great  spirit.  Observe,  if  you 
chuse  to  send  for  it,  not  to  have  Brindley's  edition,  which  is 
all  false  prints,  but  Vaillant's.  There  is  a  Work  publishing  in 
Denmark  by  subscription  (4  guineas)  Travels  in  Egypt  by 
Captain  Norden.  He  was  once  in  England  (as  tutor  to  a 
young  Count  Daniskiold,  hereditary  Admiral  of  Denmark)  and 
known  to  many  persons  as  a  man  of  sense,  and  that  under- 
stood drawing  extremely  well ;  accordingly  it  is  the  plates  that 
raise  it  to  such  a  price,  and  are  said  to  be  excellent.  The  au- 
thor himself  is  dead,  and  his  papers  are  published  by  the 
Academy  at  Copenhagen.  Mr*  Birch,  the  indefatigable,  has  just 
put  out  a  thick  8vo.  of  original  papers  of  Queen  Elizabeth's 
time,  there  are  many  curious  things  in  it,  particularly  Letters 
fix)m  Sir  Robert  Cecil  (Salisbury)  about  his  Negotiations  with 
Henry  IVth  of  France ;  the  Earl  of  Monmouth's  odd  account 
of  Queen  Elizabeth's  death,  several  peculiarities  of  James  1st, 
and  Prince  Henry,  &c.;  and  above  all  an  excellent  account   of 

■  I  ■  ■  ■        ■         ■     i   ■       1 1    ■      ■ II  1 11   '         I  ■       • 

ledgment  for  the  most  part)  Tery  usefiil  and  such  as  I  could  wish  might  be  read 
by  cTery  body.  I  do  not  doubt,  but  he  wiU  get  a  great  deal  of  reputation  from 
Oiis  Work." 

JBxtraeU  from  Markkmd^B  Letterg,  m  Muceltaneoui  Tracts  of  Bowjfer^ 
p.  518,  514,  516. 
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the  State  of  France  with  characters  of  the  King,  his  Court  and 
Ministry  by  Sir  G.  Carew,  ambassador  there.  This,  I  think, 
is  all  new  worth  mentioning,  that  I  have  seen  or  heard  of, 
except  a  Natural  History  of  Peru  in  Spanish,  printed  at  London 

by  Don something,  a  man  of  learning  sent  thither  by  that 

court  on  purpose. 

I  shall  venture  to  accept  of  a  part  of  that  kind  offer  you 
once  made  me  (for  my  finances  are  much  disordered  this  year) 
by  desiring  you  to  lend  me  twenty  guineas.  The  sooner  you 
can  do  this,  the  more  convenient  it  will  be  to  me,  and  if  you 
can'  find  a  method  to  pay  it  here;  still  more  so.  But  if  any 
thing  should  happen,  that  may  defer  it,  or  make  this  method 
troublesome;  then  1  will  desire  you  to  make  it  payable  in 
town  after  the  first  week  in  June,  when  I  shall  be  obliged 
to  go  thitjier. 

I  want  to  hear  from  you,  to  know  of  your  health  and  that 
of  your  family.  My  best  compliments  to  Mrs.  Wharton.  Mr. 
Brown  comes  and  throws  in  his  little  compliments  too,  and  we 
are  both  very  truly 

Yours, 

T.  G. 


{ 
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LETTER   XX, 


M"^   GRAY    TO   M*    WHARTON. 

My  Dear  Whartion, 

I  PROMISED  Dr.  Keene  long  since  to  give  you  an 
account  of  our  magnificences  here,*  but  the  news-papers  and 
he  himself  in  person  have  got  the  start  of  my  indolence,  so 
that  by  this  time  you  are  well  acquainted  with  all  the  events 
that  adorned  that  week  of  wonders,  thus  much  I  may  venture 
to  tell  you,  because  it  is  probable  nobody  else  has-  done  it, 
that  our  friend  Chappy's  zeal  and  eloquence  surpassed  all  power 
of  description.  .  Vesuvio  in  an  eruption  was  not ,  more  violent 
than  his  utterance,  nor  (since  I  am  at  my.  mountains)  Pelion 
with ,  all  its  pine  trees  in  a  storm  of  wind,  more  impetuous 
than  his  action,  and  yet  the  Senate-house  still  stands,  and  (I 
thank  God)  we  are  all  safe  and  well  at  your  service.  I  was 
ready  to  sink  for  him  and  scarce  dared  to  look  about  me, 
when  I  was  sure  it  was  all  over;  but  soon  found  I  might  have 
spared  my  confusion,  for  all  people  joined  to  applaud  him: 
every  thing  was  quite  right;  and  I  dare  swear,  not  three 
people  here  but  think  him  a  model  of  oratory.  For  all  the 
Duke's  little  court  came  with  a  resolution  to  be  pleased;  and 
when  the  tone  was  once  given,  the  University,  who  ever  wait 
for  the  judgement  of  their  betters,  struck  into  it  with  an  ad- 
mirable  harmony.     For  the  rest  of  the  performances  they  were 


*  The  Duke  of  Newcastle's  Installation  as  Chancellor  of  the  University. — Mason. 
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(as  usuaF)  very  ordinary.  Every  one,  while*  it  lasted,  \taS  Veiy 
gay  and  very  busy  in  the  morning,  and  very  owlish  and  very* 
tipsey  at  night.  I  make  no  exceptions  from  the  Chancellour^ 
to  Blew-coat.  Mason's  Ode  was  the  only  entertainmait,  that 
had  any  tolerable  elegance:  and  for  my  own  part  I  think  it- 
(with  some  little  abatements)  uncommonly  well  on  such  an  oc- 
casion, pray  let  me  know  your  sentiments,  for  doubtless  you^ 
have;  seen  it.  The  author  of  it  grows  a  pace  in  my  good 
graces:  he  is  very  ingenious,  with  great  good-nature  and  sim- 
plicity. A  little  vain,  but  in  so  harmless  and  so  comical  a= 
way,  that  it  does  not  offend  one  at  all ;  a  little  ambitious,  but 
withal  so  ignorant  in  the  worid  and  its  ways,  that  this  does 
not  hurt  him  in  one's  opinion.  So  sincere  and  so  undisguised, 
that  no  mind  with  a  spark  of  generosity  would  ever  think  of 
hurting  him,  he  lies  so  open  to  injury,  but  so  indolent  that  if 
he  cannot  overcome  this  habit,  all  his  good  qualities  will  signify 

■ 

nothing   at  all.     After  all  I  like   him  so  well,  I  could  wish  you 
knew  him. 

Tuthill  who  was  here  at  the  Installation  and  in  high  spirits, 
will  come  to  settle  in  Cambridge  at  Michaelmas,  and  I  have 
hopes,  that  these  two,  with  Brown's  assistance,  may  bring  Pem- 
broke into  some  esteem :  but  then  there  is  no  making  bricks 
without  straw.  They  have  no  boys  at  all,  and  unless  you  can 
send  us  a  hamper  or  two  out  of  the  north  to  begin  with,  they 
will  be  like  a  few  rats  straggling  about  an  old  deserted  man- 
sion-house. 

I  should  be  glad  (as  you  will  see  Keene  often)  if  you  could 
throw  in  a  word,  as  of  your  own  head  merely,  about  a  Fellow- 
ship for  Stonhewer  :  he  has  several  times  mentioned  it  himselfi 
as  a  thing  he  would  try  to  bring  about  either  at  Queen's  or 
Christ's,  where  he  has  interest:    but  I    know  not    how,  it  ha^ 

VOL.  II.  2d 
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gqQ«  off  agaipi  apd  we  have  ^eard  no  more  lately  about  it. 
I  l^pow  it  ift  not  practicable  here  at  Peter-house,  because  of 
]|l»  county;  and  though  at  Pembroke  we  might  possibly  get  a 
m^prity,  yet  Roger  is  an  animal,  that  might  play  over  again 
9U  hiB  old)  game,  and  with  a  better  appearance  than  before. 
You  would  therefore  oblige  me,  if  you  would  sound  him  upon 
this  subject,  for  it  is  Stonhewer's  wish,  and  (I  think)  would 
bt  an  advantage  to  hin^  if  he  had  a  reason  for  continuing 
hfft^  some  time  longer :  if  you  can  get  Keene  to  be  explicit 
4bo«jt  it  (but  it  must  seem  to  be  a  thought  entirely  of  your 
QW9)  I  wiU  desire  you  to  let  ^e  know  the  result.  My  best 
wishes,  d^r  Sir,  ever  attend  on  you  and  Mrs.  Wharton. 

I  am  most  sincerely  and  unalterably  yours. 


T.  G. 


>%u,9£  8<A,  [1749]  Camhridjfi. 


LETTER   XXI. 


M"    GIUY   TO    mS  MOTHER. 

Cambridge  J  Nov.  7,  1749. 

THE   unhappy  news   I    have  just  received  from  you 
equally    surprizes   and    afflicts   me*.     I   have    lost   a  person   I 


*  Tbft  de«tli  ot^  his  Mnt^  Mrs*  M ai y^  Aa^bus,  who  died  the  5th  of  NoTember, 
and  was  buried  in  a  vault  in  Stpke  cbuit^yard  near  the  chancel  door,  ia  whioh 
also  his  mother  and  himsdf  (according  to  the  direction  in  bis  if  ill)  were  afterwards 
buried.  — M<Mon. 
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loved  very  much,  and  have  been  used  to  from  my  infancy; 
but  am  much  more  concerned  for  your  loss,  the  circmnstances 
of  which  I  forbear  to  dwell  upon,  as  you  must  be  too  sensible 
of  them  yourself;  and  wMl,  I  fear,  more  and  more  need  a 
consolation  that  no  one  can  give,  except  He  who  has  preserved 
her  to  you  so  many  years,  and  at  lajst,  when  it  was  his  plea- 
sure, has  taken  her  from  us  to  himself:  and  perhaps,  if  we 
reflect  upon  what  she  felt  in  this  life,  we  may  look  upon  this 
as  an  instance  of  his  goodness  both  to  her,  and  to  those  that 
loved  her.  She  might  have  languished  many  yefiffs  l>eft)fe  our 
eyes  in  a  continual  increase  of  pain,  and  totally  helpless; 
she  might  have  long  wished  to  end  her  misery  without  being 
able  to  attain  it;  or  perhaps  even  lost  all  sense,  and  yet  con- 
tinued to  breathe;  a  sad  spectacle  to  such  as  must  have  felt 
more  for  her  than  she  could  have  done  for  herself.     Hdwever 

4 

you  may  deplore  your  own  loss,  yet  think  that  she  is  at  last 
easy  and  happy;  and  has  now  more  occasion  to  pity  us  than 
we  her.  I  hope,  and  beg,  you  will  support  yourself  with  that 
resignation  we  owe  to  Him,  who  gave  us  our  being  for  our 
good,  and  who  deprives  us  of  it  for  the  same  reason.  I  would 
have  come  to  you  directly,  but  you  do  not  say  whether  you 
desire  I  should  or  not ;  if  you  do,  I  beg  I  may  know  it,  for 
there  is  nothing  to  hinder  me,  and  I  am  in  very  good  health. 


2  d2 
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LETTER  XXII. 


M*    GRAY   TO   M*    WALPOLE. 


Stoke,  June  12,  1750. 


Dear  Sir, 


AS  I  live  in  a  place,  where  even  the  ordinary  tattle 
of  the  town  arrives  not  till  it  is  stale,  and  which  produces  no 
events  of  its  own,  you  will  not  desire  any  excuse  from  me  for 
writing  so  seldom,  especially  as  of  all  people  living  I  know 
you  are.  the  least  a  friend  to  letters  spun  out  of  one*s  own 
brains,  with  all  the  toil  and  constraint  that  accompanies  senti- 
mental  productions.  I  have  been  here  at  Stoke,  a  few  days, 
(where  I  shall  continue  good  part  of  the  summer;)  and  having 
put  an  end  to  a  thing,  *  whose  beginning  you  have  seen  long 
iago,  I  immediately  send  it  you.  You  will,  I  hope,  look  upon 
it  in  the  light  of  a  thing  with  an  end  to  it :  a  merit  that  most 
of  my  writings  have  wanted,  and  are  like  to  want,  but  which 

_  * 

this  epistle  I  am  determined  shall  not  want,   when  it  tells  you 
that  I  am  ever 

Yours, 

T.  GRAY. 

Not  that  I  have  done  yet ;   but  who  could  avoid  the  temptation 
of  finishing  so  roundly  and  so  cleverly,  in  the  manner  of  good 


^ 


*  This  was  the  Elegy  in  a  Country  Church-yard. — Ed. 
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Queen  Anne's  days?  Now  I  have  talked  of  writings,  I  have 
seen  a  book  which  is  by  this  time  in  the  press,  against  Mid- 
dleton  (though  without  naming  him,)  by  Asheton.  As  fiir  as  1 
can  judge  from  a  very  hasty  reading,  there  are  things  in  it 
new  and  ingenious,  but  rather  too  prolix,  and  the  style  here 
and  there  savouring  too  strongly  of  sermon.  I  imagine  it  wiU 
do  him  credit.  So  much  for  other  people,  now  to  self  again. 
You  are  desired  to  tell  me  your  opinion,  if  you  can  take  the 
pains,  of  these  lines.     I  am  once  more. 

Ever  yours. 


LETTER  XXII L 


M"^-   GRAY    TO    W    WBARTON. 


*    Stohcy  Aug.  9, 1750, 


My  Dear  Wharton, 


ARISTOTLE  says*    (one  may  write  Greek    to    you 

without   scandal)     that    'Oi    [y«p]   tottoi    ov   haXvovtn   riyv  <PiXiay  wttKZs^ 

But  Aristotle  may  say  whatever  he  pleases,  I  do  not  find  my- 
self at  all  the  worse  for  it      I  could,   indeed,    wish  to  refresh 


*  Vide  Aristotelis  Ethic.  Nicomach.  Lib.  ^.  cap.  9,  p.  360.  ed*  Wilkinsoiu 
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ray  ivepyeia  a  little  at  Darliam  by  a  sight  of  you,  but  when  is 
there  a  probability  of  my  being  so  happy?  It  concerned  me 
greatly  w^n  I  heard  the  other  day,  that  your  asthma  con- 
tinued at  times  to  afflict  yx>u,  and  that  you  were  crflen  obliged 
to  go  i«to  the  country  to  breathe.  You  cannot  oblige  me  more 
than  'by  giving  me  an  account  of  the  state  both  of  your  bo<fy 
and  mind  ;  I  hope  the  latter  is  able  to  keep  you  cheerful  and 
easy  in  spiffce  of  the  frailties  of  its  companion.  As  to  my  own, 
it  can  do  neither  one,  nor  the  other ;  and  I  have  the  morti- 
fication to  find  my  spiritual  part  the  most  infirm  thing  about 
me.  You  have  doubtless  heard  of  the  loss  I  have  had  in  Dr. 
Middleton,  whose  house  was  the  only  easy  place  one  could  find 
to  converse  in  at  Cambridge.  For  my  part  I  find  a  friend  so 
uncommon  a  thing,  that  I  cannot  help  regretting  even  an  old 
acquaintance,  which  is  an  indifferent  likeness  of  it,  and  though 
I  don't  approve  the  spirit  of  his  books,  methinks  'tis  pity 
the  world  should  lose  so  rare(  a  thing  as  a  good  writer*. 

My  studies  cannot  furnish  a  recommendation  of  many  new 
books  to  you ;  there  js  a  defence  de  I'Esprit  des  X^oix,  by  Mon- 
tesquieu himself.  It  has  some  lively  things  in  it,  but  is  very 
short,  and  his  adversary  appears  to  be  so  mean  a  bigot,  that 
he  deserved  no  answer.  There  are  three  Vols,  in  4to.  of  Histoire 
du  Cabinet  du  Roi,  by  Messrs.  Buffons,  and  lyAubenton.  The 
first  is  a  man  of  character,  but  (I  am  told)  has  hurt  it  by 
this  work.  It  is  all  a  sort  of  introduction  to  natural  history. 
The  weak  part  of  it  is  a  love  of  system,  which  runs  through 
it,  the  most  contrary  thing  in  the  world  to  a  science  entirely 
grounded  upon  experiments,  and  that  has  nothing  to  do  with 


^  Mr.  Gray  used  to  say,  that  good  writing  not  only  reqaired  great  parts,  but 
the  very  best  of  those  parts. — Ma^on* 
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*  vivacity  of  imagination.  There  are  some  microscopical  ob- 
servations, that  seemed  curious  to  me,  on  those  animalculae  to 
which  we  are  supposed  to  owe  our  origin ;  and  which  he  has 
discovered  of  like  figure  in  females  not  pregnant,  and  in  almost 
every  thing  we  use  for  nourishment,  even  vegetables,  particularly 
in  their  fruits  and  seed<.  Not  that  he  allows  them  to  be  ani- 
mated bodies,  but  molecules  organisces.  If  you  ask  what  that  is, 
I  cannot  tell ;  no  more  than  I  can  understand  a  new  system 
of  generation  which  he  builds  upon  it.  But  what  I  was  going  to 
commend,  is  a  general  view  he  gives  of  the  fece  of  the  earth,  followed 
by  a  particular  one  of  all  known  nations>  their  peculiar  figure 
and  manners,  which  is  the  best  epitome  of  Geography  I  ever 
met  with,  a:nd  wrote  with  sense  and  elegance ;  in  short,  these 
books  are  well  worth  turning  over.  The  Memoires  of  the  Abbe  de 
Mongon,  in  5  Vol.,  are  highly  comixiended,  but  i  have  not 
&een  them.  He  was  engaged  in  several  Emba^res  to  Germany, 
England,  &c.  during  the  course  of  the  late  war.  The  Presid. 
Henault's  Abrege  Chronologique  de  THist.  de  France,  I  believe 
I  have  before  mentioned  to  you,  as  a  very  good  book  of  its  kind. 

You  advised  me  in  your  last  to  be  acquainted  with  Keene, 
and  we  are  accordingly  on  very  good  and  civil  terms:  but  to 
love  one  another  (I  reckon)  you  hardly  proposed.  I  always  placed 
the  service  he  did  me  about  Tuthill  to  your  account.  This  latter 
has  done  him  some  service,  about  his  regulations.  If  you  wili 
give  me  the  pleasure  of  a  letter,  while  I  continue  here>  it  will 
be  a  great  satisfaction  to  me.  1  shall  stay  a  month  longer. 
My  best  wishes  to  Mrs.  Wharton  and  your  family. 

I  am  ever  yows, 
T.  GRAY. 

Do  not  imagine  I  have  forgot  ray  debts,  I  hope  to  replace  them 
this  year. 


I- '  ■ 


*  One  cannot  therefore  help  lamenting,  that  Mr.  Gray  let  his  iniag;ination  lie 
dormant  so  frequently,  iu  order  to  apply  himself  to  this  very  science. — Mason, 


i 


T 


208 


LETTER  XXIV. 


M«-   GRAY    TO    M«-    WHARTON. 

My  Dear  Wharton,  • 

A  LITTLE  kind  of  reproach,  that  1  saw  the  other 
day  in  a  letter  of  yours  to  Mr.  Brown,  has  made  my  guilt  fly 
in  my  face,  and  given  me  spirit  to  be  a  beast  no  longer.  I 
desired  him  to  tell  you  in  the  beginning  of  the  sumftier,  that 
I  feared  my  journey  into  the  north  would  be  prevented  by 
the  arrival  of  my  cousin,  Mrs.  Forster  (whom  you  remember 
by  the  name  of  Pattinson)  from  India ;  she  came  in  August ;  and 
I  continued  in  town  w4th  her  a  month,  in  order  to  do  what  Uttle 
services  I  could  to  a  person  as  strange,  and  as  much  to  seek, 
as  though  she  had  been  born  in  the  Mud  of  the  Ganges. 
After  this  the  year  was  too  far  advanced  to  undertake  such  an 
expedition;  and  the  thought  of  seeing  you  here  in  the  spring, 
in  some  measure  comforts  me  for  the  disappointment;  for  I 
depend  upon  your  coming  then,  when  it  will  be  far  easier  to 
confer  together,  and  determine  about  a  thing,  in  which  (I  fear) 
I  am  too  much  interested  to  deserve  having  any  great  share 
in  the   determination        **        )i,*****9it 

You  are  aware  undoubtedly,  that  a  certain  deference,  not  to 
say  servility,  to  the  heads  of  colleges,  is  perhaps  necessary  to  a 
physician,  'that  means  to  establish  himself  here:  you  possibly 
may  find  a  method  to  do  without  it.  Another  inconvenience, 
your  wife,  rather  than  you,  will  feel,  the  want  of  company  of 
her  own  sex ;   as  the  women  are  few  here,  squeezy  and  formal. 
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9od  little  skilled  in  amusiag  themselvQS  or  other  people.  All 
I  can  say  is»  she  must  try  to  make  up  for  it  dtnong  the  men* 
who  are  not  over-agreeable  neither,  I  much  aj^rove  bf  your 
settling  seriously  to  your  profession;  but  as  your  ftither  is  .old, 
if  you  should  lose  him^  what  becomes  of*  your  interest,  and  to 
whom  is  it  then  to  be  transferred?  Would  you  leave  Lando» 
and  your  practice  again  to  canvass  an  election  for  yourself? 
It  seems  to  me,  that  if  you  execute  your  present  scheme,  you 
must  (in  case  of  Mr.  Wharton's  death)  entirdy  ky  aside  all 
views  of  that  kind.  The  gradual  transition  you  prcfiose  to 
make  through  Bath  or  Cambridge  to  London,  is  very  well 
judged,  and  likely  enough  to  succeed.  For  Bath,  I  am  wholly 
unacquainted  with  it,  and  therefore  can  say  little  to  the  purpose. 
Tlie  way  of  life  there,  might  be  more  amusing  to  Mrs.  Wharton, 
than  this;  but  to  you,  I  think,  would  be  less  satislactory.  I 
sincerely  congratulate  you  on  the  good  eflfeets  of  your  new  tnedicine, 
which  is  indeed  a  sufficient  recompense  for  any  |iaios  you  have 
taken  in  that  study.  But  to  make  adjust  trml  of  its  et^taty, 
and  of  your  own  constitution,  you  certainly  ought  to  pass  a 
little  time  at  London,  (a  month  or  so.)^    «      «    '  «      «      « 


Our  good  Mr.  Brown  goes  out  of  his  office  to  day,  of 
which  he  is  not  a  little  glad.  His  college  which  had  much 
declined  for  some  time,  is  picking  up  again:  they  have  had 
twelve  admissions  this  year;  and  are  just  fillmg  up  two  fellow-- 
ships  with  a  Mr.  Cardell,  whom  I  do  not  know,,  but  they  say 
he  is  a  good  scholar;  and  a  Mr.  Delaval,  a  Fellow  Commoner 
(a  younger  son  to  old  Delaval  of  Northumberland)  who  has 
taken  a  degree  in  an  exemplary  manner,  and  is  very  sensible 
and  knowii^.>  The  appeal,  which  has  been  so  long  contended 
for,  will,  I  believe,  at  last  be  yielded  to  with  a  good  grace; 
or  rather  bestowed,  by  the  advice  of  the  D.  of  Newqas^,  and 

2  £ 
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mj  Loid  Ch*^,  and  will  be  tbe  best;  the  most  popular  thing 
ihtf  can  do.  But  you  mutt  not  mentioQ  it,  tfll  it  is  actually 
done.  I  am  aonry  your  friend  Chapman  will  lose  all  the  merit 
of  his  pamfdilet,  which  (by  the  way)  has  been  answered  ex- 
eeedingly  well,  and  with  all  due  contempt  He  seems  much 
■MMtified/  and  was  preparing  a  reply,  but  this  e^ent  I  doubt 
will  out  him  short. 

I  know  «f  ii«dHtig^  new  m  tiie  litenuy .  «ay»  but  the  history 
ot  Lewis  14th  by  Voltatre;  not  that  I  have  yet  seen  it,  but 
my  expaotatioDs  cure  muoh  raised.    Adie«,  lay  dear  Wharttm* 


Most  truly  yours. 


T.  G. 


P,  8..  1 .9m  retidy  to  pay  my  <jlebt8,  if  you  will  tell  me  to 
wbom^  My  oomi^uoflHts  and  good  wishes  to  Mns-  Whartoa 
««d  the  littie  genUry.       « 

{Oct,  10,  1750.] 


LETTER  XXV. 


M**  GRAY   TO  M«-   WALPOLE. 

Cmnbridne,  Feb.  11, 1751. 

AS  you  hate  brought  me  into  a  little  sort  of  diArcss, 
you  must  assist  'met  I  believe,  to  get  out  of  it  dstwdll  as  I 
can.    Yesterday  T  hml  the  misfortune  of  receiving  a  letter  from 


certain  gendemen  (as  their  bookseller  expresses  it),  who  have 
taken  the  Magazine  of  Magazines  into  their  hands :  They  tell 
me  that  an  ingenious  Poem,  called  reflections  in  a  Country  Church- 
yard,  has  been  comAtmicated  }o  them,  which  they  are  printing 
forthwith ;  that  they  are  informed  that  the  excellent  author  of  it 
is  I  by  name,  and  that  they  beg  not  only  his  indulgence,  but 
the  hofumr ,-  of  his  correspondence,  &c.  As  I  am  not  at  all  dis- 
posed to  be  either  so  indulgent,  or  so  correspondent,  as  they 
desire,  I  have  but  one  bad  way  left  to  escape  the  honour  they 
would  inflict  upon  me ;  and  therefore  am  obliged  to  dffsiii  yoii  would 
make  Dodsley  print  it  immediately  (which  may  be  done  in  less 
tb«m  a  week's  time)  from  your  copy,  but  without  my'  name,  in 
wfiat  ^rm  is  most  convtnien^  ht  hhn,  but  on  his  hesi  p&per 
and  ckaracter;  he  must  correct  the  press  hifflsei^  and  prifrt  if 
without  any  interval  between  Che  sttozas;  because  tibe  sens«f  h 
in  some  places  continued  beyond  them;  and  the  (Stle  mttst  be, — 
Elegy,  written  in  a  Country  Church-yttrd.  If  he  would  add  a 
Kne  of  two  to  say  it  came  into  his  haatfc  by*  accideni^  f  should 
Hke  it  better.  If  you  behold  ^e  ME^azine  of  Magazines  fn 
the  fight  that  I  dor,  you  wilt  not  refuse  to  give  yourself  this 
trouble  on  ray  account,  which  you  have  taken  of  your  own 
acccwrd  before  now.  If  Dodbley  do  not  do  this  immediately,  he 
may  ^  welf  let  it  ahme. 


2  E  2 
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LETTER   XXVI. 


M^  GRAY   TO  W-  WALPOLE. 

Ash^Wedmudm/,  Cambridfe,  1751. 

My  Dbar  Sib, 


YOU  have  indeed  conducted  with  great  decency  my 
Uttle  mitfortune:  you  have  taken  a  paternal  care  of  it,  and 
expressed  miidi  moie  kindness  than  could  have  been  expressed 
from  so  near  a  relajdon.  But  we  are  all  frail;  and  I  hqieto 
do  as  much  foe  you  another  time 

^utsQ  Dodsley  has  given  it  a  pinch,  or  two  in  the  cradle^ 
that  (I  doubt)  it  will  bear  the  marks  of  as  long  as  it  liv^ 
But  no  matter:  we  have  ourselves  suffered  under  her  iuuub  be^ 
fore  now;  and  besides,  it  will  cmly  look  the  more  careless  and 
by  accident  as  it  were.  I  thank  you  for.  yom;  advertisement^ 
which  saves  my  honour,  and  in  a  manner  bien  JUuteuse  pour 
mei,  who  should  be  put  to  it  even  to  make  myself  a  com- 
pliment in  good  English. 

You  will  take  me  for  a  mere  poet,  and  a  fetcher  and  carrier 
of  sing-song*  if  I  tell  you  that  I  intend  to  send  you  the  be- 
ginmng  of  a  drama,*  not  mine,  thank  God,  as  you  will  believe, 
when  you  hear  it  is  finished,  but  wrote  by  a  pa'son  whom  I 
have  a  very  good  opinion  of.    It  is  (unfortunately)  in  the  manner 


«  This  was  the  EllUda  9f  Mr.  MasoB. 
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of  the  andeiit  drama,  with  dioruses,  which  I  am  to  my  shame 
the  occasion  of;  for,  as  great  part  of  it  was  at  first  written 
in  that  form,  I  would  not  suffer  him  to  change  it  to  a  play 
fit  for  the  stage,  and  as  he  intended,  because  the  lyric  part^ 
are  the  best  of  it,  they  must  have  been  lost.  The  story 
is  Saxon,  and  the  language  has  a  tang  of  Shakespear,  that 
suits  an  old-feshioned  &ble  very  well.  In  short  I  don't  do  it 
merely  to  amuse  you,  but  for  the  sake  of  the  author,  who 
wants  a  judge,  and  so  I  would  lend  him  mine :  yet  not  with- 
out your  leave,  lest  you  should  have  us  up  to  <firty  our 
stockings  at  the  bar  of  your  house,  for  wasting  the  time  and 
politics  of  the  nation.    Adieu,  Sir ! 

I  am  ever  yours, 

T,  GRAY. 


LETTER  XXVir. 


M«-  GRAY  TO  M»-  WALPOLE. 

Cambridge,  March  Sd,  1751. 

ELFRIDA  (for  that  is  the  fair  one's  name)  and  her^ 
author  are  now  in  town  together.  He  has  promised  me,  that  he 
will  send  a  part  of  it  to  you  sqme  morning  while  he  is  there ; 
and  (if  you  shall  think  it  worth  while  to  descend  to  particulars) 
I  should  be  glad  you  would  tell  me  very  freely  your  opinion 
about  it;  for  he  shall  know  nothing  of  the  matter,  that  is  not 
fit  for  the  ears  of  a  tender  parent — ^though  by  the  way,  he  has 


1 
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iogeouity  siAd  merit  enough    (wbfttev«r  hU  dnuna  may  have) 
tp  bear  bearing  bis  fm\t»,  very  patiently. 


I  must  only  beg  yoii  not  to  show  it,  piuch  lesB  let  U  he 
copied ;  for  it  will  be  published,  though  not  an  yet 

I  do  not  expeot  ^ny  more  editions;*  as  I  have  api^eared 
in  more  magazines  than  one.  The  chief  errataf  were  mcred 
bower  tbx  si^cret;  hidden  iov  kindred  (in  spite  of  dukes  and 
classicks);  and  frowning  aa  in  scorn  for  smiling,  I  humbly  pro- 
pose, for  the  benefit  of  Mr.  Dodaley  and  his  matrons,  that  take 
^awake  for  a  verb,  that  they  should  read  asleep,  and  all  wiU  be 
right.  Gil  Bias  is  the  Lying  Valet  in  five  acts.  The  fine  lady 
has  half-^ar^iozen  good  lines  dispersed  in  it.  Pompey  is  the 
hasty  production  of  a  Mr.  Coventry  (cousin  to  him  you  knew) 
a  young  clergyman ;  I  found  it  out  by  three  characters,  which 
once  made  part  of  a  comedy  that  he  shewed  me  of  his  own 
writing.  Has  that  miracle  of  tenderness  and  sensibility  (as  she  calls 
it)  Lady  Vane  given  you  any  amusement?  Peregrine,  whom 
she  uses  as  a  vehicle,  is  very  poor  indeed,  with  a  few  excep- 
tions. In  the  last  volume  is  a  cbaiacter  of  Mr.  Lyttleton, 
under  the  name  of  Gosling  Scrag,  and  a  parody  of  part  of  his 
Monody,  under  the  notion  of  a  Pastoral  on  the  death  hk 
grandmother. 

I  am  ever  yours, 

T.  GRAY. 


Mfc 


*  Of  thi»  Elegy  in  a  Country-  Church*yard. 

t  Qm4ea  tlnwe  efcocti  of  tb#  UM9  ^t  the  M i^ftwiA  «€  Magj^inosi  Hn^.  Mow* 
ing  occurred. — ^'  th^  harroMf  oft  the  stubborn  glebe  h^  b«oke.'*«— ^<  Aud  read  th^ 
destiny  io  a  natbn^s  eyes.*^ — <<  With  uncouth  rhymes  and  shapeless  culture  deck- 
ed:**'—^ Slow  through  the  chocdlway  paee^  we  saw  hhn  boroe^*^ — andttany  others 
of  less  consequence.-^JETcf. 

X  ^  Awake  and  faithful  to  her  wonted  fires.* 
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LETTER  XXVni. 


M«-  GRAY   TO  BP-WALW)LE. 

CktmMc^,  Ott,  9,  1751. 

I  SEND  you  thia*  (as  yeu  desire)  m^iely  to  make  itp 
hali-a-doaen ;  though  it  will  hardly  answer  your  end  in  fiit^ 
nishiogout  either  a  head  or  a  tail*piece.  But  your  own  ffahle 
may  much  better  supply  the  |dace.  You  have  altered  it  to 
its  advantage;  but  there  is  still  something  a  little  embarrassed 
here  ai|d  there  in  the  expression.  .  I  r^oice  to  find  you  apply 
(pardon  the  ^use  of  so  odious  a  word)  to  the  histdry  of  your 
own  times.  Speak,  and  spare  not.  Be  as  impartial  as  you  can  • 
and  after  all,  the  world  will  not  believe  you  are  so^  though  you 
should  make  as  many  protestations  as  :l»shop  Burnet.  They 
will  feel  in  their  own  breast,  and  find  it  very  pdssible  to  hate 
fourscore  persons,  yea,  ninety  and  nine:  so  you  must  rest  satis* 
fied  with  the  testimony  of  your  own  conscience.  Somebody 
has  laughed  at  Mr.  Dodsley,  or  at  me,  when  they  talked  of  the 
bat:  I  have  nothing  more  either  nocturnal  oar  diivrnal,  to  deck 
his  misceUany  with.  We  have  a  man  here  that  writes  a  good 
hand;  but  he  has  little  feilings  that  hinder  my  re0omm9iding 
him  to  you.:^    He  is  lousy,   and.  he  is  mad:   he  sets  out  this 


*  The  Hyma  to  Adversity, 
t  Thelbtaa,  see  Walfole^s  Works,  Vol.  I.  p.SS. 

t  As  mn  Amaouensis. 
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week  for  Bedlam ;  but  if  you  insist  upon  it,  I  don't  doubt  he  tt^ill  pay 
his  respects  to  you.  I  have  seen  two  of  Dr.  Middleton's  unpublish- 
ed works.  One  is  about  44  pages  in  4to.  a  .ainst  Dr.  Waterland» 
who  wrote  a  very  orthodox  book  on  the  Importance  of  the  Doctrine 
of  the  Trinity,  and  insisted  that  Christians  ought  to  have  no  com- 
munion with  such  as  differ  from  them  in  fundamentals.  Mid- 
dleton  enters  no  fiurther  into  the  doctrine  itself  tlian  to  shew 
that  a  mere  speculative  point  can  never  be  called  a  funda- 
mental: and  that  the  earlier  fathers,  on  whose  concurrent  tra* 
dition  Waterland  would  build,  are  so  far,  when  they  speak  of  the 
three  persons  fix>m  agreeing  with  the  present  notion  of  our 
church,  that  they  declare  for  the  inferiority  of  the  Son,  and 
seem  to  have  no  clear  and  distinct  idea  of  the  Holy  Ghost 
at  all.  The  rest  is  employed  in  exposing  the  folly  and  cruelty 
of  stiffness  and  zeaiotism  in  religion,  and  in  showing  that  the 
primitive  ages  of  the  church,  in  which  tradition  had  its  rise, 
were  (even  by  the  confession  of  the  best  scholars  and  most  or- 
thodox writers)  the  4tra  of  nmsmst  and  absurdity.  It  is  iini^ed 
and  very  well  wrote;  but  has  been  mostly  incorporated  into  his 
other  works,  particularly  the  enquiry;  and  for  this  reason,  I 
suppose,  he  has  writ  upon  it,  **  This  wholly  laid  as'd\'  The 
second  is  in  Latin,  on  miracles;  to  show,  that  of  the  two 
methods  of  defending  Christianity,  one  firom  its  intrinsic  evidence, 
the  holiness  and  purity  of  its  doctrines,  the  other  from  its  ex* 
ternaK  the  miracles  said  to  be  wrought  confirm  it;  the  first 
has  been  litde  attended  to  by  reason  of  its  difficulty;  the 
second  much  insisted  upon,  because  it  appeared  an  easier  task; 
but  that,  in  reality,  it  can  prove  nothing  at  all.  ^^  Nobilis 
ilia  quidem  defensio  (the  first)  quam  si  obtinere  potuissents 
rem  simul  omnem  expediisse,  causamque  penitus  vidsse  vide* 
rentur.  At  causa  hujus  defendendae  labor  cum  tant&  argumen*- 
tandi  cavillandique  molestii  conjunctus^  ad  alteram,  quam  dixi, 
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I  am  ever  yours. 


T.  GRAY. 


LETTER  XXIX. 


M«-   GRAY    TO    M«-   WALPOLE. 

m 

YOUR  pen  was  too  rapid  to  mind  the  common  ibrm 
of  a  direction,  and  so,  by  omitting  the  words  near  Windsor, 
your  letter  has  been  diverting  itself  at  another  Stoke,  near 
Ailesbury,  and  came  not  to  my  hands  till  to-day. 

The  true  original  chairs  were  all  sold,  when  the  Hunting- 
don's broke;  there  are  nothing  now  but  Halsey  chairs,  not 
adapted  to  the  squareness  of  gothic  dowa§|r's  rump.  And  by 
the  way  I  do  not  see  how  the  uneasiness  and  uncomfortable- 
ness  of  a  coronation-chair  can  be  any  objection  with  you: 
every  chair  that  is  easy  is  modern,  and  unknown  to    our    an- 
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defensionis  viam,  ut  co;nmodiorem  longd  et  faciliorem,  plerosque 

adegit        ego    verb    istiusmodi   defensione    religionem    nostram  1 

non  modo  non  confirmari,  sed  dubiam  potius  suspectamque 
reddi  existimo."  He  then  proceeds  to  consider  miracles  in  ge- 
neral, and  afterwards  those,  of  the  Pagans  compared  with  those 
Christ.  I  only  tell  you  the  plan,  for  I  have  not  read  it  out 
(though  it  is  short);  but  you  will  not  doubt  to  what  conclu- 
sion it  tends.     There  is  another  thing,   I   know;  not  what,  I  am 

to  see.    As  to    the  Treatise  on    Prgiyer,    they  say/  it   is  burnt  ^ 

indeed.     Adieu ! 
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oBBten;  As  I  WKneniber  thfere  vrete  oefrDlin  low  cfaaiifs,  thai: 
looted  like  ebony,  at  Esher,  and  Were  old  and  pfretty.  Why 
diould  not  Mr.  Befltley  imptoYe  upon  them  ? — I  do  not  Wonlei' 
at  Doddley.  You  have  t^llked  to  him  of  six  Odes,  for  so  you 
are  pkiised  to'  call  every  thing  I  write,  though  it  be  but  a 
receipt  to  make  applfe-dumphngs.  H^  has  reason  to  gulp  whett 
he  fuids  one  of  them  only  a  long  story.  I  don't  know  but  I 
may  send  him  very  soon  (by  yotrr  hand^)  an  ode  to  his  own 
toothy  a  high  Pindaric  upcm  stilts,  which  one  must  foe  a  better 
scholar  than  he  is  to  understand  a  line  of,  and  the  very  best 
scholars  will  understand  but  a  little  matter  here  and  there. 

It  wants  but  seventeen  lines  of  having  an  end,  I  don't  say  of 
being  finished.  As  it  is  so  unfortunate  to  come  too  late  for 
Mr.  Bentley,  it  may  appear  io  the  4th  volume  of  the  Miscel- 
lanies, provided  you  dea't  think  it  execrable,  and  suppress  it. 
Pray  when  the  fine*  book  is  to  be  printed,  let  me  revise  the 
press,  for  you  know  you  can't;  and  there  are  a  few  trifles  I 
could  wish  altered. 

I  know  not  what  you  mean  by  hours  of  love,   and  cherries, 
and  pine-apples,     t  neither  see  nor  hear   any   thing  here,    and 
am  of  opinion  that  is  the  b^t  way.    My  compIiiAentls  to  Mr.' 
Bentley,  if  he  be  with  you. 

I  am  yours  ever, 

T.  GRAY. 

I  desire  you  would  not  show  that  Epigram  I  repeated  to  3rou, 
as  mine«     I  have  h^d  of  it  twice  already  as  coming  from  you. 


UJ. 


«  The' Edition  of  Hb  Odes  ^H^ied  at  StraWbeiry-hitt. 
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LETTER  XXX. 


M*-  ailAY   TO   M*-   WAIXOI^. 

I  AM  qbUged  to  you  for  Mr/  l;)Qdsley's  book,*  ainJ 
having  pretty  well  Io0ke4  it  oyer,  will  (fis  you:  desire)  tell  you 
my  opinion  of  it  He  might,  methinks,  have  spared  the  graces 
in  his  frontispiece,  if  he  qhose  to  be  economical,  and  dressed  his 
avthors  in  a  little  more  deceint  raiment-^not  in  whited^brown 
paper,. and  distorted  characters,  like  an  old  ballad.  I  am  ashamed 
to  see  myself;  but. (he  company  Jkeeps  me  in  countenance:  so 
to  begin  with  Mn  TickelL  This  is  not  only  a  sfeate^poem  (my 
ancient  aversion),  but  a  ,  state-poem  on  the  .peace  of  Utrecht.  If 
Mr.  Pope  had  .wrote  a  panegyric  .on  it,  one  could  hardly  have 
rgad  :him  with  patience:  but  this  is  only  a  poor  short-winded 
imit^r  ;of  Addison,  who  had  himself  not  above  .three  or  four 
notes  in  poetry,  sweet  enough  indeed,  like  those  of  a  German 
flute,  but  such  as  soon  tire  and  satiate  the  ear  with  their  fre- 
quent return,  T^ckell  has  added  to  this  a  great  poverty  of  sense, 
and  a  string  of  transitions  that  hardly  become  a  school-boy.  How- 
ever I  forgive  him  for  the  sake  of  his  ballad,f  which  1  always 
thought  the  preittest  in  the  world. 

All  there  is  of  M.  Green    here,    has    been   printed  before  ; 
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*  Hk  collection  of  Poems. 

t  Colin  and  Lucy,  beginning — 

<<  Of  Leinster  fain'd  for. maiden's  fidr/* 
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tlierc  is  a  profusion  of  wit  every  where;  reading  would  have 
formed  his  judgement,  and  harmonized  his  verse,  for  even  his 
wood-notes  often  break  out  into  strains  of  real  poetry  and  music. 
The  School  Mistress  is  excellent  in  its  kind  and  masterly;  and 
(I  am  sorry  to  differ  from  you,  but)  London  is  to  me  one  of 
those  few  imitations  that  have  all  the  ease  and  all  the  spirit  of 
an  original.  The  same  man^s  verses*  on  the  opening  of  Garrick's 
theatre  are  far  from  bad.  Mr.  Dyer  (here  you  will  despise  me 
highly)  has  more  of  poetry  in  his  imagination  than  almost  any 
of  our  number ;  but  rough  and  injudicious.  I  should  range 
Mr.  Bramston  only  a  step  or  two  above  Dr.  King,  who  is  as 
low  in  my  estimation  as  in  yours.  Dr.  Evans  is  a  furious  mad- 
man ;  and  pre-existence  is  nonsense  in  all  her  altitudes.  Mr. 
Lyttleton  is  a  gentle  elegiac  person.  Mr.  Nugent -f  sure  did 
not  write  his  own  Ode.  I  like  Mr.  Whitehead's  little  poems, 
I  mean  the  Ode  on; a  Tent,  the  Verses  to  Garrick,  and  par- 
ticularly those  to  Charles  Townsend,  better  than  any  thing  I 
had  seett  before  of  him.  I  gladly  pass  over  H.  Browne  and 
the  rest,  to 'come  at  you.  You  know  I  was  of  the  publishing 
side,  and  thought  your  reasons  against  it  none ;  for  though,  as 
Mr.  Chute  said  extremely  well,  the  still  small  voice  of  Poetry 
was  not  made  to  be  heard  in  a  crowd ;  yet  satire  will  be  heard, 

» 

,—,—^»^————^—^i——*«^— ——*—*•     ■  ■■   ■■  I  a^    I  ■  I  I  ■■■■    .  I  II   11  I 

,  t 

*  Dr.  Samuel  Johnson. 

t  The  Ode  addressed  to  Mr.  Pulteney,  by  Mr.  Nugent,  (afterwards^  Earl  Nugent), 
i;vas  distinguished  for  the  following  spirited  stanza ;  which  has  since  received  the  * 
honour  of  being  quoted  by  Mr.  Gibbon,  in  his  character  of  Brutus. 

<<  What !   tho'  the  good,  the  brave,  the  wise, 
With  adverse  force   undaunted   rise 

To  break  th*  eternal  doom  ; 
Though  Cato  liv'd,  though   Tully  spoke. 
Though   Brutus  dealt  the  god-like  stroke, 

Yet  perished  fated  Rome.*' — Ed. 
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for  all  the  audience  are  by  nature  Ker  frieiids  ;  especially  when  she 
appears  in  the  spirit  of  Dryden,  with  his  strength,  and  often 
with  his  versification,  such  as  you  have  caught  in  those  lines 
on  the  Royal  Unction,  on  the  Papal  Dominion,'  and  Convents  of 
both  Sexes;  on  Henry  VllL  and  Charles  II.  for  these  are  to 
me  the  shining  parts  of  your  Epistle.*  There  are  many  lines 
I  could  wish  corrected,  and  some  blotted  out,  but  beauties 
enough  to  atone  for  a  thousand  worse  faults  than  these,  Tlie 
opinion  of  such  as  can  at  all  judge,  who  saw  it  before  in  Dr^ 
Middleton's  hands,  concurs  nearly  with  mine.  As  to  what  any 
one  says,  since  it  carne  out;  our  people  (you  must  know,)  are 
slow  of  judgement ;  they  wait  till  some  bold  ,body  saves  thl^m  the 
trouble,  and  then  follow  his  opinion  ;  or  stay  till  they  hear  what  is 
said  in  town,  that  is  at  some  Bishop's  table,  oi*  some  coffee-house 

aboilt  the  Temple.     When  they  are  determined  I  will   tell  you 

•I         .  ' 

faithfully  their  verdict.  As  for  the  beauties-j-  I  am  their  jiiost  humble 
servant.  What  shall  1  say  to  Mr.  Lowth,  Mr.  iRidley,  Mr.  Roller 
the  Reverend  Mr.  Brown,  Seward,  &c.  ?  If  I  say  Messieurs  !  this 
is  not  the  thing;  write  prose,  write  sermons,  write  nothing  at  all; 
they  will  disdain  me  and  my  advice.  What  then  A\^ould  the  sickly 
Peer  :J:  have  done,  that  spends  so  much  time  in  admiring  every  thing 
that  has  four  legs,  and  fretting  at  his  own  misfortune  in  having  but 
two ;  and  cursing  his  own  politic  head  and  feeble  constitution,  that 
won't  let  him  be  such  a  beast  as  he  would  wish  ?  Mr.  S.  Jenyns 
now  and   then   can   write  a  good   line  or  two — such  as  these — 

Snatch  us  from  all  our  little  sorrows   here, 
Calm  every  grief,  and  dry  each  childish  tear,  &c. 

» 
*  Walpole*s  Epistle  to  Thomas  Asheton,  from  Florence. 

t  The  Epistle  to  Mr.  Eckardt,  the  Pamter.     See  Walpole's  Works.    Vol.  I.  p.  19. 

X  Lord  llervey. 
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I  lik«  Mr.  Aston  Hervey's  Fable ;  ^nd  m  Ode  (the  last  pf 
all)  by  Mr.  Mason^  a  pew  acquaintanoe  of  mine^  wjbose  Mus^us 
too  seems  to  cietrry  with  it  a  promise  at  least  of  something 
good  to  come.  I  was  g}«d  to  ^e  you  distinguished  who  poor 
West  was^  before  his  chai:ming  Ode,^  and  qalled  it  any  thing 
rather  than  a  Pindaric.  The  town  is  an  owl,  if  it  dop*t  like 
Lady  Mary, f  and  I  am  surprised  at  it:  we  here  are  owb 
enough  to  think  her  eclogues  very  bad;  but  that  I  did  pot 
wonder  at.    Our  present  taste  is  Sir  T.  Fitz-Osbome's  letters. 

I  send  you  a  bit  of  a  thing  for  two  reasons:  first,  because 
it  is  of  one  of  your  favourites,  Mr.  M.  Green ;  and  next,  because 
I  would  do  justice.  The  thought  on  which  my  second  OdeJ  turns 
is  manifestly  stole  from  hence ;  not  that  I  knew  it  at  the  time, 
but  having  seen  this  many  years  before,  to  be  sure  it.in^rinted 
itself  on  my  memory,  and,  forgetting  the  Author^  I  took  it  fer 
my  own.    The  subject  was  the  Queen's  Hermitage. 


Tho'  yet  no  pitlace  grace  the  shore. 
To  lodge  the  pair  you  §  should  adore, 
Nor  abbeys  great  in  ruins  rise, 
Royal  equivalents  (or  Tiee; 
Qfobpld  p,  grot  in  A^pbio  grove. 
The  Graces*  and  the  Mpses*  love, 
A  temple  from  Tain<rglory  jfree ; 
Whose  goddess  is  Philosophy; 
Whose  sides  such  licensM  idols  ||  crown. 
As  Superstition  would  pull  down ; 


■*aiM«pMWMII«M 


*  Monody  on  the  Death  of  Queen  Caroline, 
t  Lady  Mary  W.  Montagu's  Poems. 

§  Speaking  to  the  Thames. 


X  .The  Ode  to  Spring. 
y  The  four  Busts. 
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The  only  pilgrimage  I  know, 
Thftt  men  of  sense  would  choose  to  go. 
Which  sweet  abode,  her  wisest  choice, 
Urania  cheers  with  heavenly  yoice; 
While  all  the  Virtues  gather  round 
To  see  her  consecrate  the  ground. 

If  thou,  the  God  with  winged  feet, 
In  council  talk  of  this  retretit; 
And  jealous  Grods  resentment  Bhbw 
At  altars   rais'd  to  men  below. 
Tell  those  proud  lords  of  heaven  His  fit 
Their  house  our  heroes  should  admit 
While  each  exists  (as  poets  sing) 
A  lazy,  lewd,  immortal  thing; 
iThey  must,  or  grow  in  disrepute. 
With  earth^s  first  commoners  recruit. 

Needless  it  is,  in  terms  unskilled. 
To  praise  whatever  Boyle  shall  build. 
Needless  it  is  the  busts  to  name 
Of  men,  monopolists  of  fame ; 
*Four  chiefs  ad<ft*a  the  modest  stone^ 
For  virtue,  as  for  learning  known : 
The  thinking  sculpture  helps  to  raise 
Deep  thoughts,  the  genii  of  the  place: 
To  the  mind's  ear,  and  inward  sight. 
There  silence  speaks,  and  shade  gives  light : 
White  iUMCts  frdm  the  threshold  preach. 
And  minds  disposed  to  musing  teach ; 
Proud  of  strong  Hmbs  and  painted  hues, 
Thejr  pelrteh  by  the  stl^hfegf  bruise ; 
Or  miladies  begitn  within 
Destroy  more  slow  life's  frail  machine: 
From  maggot-youth,  thro'  change  of  state, 
They  feel  like  us  the  turds  of  fate : 
Some  bom. to  creep  have  liVd  to 'fly. 
And  chang'd  earth'ir  cells  for  dwellings  high 
And  some  that  did  their  six  wings  keep. 
Before  they  died,  been  forced  to  creep. 
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They  politics,  like  ours,  profess ; 

The  greater  prey  upon  the  less. 

Some  strain  on  foot  huge  loads  to  bring, 

Some  toil  incessant  on  the  wing : 

Nor  from  their  yigorous  schemes  desist 

Till  death;   and  then  they  are  nerer  mist. 

Some  frolick,  toil,  marry,  increase. 

Are  sick  and  well,  haye  war  and  peace ; 

And  broke  with  age  in  half  a  day, 

Yield  to  successors,  and  away. 


Adieu !  I  am   ever  yours. 


T.  GRAY. 


LETTER  XXXL 


M«-   GRAY    TO    M*    WALPOLE. 

JSav.  Tuesday,   Cambridge. 

IT  is  a  misfortune  to  me  to  be  at  a  distance  from 
both  of  you  at  once.  A  letter  can  give  one  so  little  idea  of 
such  matters,  ♦  ♦  ♦  *  I  alvirays  believed  well  of  his 
heart  and  temper,  and  would  gladly  do  so  still.  If  they  are 
as  they  should  be,  I  should  have  expected  every  thing  from 
such  an  explanation;  for  it  is  a  tenet  with  me  (a  simple -one, 
you'll  perhaps  say)  that  if  ever  two  people,  who  love  one 
another^  come  to  breaking,  it  is  for  want  of  a  timely  eclair- 
cissement,  a  full  and  precise  one,  without  witnesses  or  mediatoi-s^ 
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and   Without    reserving   any   one  disagreeable   circumstance   for 
the  mind  to  brood  upon  in  silence. 

I  am  not  totally  of  your  mind  as  to  Mr.  Lyttleton's  elegy, 
though  I  love  kids  and  &wns  as  little  as  you  do.  If  it  were 
all  like  the  fourth  stanza,  I  should  be  excessively  pleased. 
Nature  and  sorrow,  and  tenderness,  are  the  true  genius  o^ 
such  things;  and  something  of  these  I  find  in  several  parts  of 
it  (not  in  the  orange- tree :)  poetical  ornaments,  are  foreign  to 
the  purpose ;  lor  they  only  show  a  roan  is  not  sorry ; — and 
devotion  worse;  for  it  teaches  him  that  he  ought  ti€t  to  be 
sorry,  which  is  all  the  pleasure  of  the  thing.  I  beg  leave  to 
turn  your  weathercock  the  contrary  way.  Yoor  epislte*  I 
have  not  seen  a  great  while,  and  Doctor  M.-^  i&  not  ia  the 
way  to  give  me  a  sight  of  it :  but  i  remember  enough  ta  be- 
sure  all  the  world  will  b^  pJeaeed  with  it,  even  with  all  its^ 
faulti  upon  its  head,  if  you  don't  care  to  mend  them>  I*  WMild 
try  to  do  it  myself,  (however  hazardous)  rather  than  it  shotrld 
remain  unpublished.  As  to  my  Eton  ode,  Mr.  Dodsley  » 
padrone.  The  second  f  you  had,  I  suppose  you  do  not  think 
worth  giving  him:  otherwise,  to  me  it  seems  not  wors^  than 
the  former.  He  might  hirve  Selima  |  too,  unless  she  be  of  too 
little  importance  for  his  patriot-collection ;  or  perhaps  tk^  cm* 
7i$ction$  you  had  vrith  her  may  interfere.     Che  so  io?    Adieu! 


I  am  yours  ever. 


T.  G. 


^F^MM^^iaWiMi^HVB^Mapta 


«  From  Florence  to  Tbemai  A8het<Mi.    See  Walpole's  Works^  Vol.  1,  p.  4. 

t  The  Ode  on  Spring. 

X  The  Ode  on  Mr.  Walpole's  Cat,  drowned  in  a  tub  of  gold  fishes. 
VOL.  II.  2  G 
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LETTER  XXXII. 


-U*-  GRAY  TO   M"-  WALPOLE. 

Cambridge^  Dec.  Monday. 

THIS  comes  du  fond  de  ma  cellule  to  salute  Mr.  H.  W. 
not  so  much  him  that  visits  and  votes,  and  goes  to  White's 
and  to  Court;  as  the  H.  W.  in  his  rural  capacity,  snug  in  his 
tub  on  Windsor-hill,  and  brooding  over  folios  of  his  own  cre- 
ation :   him  that  can  sUp  away,  like  a  pregnant  beauty,  (but  a 
little  oftener,)  into  the  country;  be  brought  to  bed  perhaps  of 
twins,  and  whisk  to  town  agaia  the  week  after,  with  a  face  as 
if  nothing  had ,  happened.    Among  the  little  folks,   my  godsons 
and  dfiughters,   I  cannot  choose  but  enquire  more  particularly 
after  the  health  of  one ;  I  mean  (without  a  figure)  the  Memoires : 
Do  th^  grow?  Do  they  unite,  and  hold  up  their  heads,  and 
dress  Uiemselves  ?   Do  they   begin   to   think :  of  making  their 
appearance  in  the  world,  that  is  to  say,   fifty-  years. hence,  to 
make   posterity   stare,   and   all   good   people  cross   themselves? 
Has  Asheton  (who  will,  then  be  Lord  Bishop  of  Killaloe,  and. 
is  to  publish  them)  thought  of  an  aviso  air  lettore  to  prefix  to 
them  yet,  importing,  that  if  the  words  church,  king,  reli^on, 
ministry,   &c.   be  found  often  repeated  in  this  book,  they  are 
not  to  be  taken  literally,  but  poetically,   and  as  may  be  most 
strictly   reconcileable    to    the    feith   then    established; — ^that    he 
knew  the  author  well  when  he  was  a  young  man;    and  can 
testify    upon   the    honour   of    his    function,    that   he    said    his 
prayers  regularly  and   devoutly,  had  a  profound  reverence  for 
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the  clergy,  and  firmly  befieved  every  thing  that  was  the  fiishion 
in  those  days? 

When  you  have  done  impeaching  my  Lord  Lovat,  I  hope 
to  hear  de  vo$  nouvelUs,  and  moreover,  whether  you  have  got 
Colonel  Conway  yet?  Whether  Sir  C,  Williams  is  to  go  to 
Berlin?  What  sort  of  a  prince  Mitridate  may  be? — and  what- 
ever other  tidings  you  may  chuse  to  refresh  an  anchoret  with. 
Frattanto  I  send  you  a  scene  in  a  tragedy :  *  if  it  don't  make 
you  cry  it  will  make  you  laugh;  and  so  it  moves  some  passion, 
that  I  take  to  be  enough.    Adieu,  dear  Sir! 

I  am  sincerely  yours, 

T.  GRAY- 


ipaaN* 


LETTER  XXXIII. 


M«-   GRAY   TO   M*-   WHARTON. 

My  Dear  Wharton, 

YOU  are  apprised  by  this  time,  (I  don^  doubt)  that 
your  Mr.  Spencer  is  chose  at  Pembroke.  I  received,  while  I 
was  at  Stoke,  a  letter  from  Tuthill,  wherein  were  these  words, 
'  Spencer,  will,  I  am  almost  persuaded,  be  chose  at  this  audit, 
and  perhaps  without  a  quarrel.     I  shall  vote  for  him  with  great 


*  The  first  Scene  in 

2  62 
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pleasure,  because  I  believe  he  may  Justly  claim  it;  and  because 
I  believe,  Dr.  Wharton  would,  if  he  knew  of  our  election^  de- 
sire it;  for  he  was  maintained  by  his  Mr.  Wilkinson/  Dr. 
Liong  did  not  make  any  resistance,  when  he  saw  how  it  would 
go,  so  Chapman  had  little  occasion  for  his  effectual  interest. 
Oh!  by  the  way  I  give  you  joy  of  that  agreeable  creature, 
who  has  got  one  of  your  Prcbeijds  of  J8400  a  year,  and  will 
visit  you  soon,  with  that  dry  piece  of  goods,  his  wife. 

Of  my  bouse*  I  cannot  say  much.  I  wish  I  could !  but  for 
niy  heart  it  is  no  less  your's,  than  it  has  long  been :  and  tho 
last  thing  in  the  world,  that  will  throw  it  into  tumults  is  a 
fine  Lady;  the  versesf  you  so  kindly  try  to  keep  in  counte* 
nance  w^re  wrote  to  divert  that  particular  family;  and  succeeded 
accordingly;  but  being  shewed  about  in  town,  are  not  liked 
there  at  all. 

Mrs.  French,  a  very  ^uihionable  personage,  told  Mr.  Walpole 
that  she  had  seen  a  thing  by  a  friend  of  his,  which  she  did  not 
know  what  to  make  of,  for  it  aimed  at  every  thing  and  meant 
nothing,  to  which  he  replied,  that  ho  had  always  taken  her  for 
a  woman  of  sense,  and  was  very  sorry  to  be  undeceived ; — on 
the  other  hand  the  stanzas;}:  which  I  now  enclose  to  you,  have 
had  the  misfortune,  by  Mr.  Walpole's  fault,  to  be  made  still, 
more  public,  for  which  they  certainly  were  never  meant:  but 
it  is  too  late  to  complain.  They  have  been  so  applauded,  it  is 
quite  a  shUtn^  to  repeat  it.  I  mean  not  ta  be  niodest;  but  t 
mean,    it  is.  ^  shavie  foir  those  wW>  have  said  such  superlative 


I  imilM      J!|IH  III  I      'I  I  IM        I   "<         I  I'  I  I  I       '        "  " "  ' 

t 

*  The  bouBe  h%  wm  vebtuldii^  i»  CarahiH. — JTotait. 

t  The  long  story. 
^  The  Olegy  yi  a  Couotry  Cbiuccb-yard. 
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things  about  them,  that  1  can't  repeat  them.  I  should  have 
been  glad  that  you  and  two  or  three  more  people  had  liked 
them,  which  would  have  satisfied  my  ambition  on  this  head 
amply. — I  have  been  this  month  in  town,  not  at  Newcastle- 
house,  but  diverting  myself  among  my  gay  acquaintance,  and 
return  to .  my  cell  with  so  much  the  more  pleasure.  I  do  not 
speak  of  my  future  excursion  to  Durham,  for  fear — but  at 
present  it  is  my  full  intention.  His  Prussian  Majesty  has  pub- 
lished the  Suite  des  Memoires  pour  servir  k  I'Histoire  de  la 
Maison  de ,  Brandebourg,  which  includes  a  very  free  account  of 
his  Grandfather's  Life,  who  was  the  Ifirst  king  of  that  House, 
reflections  on  the  gradual  advance  in  science,  commerce,  &c. 
of  his  subjects,  ahd  on  their  changes  in  religion^t  is  much  in 
Voltaire's  manner.  The  book  itself  is  at  present  hard  to  be 
got;  but  you  may  see  a  good  extract  of  it  in  the  Mercure 
Historique,  a  work  published  monthly.  Whether  it  is  in  that 
for  October  or  September  I  cannot  justly  say.  There  is  also 
an  account  of  the  History  of  Crusades,  which  seems  to  be 
Voltaire's,  and  promises  well.  I  hear  talk  of  a  Pamphlet,  called 
Voix  du  Sage,  et  du  Peuple,  ascribed  to  Montesquieu;  and  a 
book  styled  only  Lettres,  by  the  Procureur  General,  Fleury,  on 
the  power  of  the  clergy  in  France,  but  have  not  seen  either 
of  them,  being  very  scarce  as  yet.  Mr.  de  BufTon  has  discovered 
the  Speculum  of  Archimedes,  which  burns  at  200  feet  distance. 
*  *  You  mention  Stonhewer,  I  should  be  glad  to  Icnow 
\^ether  he  frequents  you?  whether  you  find  him  improved? 
and  what  sort  of  life  he  leads,  among  you  country-folks.^ 
Brown  who  has  been  in  the  midst  of  tumults  and  mutinies 
lately,  and  Tuthill,  desire  their  best  ^otnptttnenls  to  you.  Mine 
ever  wait  on  Mrs.  Wharton.    Adieu! 

Believe  me,  most  truly  yours. 
December  18,  [1751,]  Cambridge. 
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LETTER  XXXIV. 


M*-  GRAY   TO    M«^   WHARTON. 

My  Deae  Wharton, 

I  SHOULD  not  have  made  this  little  journey  to  t&wo« 
if  I  had  not  imagined  the  situation  of  your  affairs  (after  the 
loss  you  have  lately  had)  would  have  prevented  your  design 
of  coming  to  Cambridge.  The  pleasure  I  have  here,  is  not 
sufficient,  I  am  sure,  to  balance  a  much  slighter  than  I  shall 
have  in  seeing  you  again;  my  stay,  therefore,  will  at  farthest 
not  be  longer  than  Wednesday  next,  when  my  business  will 
be  over,  and  we  shall  have  time,  I  hope,  to  make  up  in  some 
degree  for  so  many  years'  separation. 

My  thanks  to  Mr.  Brown  for  his  letter,  and  I  will  trouble 
you  to  tell  him,  I  see  no  reason  why  the  person  he  mentions^ 
^ould  refuse  the  proposal  made  him.  He  must  necessarily,  and 
I  think,  in  prudence  sooner  or  later  enter  into  the  profession, 
that  qualifies  him  for  it,  and  this  is  perhaps  as  creditable  a 
way  of  doing  it  as  ever  will  offer;  besides  that  it  need  not 
oblige  him  to  any  thing  he  dislikes,  and  may  perhaps  lead  to 
^eat  advantages. 

I  need  not  tell  you  that  I  am  ever  yours, 

T.  GRAY. 

{April,  1752.] 


J 
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LETTER  XXXV. 


M^  GRAY   TO   M«    WHARTON. 


I  AM  sorry  to  teH  you  a  sad  story  of  our  friend  over 
the  way.  Young  Vane,  who  is  now  Chaplain  to  your  new 
Bishop,  and  has  had  the  promise  of  it  some  time,  applied  to 
his  little  red  Lordship,  as  a  firiend  to  him  and  to  his  family,  to 
put  him  into  Orders.  He  begun  by  a  direct  lie,  and  told  him, 
he  knew  the  bishop  was  absolutely  engaged  to  two  people  of 
Oxford,  whom  he  named.  Then  he  drilled  him  on  with  various 
trifling  pretences,  and  at  last  went  to  town  without  ordaining 
him,  or  appointing  any  time  when  he  would;  in  the  mean  time 
Vane  being  pressed  by  letters  from  home,  went  to  town  and 
was  immediately  ordained  by  the  Archbishop  of  York,  and  soon 
after  appointed  Chaplain.  He  was  informed  from  a  very 
sure  hand,  that  all  this  time  his  friend  of  Ch"^-  had  been 
making  interest  for  Ross  against  him,  and  particularly  had  said^ 
that  Vane  could  not  have  it,  for  he  was  a  young  man  not  in 
Orders  yet:  1  assure  you  they  are  very  angry,  and  with  reason, 
at  Raby  Castle;         •         *        *        *  *  *  *  * 

I .  am  reading^  de  Maintenon's  Letters ;  they  are  undoubtedly 
genuine.  They  begin  very  early  in  her  life,  before  she  married 
Scarron,  and  continue  after  the.  King's  death  to  within   a  little 


*  **  I  am  reading ^^ — I  have   inserted  these   words,  necessary  to  supply,  the. 
sense;   the  Manuscript  being  torn  in  this  place. — Ed. 
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while  of  her  own.  They  bear  all  the  marks  of  a  noble  spirit^ 
(in  her  adversity  particularly)'  of  virtue,  and  unaffected  devotion, 
insomuch  that  I  am  almost  persuaded  she  indulged  Lewis  XIV. 
in  no  liberties,  till  he  actually  married  her,  and  this  not  out  of 
policy  and  ambition,  but  conscience :  for  she  was  what  we  should 
call  a  Bigot ;  yet  with  great  good-sense :  in  short  she  was  too 
good  for  a  court;  misfortunes  in  the  beginning  of  her  life  had 
formed  her  mind  (naturally  lively  and  impatient)  to  reflexion, 
and  a  habit  of  piety ;  she  was  always  miserable  while  she  had 
the  care  of  Mad.  de  Montespan's  children,  timid  and  very 
cautious  of  making  use  of  that  unlimited  power  she  rose  to 
afterwards,  for  fear  of  trespassing  on  the  king's  friendship  for  her; 
and  ailer  his  death,  not  at  all  afraid  of  meeting  her  own.  I 
don't  know  what  to  say  to  you  with  regard  to  Racine :  it  sounds 
to  me  as  if  any  body  should  fall  upon  Shakespear,  who  indeed 
lies  infinitely  more  open  to  criticism  of  all  kinds,  but  I  should 
not  care  to  be  the  person  that  undertook  it.  If  you  don't  like 
Athaliah,  or  Britannicus,  there  is  no  more  to  be  said.  I  have 
done. 

Ross  bears,  or  dissembles  his  disappointment  better  than  I 
expected,  of  him:  perhaps  indeed  it  may  not  turn  out  to 
his  disadvantage  at  the  end.  He  is  in  London  about  some- 
thing. Have  you  seen  Bishop  Hall's  Satyres,  called  Virgidemiae, 
republished  lately,^  they  are  full  of  spirit  and  poetry ;  as  much 
of  the  first  as  Dr.  Donne,  and  far  more  of  the  latter.  They 
were    wrote  at  this  University,    when    he   was  about  23  years 


*  This  Edition  of  Hall's  Satires  was  printed  at  Oxford  in  1753;  the  Editor 
was  Dr.  Dodd »  or  rather  the  ReT.  W.  Thompson,  of  Queen's  College,  as  Mr. 
Reeed  appears  to  hare  suggested  to  Dr.  Farmer.  See  Ritson's'  Bibl.  Poetica^ 
p.  «l3.~^rf. 
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old,  in  Queen  Elizabeth's  timef.  Adieu,  [  ]  Brown  and 
Tuthill  send  their  best  compliments,  with  mine,  to  you  and 
Mrs,  Wharton. 

I  am  ever  very  sincerely  yours, 


•  f 


T.  G. 


[December  19,  1752.] 


1 


•  • 


LETTER  XXXVl. 


M«-  GRAY  TO  M*^   WALPOLE. 

\-     ■     ■  Stoke,  Jam,  1753. 

f  « 

I  AM  at  present  at  Stoke^  to  which  place  I  came  at 
half  an .  hour's  warning  upon  the  news  I  received  of  my 
mother's  illness,  and  did  not  expect  to  have  found  her  alive; 
but  wlien  I  arrived  she  was  much  better,  and  continues  so. 
I  shall  therefore  be  very  glad  to  make  you  a  visit  at   Straw- 


t  Mr.  Mason  has  finished  this  letter  mth  the  fpUowing  Paragraph.—'^  You  do 
sot  say  whether  you  have  read  the  Crito;  I  only  recommend  the  dramatic  part 
of  the  Pb^do  to  you,  not  the  argumentatiTe.  The  subject  of  the  Erastre  is  good, 
it  treats  of  that  peculiar  character  and  turn  of  mind  which  belongs  to  a  true 
Philooopher,  but  it  is  shorter  than  one  would  wish.  The  Eutbyphro  1  would 
not  read  at  all.'* — This  paragraph  did  not  stand,  in  the  situation  in  which  he 
placed  it,  as  the  letter  concludes  exactly  as  1  bare  printed  it. — Ed. 

VOL,  II.  2    H 


b^j7y-hiU>  iKrhenever  you  give  oie  ootjice  of  a  coave^ient;  tioiet 
I  am  surprised  at  tb(^  priot^^  wbicb  far  surpasses  my  idea  of 
London  graving:  The  drawing  itself  was  so  fioi^h^  that  I 
suppose  it  did  not  require  all  the  art  I  had  imagined  to  copy 
it  tolera))!iy.  My  aunts  -  seeing  me  open  your  letter,  took  it  to 
be  a  burying-ticket,  and  asked  whether  any  body  had  left  me 
a  riAg;  and  so  they  still  conceive  it  to  be^  even  wfth  all 
their  spectacles  on.  Heaven  forbid  they  should  suspect  it  to 
belong  to  any  verses  of  mine,  they  would  bum  me  for  a  poet. 
On  my  own  part  I  am  satisfied,  if  this  design  of  yours  succeed 
so  well  as  you  intend  it;  and  yet  I  know  it  will  be  accom- 
panied with  something  not  at  all  agreeable  to  me. — ^While  I 
write  this,  I  receive  your  second  letter. — Sure,  you  are  not  out 
of  your  wits !  This  I  kpow^  if  you  mfkr  my  head  to  be  printed, 
you  will  infallibly  put  me  out  of  mine.  I  conjure  you  inmie- 
diately  to  put  a  stop  to  any  such  design.  Who  is  at  the  ex- 
pence  of  engraving  ikn  I  know  not;  but  if  it  be  Dodsley,  I 
will  make  up  the  loss  to  him.  The  thing  as  it  was,  1  know, 
will    m^ke  v^  ridiculous  enough;    but  to    appear   in    proper 

person,  at  the    head   of  my  works,  consisting  of  half  a  dozen 

•         •         •  • 

ballads    ia  thirty  pages,   would  be  worse  than    the  pillory,     I 
d»  assure  vou,  if  I   had  received  sueh  a  book,   with  such    a 


.  #  4^  )>ro^  priDt  of  ihf  Qui  d9  I^ampe,  mbich  ^r,  B^ntley  d^pigl^  for  th^ 
Elegy  ID  a  CouDtry  Church-yard,  and  which  represents  a  village-funeral;  this  oc- 

lates  entirely  to  the  projected  publication  of  Mr.  Bentley's  designs,  which  were 
printed  after  hy  Dodsley  this  same  vean  The  latter  part  of  it,,  where'  he  so 
▼ehemently  declares  against  having  nis  head  prefixt  to  that  woi^,  will  appear 
highly  ctiaracteristical  to ''  those  readers,  who  were  personally  acquainted  with  Mr. 
^ray.  The  print,  which'  was  taken  from  an  original  picture,  painted  by  Echart^ 
in  Mr.  Walpele^s  possession,  was  ttctually  more  than  half  engraved ;  but  after- 
wards on  thi^  account  suppfesse^* — Jlfason. 
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frondsfii^c^r  tHtbftut  anly  waniitig^  I  believe  it  w6uld  hate  grveh 
tM  ft  palsy  r  'Kiei^lbrfe  !  rejoice  to  hate  ftc^rtA  this  netic* 
and  rf»lr  not  be  e«f  till  J^ou  tell  me  all  thoughfa  of  it  are 
laid  aside.  I  am  extremely  in  earnest^  and  cannot  bear  even 
the  idea. 


I  liati  t  Written  to  Dodsley  if  I  had  not  received  yours,  to  tell 
him  how  little  I  liked  the  title  which  he  meant  to  prefix ;  but 
your  letter  has  put  afl  that  out  of  my  head.  If  you  think  it 
necessary  to  print  these  explanations  for  the  use  of  people  tiiat 
have  no  eyes,  I  should  be  glad  they  were  a  little  altered.  I 
am  to  my  shame  in  your  debt  for  a  long  letter,  but  I  cannot 
think  of  any  thing  else*  till  you  have  set  me  at  ease  on  this 
matterr 


i  ^  n 


^.     »    . »■    « 


LETTER  XXXVII. 


K«   GRAY   TO   M«>   WHARTON. 

•  ■  ■  • 

My  Dear  Wharton, 

I  JUfDGE  by  this  time  you  are  in  town:  the  I'eastfn 
that  I  thought  twtald  have  deprived  me  <Jf  the  pleasi/fe  of 
seeing  yda  is  now  at  an  end.  My  poor  mother,  after  a  lorig 
and  paiiiful  straggle  foi^  life,  expired  oti  ^nday  morning':  \ifcen 
I  hare  seen  her  buried,  I  shall  come  to  London ;  and  it  will 
be  a  part^kr  satisfaction  to  me  to  find  yotf  there.  ^  If*  you 
can  procure  me  a  tolerable  lodging  near  you,  be  so  gd6^  (if 
you  can  conveniently)  to  let  me  know  the  rtight  you  receive 

2  H  2 


y^ 


/ 
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this;  if  not,  I  shatl  go  to  my  old  landlofd  ia  Jermyn  Street. 
I  believe  I  shall  come  on  Tuesday,  and  stay  a  few  days^  lor 
I  must  return  hither  to  pay  my  aunt  her  arrears*  which  she 
will  demand  with  great  exactness..   Adieu,  dear  Siu 

I  am  ever  yours, 

T.  GRAY. 

To  me  at  Mrs.  Rogers's  of  Stoke,  near  Windsor,  Bucks. 
March  14,  [1753.]  Sloke, 


LETTER  XXXVIII. 


M«-   GRAY  TO  M"^   WHARTON. 

My  Dear  Doctor, 

YOU  may  well  suppose  me  no  longer  here,  as  I  have 
neglected  thus  long  to  answer  two  very  kind  letters,  and^  (which 
is  more)  to  congratulate  you  on  what  most  of  your  friends 
regard  as  a  very  hc^ppy  event;  but  to  me,  I  own,  it  has 
another  face,  as  I  have  a  much  greater  regard  for.  you  than 
for  the  young  gentleman,  whom  I  never  saw ;  and  foresee,  that 
from  this  time  you  will  never  part  with  your  bottle,  which  is 
properly  the  father  of  this  boy.  All  my  rhetorick  will  bp 
thrown  away,  the  gout  may  groan  at  you,  and  brandish  its 
crutches,  the  stone  rattle,  and  the  palsy  shake  it*s  head. unheeded. 
We   shall  be  no  match  for  claret  if  it  can   get  an  heir,   as 
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well  as  carry  an  election;  now  I  talk  of  elections,  we  have  a 
report  here  that  your  friend  Mr.  V.  (I  mean  Lord  Barnard) 
means  to  bring  in  his  son-in-law  at  Durham.  Is  this  true? 
H.  Vane  sets  out  for  the  North  on  Saturday,  so  I  suppose  the 
Bishop*s  entry  will  be  over  next  week:  and  next  Monday  fort- 
night I  hope  to  set  out  myself  with  Stonehewer,  who  is  going 
down  to  his  father's,  in  a  post-chaise.  We  shall  not  cofne  very 
fast,  as  I  propose  to  see  Burleigh,  Bevoir  Castle,  &c.  by  the 
way.  But  I  shall  write  again  before  I  come,  to  tell  you 
exactly  what  day  we  shall  be  at  York.  If  the.  time  does  not 
suit  you,  you  will  inform  me  as  soon  as  possible.  I  did  not 
run  away  from  his  Grace,  but  followed  your  advice,  had  a  very 
affectionate  squeeze  by  the  hand,  and  a  fine  compliment  in  a 
comer.  Many  people  here  have  been  curious  to  know  what  it 
was ;  but  I  have  kept  my  Own  secret,  for  indeed  I  do '  not 
know  myself;  only  I  remember  it  felt  warm,  and  sweated  a 
little.  Adieu!  You  will  not  fail  to  present  my  compliments 
to  Mrs.  Wharton.  If  she  drank  as  much  clai-et  as  you  have  done, 
we  shall  have  the  boy  stand  for  the  county,  .as  soon  as  he  can 
walk  alone.  Mr.  Brown  (I  believe)  will  be  engaged  here  with 
Plummer  greatest  part  of  the  summer;  he  and  IVithill  desire 
to  be  remembered  to  you  both.     I  anj  ever, 

Truly  yours, 


T.  GRAY. 


Catnb.  June  28<A,  1753.     I^ursday^ 
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LETTER  XXXIX< 


I   • 


U^   GRAY  TO   M^   WHARTON. 


Cambridge,    Saturday y  Juty  14,  1753. 


My  Dear  Doctor, 


THIS  is  only  to  tell  you  that  we  set  out  on  Monday 
morning,  and  shall  travd  leisurely,  not  by  the  direct  road,  for 
we  intend  to  see  several  bouses  and  places  as  we  go;  on 
Thursday  we  see  Yorkt  and  next  looming  as  early  as  we  can, 
(certainly  before  ten  o'clock)  shall  hope  to  meet  you  at  Studley. 
You  will  understand  all  this  with  Arch-Bishop  Potter's  Proviso; 
God  willing)  and  provided  nothing  binder^  for  if  we  are  over- 
turned and  tons  fracoisies,  or  if  the  mob  at  Leeds  cut  us  off  as 
friends  to  turnpikes;  or  if  the  waters  be  out,  and  drown  us; 
or  (as  Herodotus  says)  if  we  can  go  no  further  for  feathers^ ; 
in  all  these  cases,  and  many  more,  we  may  chance  to  £ail 
you*    My  respects  to  Mrs.  Wharton. 

I  am  f  ver  yours, 

T.  GRAY. 


*  This  passage  from  the  4th  Book  of  Herodotus  is  humorously  applied,  by 
S^ft,  to  the  Dumber  of  Authors  existing  in  England.  ^'  A  happiness  (he  says/ 
derived  to  ua,  with  a  great  many  others,  from  our  Scythian  ancestors,  among 
whom  the  number  of  pens  was  so  infinite,  that  the  Grecian  eloquenee  had  no 
other  way  of  expressing  it  than  by  saying — ^  That  in  the  regbns  far  to  the  North 
it  was  hardly  possible  for  a  man  to  traTel ;  the  Tery  air  was  so  replete  with 
feathers.*  **~rale  #f  m.  Tub.  Sect  tiL 
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LETTER   XL. 


M«    GRAY    TO    M»    WHARTON. 

Oct.  18,  [1763.3  Stoke. 

My  Dear  Doctor, 

YOU  will  wonder  not  to  have  heard  sooner  of  me. 
Tlie  reason  has  been  the  instability  of  my  own  situation  *  As 
soon  as  I  arrived  at  Cambridge,  I  fbmid  a  letter  informing 
me  my  aunt  Rogers  had  had  a  stroke  of  the  palsy^  so  that  I 
stayed  only  a  single  day,  and  set  out  for  this  place.  I  found 
her  recovered  surprisingly  from  the  greatest  danger,  her  speech 
only  is  not  yet  quite  restored;  but  it  is  easily  intelligible  to 
such  as  are  used  to  her.  Is  not  this  something  extraordinary 
at  seventy-seven? 

I  met  Mason  at  York,  and  passed  that  evening  with  him. 
*****  has  absolutely  no  support  at  piresent  but 
his  Fellowship ;  yet  He  looks  more  like  a  hero,  than  eter  I  knew 
him,  like  one  that  can  stare  poverty  in  the  face  without  being 
frighted ;  and  instead  of  growing  little  and  humble  before  •  her, 
has  fortified  his  spirit,  and  elevated  his  brow,  to  meet  her 
like  a  n^an.  In  short  if  he  can  hold  it,  I  shall  admire  him; 
for  I  always  maintained,  that  nobody  has  occasion  for  pride, 
but  the  poor;   and  that  every  where  else  it  is  a  sign  of  foUy. 

'  My  journey  was  not  so  bad  as  usual  in  a  stage-coach. 
There  was  a  Lady  Swinburne,  a  Ronian-Catholick,  not  young' 
that  had  been  much  abroad,  seen  a  great  deal,  knew  a  great 
many  people,  very  chatty  and  communicative,  so  that  I  passed 


my  time  very  well;  and  on  the  third  day  left  them  at  Stilton, 
and  got  to  Cambridge  that  night.  As  I  know  and  have  heard 
mighty  little  to  entertain  you  with,  I  can  only  tell  you  my 
observations  on  the  face  of  the  country,  and  the  season  in  my 
way  hither,  that  you  may  compare  them  with  what  you  see 
at  Durham.  Till  I  came  to  York,  I  thought  the  face  of  every 
thing  rather  altered  for  the  worse,  certainly  not  better  than 
that  comer* of  the  Bishoprick  about  Darlington.  At  Topcliff  I 
saw  a  large  vine  full  of  black  grapes,  that  seemed  ripe.  At 
Helperby  met  a  flock  of  geese  in  full  song :  if  their  person  had 
not  betrayed  them,  one  might  have  taken  them  for  nightingales. 
At  York  walnuts  ripe,  twenty  for  a  penny.  From  thence  es- 
pecially. South  of  Tadcaster,    I  thought  the  country  extremely 
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beautiful,  broke  into  fine  hills  covered  with  noble  woods,  (par- 
ticularly  towards  the  east)  and  every  thing  as  verdant  almost, 
as  at  midsumnier:  this  continued  to  Doncaster,  the  hazle  and 
white-thorn  were  turning  yellow  in  the  hedges,  the  sycamore, 
lime,  and  ash,  where  it  was  young  or  much  exposed,  are 
growing  rusty,  but  far  greener,  than  in  your  county  The  old 
ash,  the  oak  .and  other  timber,  shewed  no  signs  of  winter: 
some  few  of  the  lands  were  even  in  stubble,  but  for  the  most 
]>art  they  were  ploughed  up,  or  covered  with  turnips.  I  find 
Mr.  Evelyn  io  his  book  of  forest  trees,  published  in  Queen  Anne*s 
time,  takes  notice — ^  That  Shropshire,  and  several  other  counties, 
and  rarely  any  beyond  Stamford  to  Durham,  have  the  vernacular, 
(or  French  elm)  growing  for  many  miles  together.*  I  cannot 
say  I  saw  any,  but  about  Scrubey^  in  Nottinghamshire,  and 
they  were  young  ones  newly  planted,  near  a  hedge  row-  He 
also  mentions  the  elm  of  a  more  scabrous  leaf,  harsh  and  very 
large,  which  becomes  a  huge  tree ;  mentioned  in  the  Statute- 
Books  under  the  name*  of  the  Wych-  Hayle.     For  my  part,  I  could 

*  These  words  in  Italics  are  supplied ;  the  manuscript  Mng  imperfect. — Ed. 
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fifid  mcf  Mtft  )>ul  0^  kst^  at  least  pt  aily  size,  s*  gftming  in 
a  wild  waVf  till  I  came  mto  NorthampAoidBsre.  I  thooi^  the 
winter  more,  sidvane^  ior  LincolBslwre,  and  scr  on  till  i  had 
parsed  HuntingdciAji  than  it  wats  m  the  West  Riding  of  Yftfikr 
slwe.  I]^  Nortlkaniptonshirer  I  first  observed  4he  fltppeaiaticeb  effi 
a  long  drougyv  whieh  contimied  qpmite  fatther.  The  tmf  is 
ey^y  where  brown,  and  bnrat  up^  aa  in  Italy ;  a^en  the  IbW 
meadows  want  the»r  ususi  verdure.  At  Cambridge  tlfie  feiesb 
gre|)es  I  ever  saw.  them.  The  litn^trees  west  oniy  chawgifcig 
colour,  but  had  dropped  few  of  theiir  leaves;  ht  the  smdce  cS 
London  they  had  aimost  lest  thdv  oM  leaves^  but  nada  firesb 
shoots  as  green  as  in  April ;  and  here,  before  my  window,  are 
two  young  sycamores,  whjich  have  done  the  same,  but  still  re- 
tain all  their  old  leaves  too,  without  any  change  of  colour.  At 
Trompington  the  new  rye  was  green  in  the  fields,  and  three 
inches  high :  it  is  the  same  in  this  coajaty.  We  afi9  ImM.  u^n 
a  loam  with  a  bed  of  gravel  below,  and  rag-statito  bebeafch  that. 
The  hay  is  usually  all  in  by  Old  Midsummer,  this  year  it 
was  all  ctrt  by  New  Midsummer,  but  d  grestf  deal  of  it  fost 
for  want  of  rain,  which  likewise  spdilbd  the  tares  andf  peas. 
In  the  beginning  of  August  was  rain  for  near  three  weeks,  which 
saved  the  corn.  Oats  were  in  some  places  cut  before  the  wheat, 
which  was  all  got  in  by  the  20th  of  August.  Barley,  beans, 
&c.  by  the  7th  of  September.  I  came  hither  the  6th  of  October, 
and  they  had  then,  within  a  mile  of  the  Thames  (where  the 
soil  is  better  than  here)  begun  to  sow  wheat.  For  six  weeks 
before  my  arrival  it  had  been  continued  fine  weather,  and  the 
air,  till  sun-set,  was  like  July.  Never  almost  was  such  a  year 
known  for  fruit.  The  nectarines  and  best  peaches  had  been  all 
gathered  three  weeks  before.  The  grapes  were  then  perfectly 
ripe,  and  still  continue  the  best  1  ever  eat  in  England.  October 
9th,  it  began  to  rain,   and   we    have    had    showers    every   day 
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since*  with  iirisk  winds  in  the  S.  and  S.  W, ;  tchday  it  is  in 
the  North,  clear  sunshine,  but  cold,  and  a  little  wintry :  and 
so  ends  my  Geoi^ck  in  prose.  Excuse  me  if  I  had  nothing 
better  to  send  you;  it  is  partly  firom  my  own  eye-sight,  and 
partly  from  the  report  of  such  as  have  no  prejudice  in  favour 
of  their  county,  because  they  hardly  know  there  is  any  other. 
I  write  chiefly  to  draw  on  a  letter  from  you,  for  I  am  im- 
patient to  know  many  things  :  but  remember  this  election-time 
letters  are  apt  to  be  opened  at  the  offices.  Pray  make  my 
sincere  acknowledgements  to  my  kind  Hostess;  I  trust  she  was 
not  the  worse  for  her  journey.    I  hope  you  know  that 


I  am  ever  yours. 


T.  G. 


At  Mrs.  Rogers^ 8 f  of  Stoke, 
near  Windsor,  Bucks, 


* 

V.  S.  Every  thing  resounds  with  the  wood-lark  and  robin; 
and  the  voice  of  the  sparrow  is  heard  in  our  land.  Remem- 
ber me  to  all  that  remember  there  is  such  a  person. 

Adieu  f 
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LETTER  XLI^ 


M*    GRAY   TO   M*-  WHARTON- 


Sq^.29,  [1753J  St^ke. 


My  Dear  Wharton, 


I  SHALL  be  in  town  on  Monday  next, .  for  Mr.  Brown 
informed  me  you  would  arrive  there  on  the  30tb,  and  I  ordered 
my  matters  here  accordingly.  You  will  see  me  the  instant  I 
come,  having  (I  need  not  tell  you)  not  only  nothing  I  like 
better  to  do  there,  but  literally  nothing  else,  than  to  see  you. 
I  have  not  time  to  enlarge,  as  I  send  this  by  a  person  who  is 
jusi  going  from  our  house  to  Uxbridge;  though,  to  my  shame/ 
I  stand  indebted  to  you  for  a  very  kind  letter  I  received  long 
ago. ,  Adieu! 

I  am  always  very  truly  yours, 

T.  GRAY. 


LETTER   XLIL 


M«    GRAY    TO   M»-   MASON. 

Durham  f  Dec.  26,  1753. 

A  LITTLE  ivhile  before  I  received  your  melancholy 
letter,  I  had  been   informed  by  Mr.  Charles  Avison   of  one  of 
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the  sad  events  you  mention.^  I  know  what  it  is  to  lose  persons 
that  one's  eyes  and  heart  have  long  been  used  to ;  and  I  never 
desire  to  part  with  the  remerabrfmce  of  that  loss,  nor  would 
wish  you  should.  It  is  something  that  you  had  a  little  time 
to  acquaint  yourself  with  the  idea  beibre-hand;  and  that  your 
Father  suffered  but  littSe  pain,  the  only  thing  that  makes  death 
terrible.  After  I  have  said  this,  I  cannot  help  expressing  my 
surprize  at  the  disposition  he  has  made  of  his  afl&irs.  I  must 
(if  you  will  suffer  me  to  say  so)  call  iK  gl^ttt  weaJdieas;  and 
yet  perhaps  your  affliction  for  him  is  heightened  by  that  very 
weakness;  for  I  Icnow  it  is  possible  to  fee!  an  ^additional  sorrow 
lor  llie  faults  ^of  *t!hose  we  liave  loved,  eveh  Wete  that  hxAt  has 
been  gteatiy  ii^tnious  to  oursdves.-^Let  tne  desire  you  not  to 
expose  yoursdf  to  any  fmther  danger  in  the  midst  of  that  scene 
off  sickness  and  death ;  but  'iWthdraw  as  soon  as  possiMe  to  some 
{Aace  at  a  liWle  distance  m  <he  country;  for  I  do  not,  in  the 
lea^,  like  •the  situiition  you  are  in,  I  do  not  attempt  to  con- 
sole yteu  'on  the  srtuktion  your  fortune  is  left  in ;  if  it  were  far 
worse,  the  good  opinion  T  have  of  you  tells  me,  you  will  never 
the  sooner  do  any  thing  mean  pr  unworthy  of  yourself;  and 
consequently  1  cannot  pity  yoii  on  this  account,  but  I  sincerely 
do  (§u  the  new  loss  you  have  had  of  a  good  and  friendly  man, 
whose  memory  1  honour.  I  have  seen  the  scene  you  describe, 
and  know  how  dread&l  it  is ;  I  know  too  I  am  the  better  for  it. 
We  are  all  idle  and  thoughtless  things,  and  have  no  sense,  no 
use  in  the  world  any  longer  than  that  sad  impression  lasts ;  the 
deeper  it  is  engraved,  Htfce.  better.   . 


*  The  death  of  my  Pif|i|6rt  4id  of  Pr.  J|[|urin£|idfJse  Pridsot,  a  young  Physician 
of  my  own  age,  with  whom  I  was  brought  up  from  infancy,  who  died  of  the 
sam^  iafecti^iis  feffr.-^jlf^iffi. 
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LETTER  XLIII. 


M«-  6BAY  TO   M^  WHAETON. 


Steke,  Ju0.  1%  [1754.] 


My  Deak  Sir, 


HAVING  been  some  little  time  absent  from  iienoe, 
I  ncus^ed  of  your  letti»r,  or  I  had  ansmmMl  it  as  soon  as  yoii 
desire  xm. .  Th«  opportunity  of  a  good  hous^  I  hope  you 
Will  not  suffer  to  esc^ipe  you,  wb«tber  tbe  .rent  be  too  high, 
you  alone  can  properly  judge.  Theg»  ie  a  gKat  com&rt  to  be 
su^e  in  a  good  bouse.  Some  appearaiioe  of  economy,  I  should 
llank  would  give  you  credits  in  that  part  of  the  town,,  you  are 
to  Ve  wfU  with:  they  pride  themselves  in  living  cnoeh  within 
their  income ; — wpoa  the  whole  I  seem  to  have  a  partiality  for 
Mr.  Criiinpe,"but  be  sure  never  to  repent;  if  you  think  you 
diail,  by  all  means  settle  yourself  in  the  great  house.  Beside 
I  do  not  know,  but  scnne  gf^eat  old  Dootor  may  oome  and 
squ^t  himself  dowa  there  at  your  elbow  (lor  I  suppose  there 
may  be  some  eonvenienoe  in  succeeding  to  a  house  of  the 
same  profession)  and  then  you  would  be  horridly  out  of  humour, 
ija  short  yoy  see  with  your  own  eyes,  you  know  the  quarter, 
aad  must  aec^essahly  be  best  quidified  to  decide.  Dr«  FothergilUs 
iQvitation  is  very  civil.  As  to  the  depth  of  science  which  you 
seem  tx>  dread«  it  always  grows  shallower,  as  one  comes  nearer, 
thouglf  it  makes  a  great  noise  at  a  distance.  The  design  of  the 
society  a£  least  is  a  good  one ;  but  if  they  are  warm  and  pro- 
teased enemies  of  the  College,  1  sboukl  think  the  same  reason 
that  makes  Heberden  withdraw  himself,  should  prevent  your  ad- 
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mission  in  it.    It  will   be  easy  to  delay  it  however,  on  various 
pretences,  without  disobliging  any  one. 

I  am  glad  you  agree  with  me  in. admiring  Mr.  Southcote's 
Paradise,  which  whenever  you  see  it  again,  will  improve  upon 
you.  Do  you  know,  you  may  have  it,  for  £20,000,  but  I  am 
afraid  the  lands  are  not  very  improvable.  You  don't  say 
enough  of  Esher,  it  is  my  other  favourite  place.  It  was  a 
Villa  of  Cardinal  Wolsey's,  of  which  nothing  but  the  gateway 
remained.  Mr.  Kent  supplied  the  rest,  but  I  think  with  you» 
that  he  had  not  read  the  Gothic  Classics  with  taste  or  attention. 
He  introduced  a  mixed  style,  which  now  goes  by  the  name  of 
the  Battey-Langley  manner.  He  is  an  architect,  that  has  pub- 
lished a  book  of  bad  designs ; — ^if  you  have  seen  Mr.  Walpole's, 
pray  let  me  hear  your  opinion,  which  I  wiH  not  anticipate  by  saying 
any  thing  about  it.  To  be  sure  its  extreme  littleness  will  be 
the  first  thing  that  strikes  you.  By  all  means  see  Lord  Rad- 
nor's again.  He  is  a  simple  old  Phobus,  but  nothing  can  spoil 
so  glorious  a  situation,  which  surpasses  every  thing  round  it 
I  take  it  ill  you  should  say  any  thing  against  the  Mole ;  it  is 
a  reflection,  I  see,  cast  at  the  Thames.  Do  you  think  that 
rivers  which  have  lived  in  London,  and  its  neighbourhood  all 
their  days,  will  run  roaring  and  tumbling  about,  like  your  Tra- 
montane torrents  in  the  North.  No,  they  only  glide  and 
whisper.  In  your  next  expedition,  you  will  see  Claremont,  and 
Lord  Portman's,  which  joins  my  Lord  Lincoln's,  '■  and  above  all 
Mr.  Hamilton's,  at  Cobham,  in  Surrey,  which  all  the  world 
talks  of,  and  I  have  seen  seven  years  ago.  The  year  in- 
deed does  not  behave  itself  well,  but  think  what  it  must 
be  in  the  North.  I  suppose  the  roads  are  impassable  with  the 
deep  snow  still. 

I  oould  write  abundance  more,  but  am  afraid  of  losing  this 
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post.  Pray  let  me  hear  from  you,  as  soon  as  you  can,  and 
make  my  compliments  to  Mrs.  Wharton.  Mason  is  by  tbif? 
time  in  town  again.  Tuthill,  *  ♦  ♦  ♦  Brown,  I  believe,  at 
Cambridge.     Adieu! 

I  am  ever  yours, 

T.  G. 

I  am  obliged  to  you  for  sending '  the  tea,  which  is  excellent. 


LETTER   XLIV. 


W^  GRAY  TO  M*^  WHARTON. 


Stoke,  Sept.  18,  1754. 


Dear  Sir^ 


I  REJOICE  to  find  you  at  last  settled  to  your  heart's 
content,  and  delight  to  hear  you  talk  of  giving  your  liouse  some 
Gothic  ornaments  already.  If  you  project  any  thing,  I  hope  it 
will  be  entirely  within  doors,  and  don't  let  me  (when  I  come 
gaping  into  Coleman-street)  be  directed  to  the  gentleman's  at 
the  ten  Pinnacles,  or  with  the  church  porch  at  his  door.  I  am 
glad  you  enter  into  the  spirit  of  Strawberry-castle; — ^it  has  a 
purity  and  propriety  of  Gothicism  in  it,  (with  very  few  ex- 
ceptions) that  I  have  not  seen  elsewhere.  The  eating-rootn  and 
library  were  not  compleated  i^hen  I  was  there,  and  I  want  to 
know  what  efiect  they  have.  My  Lord  Radnor's  Vagaries  ([  see) 
did  not  keep  you  from  doing  justice  to  his  situation,  which  far 
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surpasses  every  thing  near  it^  aiid  I  do  not  know  %  move- ktughing 
scene,  than  tl^  ^bout  Twuikenham  aocl  Richmond.  Dr.  Akj&or 
aide  (I  peroeive)  i».po  conjuror  in  Architecture^  especially  wbei^ 
he  talks  of  the  ruins  of  Persepolis,  which  aro  no  more  Gotiuc^ 
than  they  are  Chinese.  The  Egyptian  style  (see  Dr.  Pococke, 
not  his  discourses,  but  his  prints)  was  apparently  the  mother 
of  the  Greek,  and  there  is  such  a  similitude  between  the  Egyp- 
tian and  those  Persian  ruins,  as  gave  room  to  *Diodorus  to 
affirm  that  the  c4d  buildings  of  Persia,  wcare  oertainly  performed 
by  Egyptian  Artists.  As  to  the  other  parts  of  his  opinion,  that 
the  Gothic  manner  is  the  Saracen  or  Moorish,  he  has  a  great 
authority  to  support  him,  that  of  Sir  Christopher  Wren,  and 
yet  (I  cannot  help  thinking)  is  undoubtedly  wrong.  The  Palaces 
in  Spain,  I  never  saw»  but  in  description,  which  gives  us  little 
or  no  idea  of  things ;  but  the  Doge's  palace  at  Venice  I  have 
seen  (which  is  in  the  Arabesque  manner)  and^  the  houses  of  Bar- 
bary  you  may  see  ip  Dr.  Shaw*s  book,  not  to  mention  abun- 
dance of  other  eastern  buildings  in  Turkey,  Persia,  &c.  that 
we  have  views  of,  and  they  seem  plainly  to  be  corruptions  of 
the  Greek  architecture,  broke  into  little  parts  indeed,  and  covered 
with  little  ornaments,  but  in  a  taste  very  distinguishable  from 
what  we  call  Gothic.  There  is  one  thing  that  runs  through  the 
Moorish  bifildings,  that  an  imitator  would  certainly  have  been 
first  struck  with,  and  would  have  tried  to  copy,  and  that  is  the 
Ci;i{)ola8,  which  cover  every  thing,  baths,  apartments,  and  even 
kitchens — yet  who  ever  saw  a  Gothic  cupola ;  it  is  a  thin^  plainly 
of  Greek  original.  I  do  not  see  any  thing  but  the  slender 
s|>ires,  that  serve  for  sfeeples,  which  may  perhaps  be  borro>ved 
from  the  Saracen  minm^ts  or  their  mosques. 

pwim  I  .    !■  I  I    I  I   I  I     ■■   <  ■    aw^i     1    ■  .     ■  t  ^  ■»■     ■      I     .  ■!-■■■  ■■ ■'     I         !         ■»■■■!       »     ■■  ■        I  <i  I     I     • 

*  See  Diodori  Hist.  ed.  Wesseling.  Lib.  I.  c.  46.  v.  i.  p.  M.  Diocforus-  sajBf 
lihal  th9  Royal  Palaces  in  PuraepoUay  in  Susft,  awl  tira^  ii  Heditt  were  IniHll 
by  EgjptiaB  Architects,  when  Cambyses  burnt  .the  temples'  of  Ugypt,  carnei 
their  riches  into  Asia,  and  transported  their  Artificers  there. — SdL 
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•  I  was  in  Northamptonshire  when  I  received  your  letter,  hut 
am  now  returned  hither.  I  have  been  at  Warwick,  which  is  •  a 
place  worth  seeing.  The  town  is  on  an  eminence,  surrounded 
every  way  with  a  fine  cultivated  valley,  through  which  the 
Avon  winds,  and  at  the  distance  of  five  or  six  miles,  a  circle  of 
hills  well  wooded,  and  with  various  objects  crowning  them,  that 
close  the  prospect.  Out  of  the  town  on  one  side  of  it,  rises  a 
rock  that  might  remind  one  of  your  rocks  at  Durham,  but  that 
it  is  not  so  savage  or  so  lofty,  and  that  the  river  which  washes 
its  foot,  is  perfectly  clear,  and  so  gentle  that  its  current  is 
hardly  visible.  Upon  it  stands  the  castle,  the  noble  old  resi- 
dence of  the  Beauchamps  and  Nevilles,  and  now  of  Earl.  Brooke. 
He  has  sashed  the  great  apartment  that's  to  be  sure,  (I  can't 
help  these  things)  and  being  since  told  that  square  sash  windows 
were  not  Gothic,  he  has  put  certain  whim-whams  within  side 
the  glass,  which  appearing  through,  are  to  look  like  firet-work. 
Then  he  has  scooped  out  a  little  burrough  in  the  massy  walls 
of  the  place,  for  his  little  sel^  and  his  children,  which  is 
hung  with  paper,  and  printed  linen,  and  carved  chimney- 
pieces,  in  the  exact  manner  of  Berkley-square,  or  Argyle-build* 
ings.  What  in  short  can  a  Lord  do  now  a  days,  that  is  lost 
in  a  great  old  solitary  Castle,  but  skulk  about,  and  get  into 
the  first  hole  he  finds,  as  a  rat  would  do  in  like  case.  A  pretty 
long  old  stone*bridge  leads  you  into  the  town,  with  a  mill  at 
the  end  of  it,  over  which  the  rock  rises  with  the  Castle  upon 
it,  with  all  its  battlements,  and  queer-ruined  towers,  and  on  your 
left  hand  the  Avon  strays  through  the  park,  whose  ancient 
elms  seem  to  remember  Sir  Philip  Sidney  (who  often  walked 
under  them)  and  talk  of  him  to  this  day.  The  Beauchamp 
Earls  of  Warwick,  lie  under  stately  monuments  in  the  choir  of 
the  great  church,  and  in  our  lady's  chapel  adjoining  to  it. 
There  also  lie  Ambrose  Dudley,  Earl  of  Warwick,  and  his  bro- 
ther, the  famous  Lord  Leicester,  with  Lettice,  his  Countess; 
vol-.  II.  2  k 


i 


250 

Ti&s  chapel  is  preserved  entire,  though  the  body  of  the  churcK 
was  burnt  down  sixty  years  ago,  and  rebuilt  by  Sir  C«  Wren. 
I  had  heard  often  of  Guy-Cliffy  two  miles  from  the  town^  so 
I  walked  to  see  it;  and  of  all  improvers  commend  me  to  Mr. 
Greathead,  its  present  owner.  He  shewed  it  me  himself^  and 
is  literally  a  fat  young  man,  with  a  head  and  face  much  bigger 
than  they  are  usually  worn.  It  was  naturally  a  very  agreeable 
rock,  whose  cliffs  covered  with  large  trees  hung  beetling  over 
the  Avon,  which  twists  twenty  ways  in  sight  of  it;  there  was 
the  cell  of  Guy  Earl  of  Warwick  cut  in  the  living  stone,  where 
he  died  a  hermit  (as  you  may  see  in  a  penny  history,  that 
hangs  upon  the  rails  in  MooHields);  there  were  his  fountains 
bubbling  out  of  the  cliff; — ^there  was  a  chantry  founded  to  his 
memory  in  Henry  the  Vlth's.  time,  but  behold  the  trees  are  cut 
down  to  make  room  for  flowering  shrubs,  the  rock  is  cut  up 
till  it  is  as  smooth  and  as  sleek  as  satin;  the  river  has  a 
gravel-walk  by  its  side;  the  cell  is  a  grotto  vidth  cockle-shells 
and  looking-glass;  the  fountains  have  an  iron  gate  before  them, 
and  the  chantry  is  a  bam,  or  a  little  house.  Even  the  poorest 
AAts  of  nature  that  remain,  are  daily  threatened;  for  he  says, 
(and  I  am  sure,  when  the  Greatheads  are  once  set  upon  a 
thing,  they  will  do  it)  he  is  determined  it  shall  be  all  new. 
These  were  his  words,  and  they  are  fate.  I  have  also  been  at 
Stow,  at  Woburn  (the  Duke  of  Bedford's),  and  at  Moxton  (Duke 
of  Guilford's),  but  1  defer  these  chapters  till  we  meet.  I  shall 
Qoly  tell  you  for  your  comfort,  that  the  parts  of  Northampton- 
shire where  I  have  been,  is  in  fruits,  in  flowers,  and  in  corn> 
very  near  a  fortnight  behind  this  part  of  Buckinghamshire ;  that 
they  have  no  nightingales,  and  that  the  other  birds  are  almost 
as  silent  as  at  Durham.  It  is  rich  land,  but  upon  a  clay,  and 
in  a  very  bleak,  high,  exposed  situation.  I  hope  you  have 
had  scMOoe  warm  weather,  since  you  last  ccmiplained  of  the  south.  ^ 
I  have  thought  of  seeing  you  about  Michaelmas,  though  I  shall 
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not  stay  long  in  town ;  I  should  have  been  at  Cambridge  be- 
fore now,  if  the  Duke  of  Newcastle  and  his  foundation-stone 
would  have  let  me,  but  I  want  them  to  have  done  before  I 
go.  I  am  sorry  Mr.  Brown  should  be  the  only  one  that  has 
stood  upon  punctilios  with  me,  and  would  not  write  first;  pray 
tell  him  so.  Mseon  is  (I  believe)  in  town,  or  at  Chiswick. 
No  news  of  Tuthiil.  I  wrote  a  long  letter  to  him  in  answer  to 
oae  he  wrote  me,  but  no  reply*    Adieu ! 

I  am  ever  yours* 

T.  G. 


Brown  called  here  this  morning  before  I  was  up,  and  break* 
fasted  with  me. 


y   II      ■■«  I    ■■>■■■»       ^11       I      I  .1       II     lifSS 


LETTER  XLV. 


M«-  GRAY   TO   D^   WHARTON^ 

ODE  IN  THE   GREEK  MANNER. 

*    *    *    [THE   ODE  ON  THE  PROGBESS  OF  P0E8t.\    *    *    * 


IF  this  be  as  tedious  to  you^  as  it  is  grown  to  me, 
I  shall  be  sorry  that  I  sent  it  you.  I  do  not  pretend  to 
deballate*  any  one's  pride,  I  love  my  own  too  well  to  attempt 


*  Mwmkh  aay  one's  pride. — Sd.    Mvwm. 

2  K  2 
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it.  As  to  mortifying  their  vanity,  it  is  too  e^y  and  too  mean 
a  task  for  me  to  delight  in.  You  are  very  good  in  shewing 
so  much  sensibility  on  my  account,  but  be  assured  my  taste 
for  praise  is  not  like  that  of  children  for  fruit ;  if  there  were 
nothing  but  medlars  and  blackberries  in  the  world,  I  could  be 
very  well  content  to  go  without  any  at  all.  I  dare  say  Mason 
(though  some  years  younger  than -I)  was  as  little  elevated  with 
the  approbation  of  Lord  D.  and  Lord  M.  as  I  am  mortified 
by  their  silence.  I  desire  you  would  by  no  means  sufier  this 
to  be  copied,  nor  even  shew  it,  unless  to  very  few,  and  espe- 
cially not  to  new  scholars,  that  can  scan  all  the  measures  in 
Pindar,  and  say  the  Scholia  by  heart.  The  oftener,  (and  in 
spite  of  poor  TroUope)  the  more  you  write  to  me,  the  happier 
I  shall  be.  I  envy  your  opera.  Your  politicks  I  don't  un- 
derstand, but  I  think  matters  can  never  continue  long  in  the 
situation  they  now  are.  ^Barbarossa  I  have  read,  but  I  did  not 
cry;  at  a  modern  tragedy,  it  is  sufficient  not  to  laugh.  I 
had  rather  the  King's  Arms  looked  askew  upon  me,  than  the 
Mitre;     it  is  enough  to  be  well   bred  to  both  of  them.     You 


^  Barbarossa.  This  play  was  written  by  Dr.  BrowD^  the  admirer  and  friend 
of  Warburton;  und  author  of  the  Estimate,  Essay  on  Satire,  Garrick  wrote 
the  Epilogue,  the  following  line  uf  which  gave  the  greatest  offence  to  the  Author. 

'^  Let  the  poor  devil  eat,  allow  him  that/*  &c« 

<^  A  Tery  indifferent  new  Tragedy  (sa'ys  Mr.  Walpole,  in  a  letter  to  Mr*  Bentley, 
p.  305)  now  making:  the  author  unknown,  but  (relieved  to  be  Garridk  himself. 
There  is  not  one  word  of  Barbarossa's  real  story,  but  almost  the  individual 
history  of  Merope.  Not  one  new  thought,  and  wbioh  is  tfie  next  material  want, 
but  one  line  of  perfect  nonsense. 


'^  And  rain  down  transports  in  the  shape  of  sorrow 


'>» 


To  complete  it,   the    manners  are  so  ill  observed,    that  a  Mahometan   Princess 
)  Royal  is  at  full  liberty  to  visit  her  lever  in  Newgatei'liketl^et Banker's  Daughter, 

J  in  George  Barnwell." — Ed, 
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do  not  mention  Lord  Strathmore,  so  that  I  doubt  if  you  re* 
ceived  mv  little  letter  about  him.  Mason  is  still  here:  we 
are  all  mighty  glad  he  is  in  orders,  and  no  better  than  any 
of  us.  Prav  inform  me  if  Dr.  Clarke  is  come  to  town,  and 
where  he  is  fixed,  that  I  may  write  to  him,  angry  as  he  is. 
Mj^  compliments  to  my  firiend  Mrs.  Wharton,  to  your  mother^ 
and  all  the  little  gentry.     I  am  ever,  dear  Doctor, 

Most  sincerely  yours. 

Camb.  Bee.  26,  1754. 


LETTER  XLVL 


M*^   GRAY    TO   D"-   WHARTON. 


March  9,  1755.  Cambridge. 


My  Dear  Doctor, 


ACCORDING  to  my  reckoning,  Mrs.  Wharton  should 
have  been  brought  to  bed  before  this  time;  yet  you  say  not 
a  syllable  of  it.  If  you  are  so  loth  to  publish  your  productions^ 
you  cannot  wonder  at  the  repugnance  I  feel,  to  spreading 
abroad  mine.  But  in  truth,  I  am  not  so  much  against  pub- 
lishing, as  against  publishing  this^  alone.  I  have  two  or  three 
ideas  more  in  my  head ;  what  is  to  come  of  them  ?  miist  they 
too  come  out  in  the  shape  of  little  sixpenny  flams,  dropping 
one  after  another,  till   Mr.  Dodsley  thinks  fit  to  collect  them 

*  His  Ode  on  the  Progress  of  Poetry. — MoMn. 
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with  Mr.  this's  song,  and  Mr.  Mother's  epigram,  into  a  pretty 
volume !  I  am  sure  Mason  must  be  sensible  of  this,  and  there- 
fore can  never  mean  what  he  says.  To  be  sure.  Doctor,  it 
must  be  owned,  that  phjrsick,  and  indeed  all  professions,  have 
a  bad  effect  upon  the  mind.  This  it  is  my  duty,  and  interest 
to  maintain.  But  I  shall  still  be  very  ready  to  write  a  satire 
upon  the  clergy,  and  an  epode  against  historiographers, 
whenever  you  are  hard-pressed:  and  (if  you  flatter  me)  may 
throw  in  a  few  lines  with  somewhat  handsome,  upon  Magnesia 
alba,  and  Alicant-soap.  As  to  humanity  you  know  my  aversion 
to  it,  which  is  barbarous  and  inhuman;  but  I  cannot  help  it, 
God  forgive  me.  I  am  not  quite  of  your  opinion,  with  regard 
to  Strophe  *  and  Antistrophe,  setting  aside  the  difficulties,  methinks 
it  has  little  or  no  effect  upon  the  ear,  which  scarce  perceives 
the  regular  return  of  metres,  at  so  great  a  distance  from  one 
another.  To  make  it  succeed,  I  am  persuaded  the  stanzas  must 
not  consist  of  above  nine  lines  each  at  the  most.  Pindar  has 
several  such  odes. 

liord   Strathmore  is  come,   and   makes  a  tall  genteel    figure 


*  He  ofteii  made  the  sanie  remark  to  me  in  coaversation,  ^ich  led  me  to 
form  the  last  Ode  of  Caractacus  in  shorter  stanzas :  But  we  must  not  imagine 
that  he  thought  the  regular  Pindaric  method  without  its  use;  though,  as  he 
justly  says,  when  formed  in  long  stanzas,  it  does  not  fully  succeed  in  point  of 
dkci  on  the  ear :  For  Aere  was  nothing  which  he  more  disliked  than  that 
chain  c^  irregular  staigias  which  Cowley  introduced,  and  falsely  called  Pindaric ; 
and  which  from  the  extreme  facility  of  execution,  produced  a  number  of  miserable 
imitators.  Had  the  regular  return  of  Strophe,  Antistrophe,  and  Epode  no  other 
merit  than  that  of  extreme  difficulty,  it  ought  on  this  very  account ,  to  be  valued ; 
because  we  well  know  that  **  Easy  writing  is  no  easy  reading/*  It  is  also  to 
be  remarked,  that  Mr.  Congreve,  who  (though  without  any  lyrical  powers)  first 
introduced  the  regular  Pindaric  form  into  the  English  lanji^age,  made  use  of 
the  short  stanzas  which  Mr.  Gray  here  recommends,  ■  «'  See  hb  Ode  to  the 
Queen  :    Works,  vol  IIL  p.  488,  Ed«  Birm.  Jfoson. 
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in  our  eyes.  His  tutors  and  he  appear  to  like  one  another 
mighty  well.  When  we  know  more  of  him  than  his  outside, 
you  and  the  historian  shall  hear  of  it.  I  am  going  to  ask  a 
favour  of  you,  which  I  have  no  bettw  pretence  for  doing,  than 
that  I  have  long  been  used  to  give  you  trouble.  It  is  that 
you  would  go  to  the  London  Insurance  office,  in  Birchin-lane, 
for  me,  and  pay  two  insurances ;  one  of  my  house  at  Wanstead, 
(Policy,  No.  9675.)  the  other  of  that  in  Cornhill  (No.  23470.) 
from  Lady-day  next,  to  Lady-day  1756.  The  first  is  twenty 
shillings,  the  second,  twelve  shillings;  and  be  pleased  to  enclose 
the  two  receipts  (stamped)  in  a  cover,  and  send  them  to  me. 
The  sooner  the  better,  for  I  am  always  in  a  little  appre- 
hension, during  this  season  of  conflagrations.  I  know  you  will 
excuse  me,  and  therefore  will  make  no  excuses.  I  cannot  think 
of  coming  to  town  till  some  time  in  April,  myself. 

I  know  you  have  wrote  a  very  obliging  letter  to  Tuthill, 
but  as  I  have  not  seen  it,  and  he  is  not  in  my  way  at  present, 
I  leave  him  to  answer  for  himself.  Adieu,  dear  Sir,  and 
make  my  compliments  to  your  femily. 


I  am  ever  yours. 


T.  G. 
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LETTER   XLVIL 


M*-    GRAY    TO    D*-  WHARTON- 


Aug.Qj  17.55.,  Stoke. 


Dear  Doctor, 


I  WAS  just  returned  from  my  Hampshire  *  expedition, 
and  going  to  enquire  after  your  little  family,  and  how  they  had 
got  over  the' measles,  when  I  found  a  letter  from  Stonehewer, 
in  which  he  says  nothing  on  that  head,  whence  I  conclude 
they  are  out  of  danger,  and  you  fi^e  from  anxiety  about  them. 
But  he  tells  me  you  expect  me  in  town,  for  which  I  am 
at  a  loss  to  account,  having  said  nothing  to  that  purpose, 
at  least,  I  am  sure  nothing  with  that  meaning.  I  said  I  was 
to  go  to  Twickenham,  and  am  now  expecting  a  letter  from 
Mr.  Walpole,  to  inform  me,  when  he  shall  be  there.  My 
stay  will  be  at  farthest  a  week  with  him,  and  at  my  return 
I  shall  let  you  know,  and  if  the  season  be  better  than  it  now 
is,  enquire,  if  you  continue  inclined  to  visit  Windsor  and  its 
environs.  I  wished  for  you  often  on  the  Southern  coast,  where 
I  have  been,  and  made  much  the  same  tour  that  Stonehewer 
did  before  me.  Take  notice  that  the  oaks  grow  quite  down 
to  the  beach,  and  that  the  sea  forms  a  number  of  bays  little 
and   great,  that  appear  glittering  in  the  midst  of  thick  groves 


♦  Mr.  Gray  went  on  the  15th  of  July,  to  Mr.  Chute's  at  the  Vine,  from 
thenoe  he  went  to  Portsmouth,  and  returned  to  Stoke  on  *  the  31st  of  July,  as 
appears  by  a  journal  which  he  kept — Ed, 
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of  them.  Add  to  this  the  Fleet  (for  I  was  at  Portsmouth  two  days 
before  it  sailed)  and  the  number  of  vessels  always  passing  along, 
or  sailing  up  Southampton  river,  (which  is  the  largest  of  these 
bays  I  mention)  and  enters  about  ten  miles  into  the  land,  and 
you  will  have  a  faint  idea  of  the  South.  From  Fareham  to 
Southampton,  where  you  are  upon  a  level  with  the  coast,  you 
have  a  thousand  such  peeps  and  delightful  openings;  but  would 
you  see  the  whole  at  once,  you  must  get  upon  Ports-down,  five 
miles  upon  this  side  Portsmouth.  It  is  the  top  of  a  ridge  that  forms 
a  natural  terrass  three  miles  long,  literally  not  three  times  broader 
than  Windsor-terrass,  with  a  gradual  fall  on  both  sides,  and  covered 
with  a  turf  like  Newmarket.  To  the  North,  opens  Hampshire 
and  Berkshire,  covered  with  woods,  and  interspersed  with  numerous 
gentlemen's  houses  and  villages,  to  the  South,  Portsmouth,  Gosport, 
&c.  just  at  your  foot  in  appearance,  the  Fleet,  the  sea  winding 
and  breaking  in  bays  into  the  land,  the  deep  shade  of  tall  O&ks 
in  the  enclosures,  which  become  blue,  as  they  go  off  to  distance. 
Porchester-castle,  Calshot-castle,  and  all  the  Isle  of  Wight,  in 
which  you  plainly  distinguish  the  fields,  hedge-rows,  utid  Woods, 
next  the  shore,  and  a  back  ground  of  hills  behind  thefti.  I 
have  not  seen  a  more  magnificent  or  more  varied  prospect.  I 
have  been  also  at  Tichfield,  at  Netly-abbey  (a  tnost  beautiful 
ruin  in  as  beautiful  a  situation)  at  Southampton,  at  fievis-moutit, 
at  Winchester,  &c.  My  gout  is  gone,  but  1  am  hot  absolutely 
well  yet.  I  heard  Mason  was  expected  on  Monday  last,  bat 
was  not  to  speak  of  it,  therefore  you  will  say  nothihg  till  you 
see  him.  I  do  not  understand  this ;  nor  what  he  means  by  comiiig, 
il  seems  wrong  to  me.    What  did  you  think  of  the   Morceau* 

^  A  copy  of  the  JhrH  part  of  the  Bard,  but  wbicb^  I  ajtt  sofry  %b  wy,   b  not 
ptesecttd  among  Dr.  ¥^ta&rtou'ii  MBS«— JVA 
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I  sent  yoti.    Pray  speak  your  mind.    My  best  compliments  to 
Mrs.   Wharton.    Adieu. 


I  am  ever  yours. 


T.  a 


LETTER  XLVIII. 


M»-   GRAY   TO    D«-  WHARTON. 

Stoke,  Aug.  31,  lUtS, 

r 

Dear  Doctor, 

INSTEAD  of  going  to  Twickenham  I  was  obliged  to 
send  my  excuses,  and  the  same  day  Mr*  Walpole  sent  a  mes- 
senger to  say  he  was  confined  in  town  with  a  fever,  and  a 
rash.  He  has  since  wrote  me  word,  that  he  is  well  again* 
But  for  me,  I  continue  much  as  I  wa^,  and  have  been  but 
once  out  of  the  house  to  walk,  since  I  returned  from  Hamp- 
shire. Being  much  inclined  to  bleeding  myself,  I  yet  was  fearful 
to  venture,  lest  it  should  bring  on  a  regular  fit  of  the  gout* 
so  I  sent  for  advice  at  last,  and  expected  Dr.  Hayes  should 
tell  me  presently  whether  it  were  Gout  or  Rheumatism ;  in 
his  talk,  he  treated  it  rather  as  the  former,  but  his  prescription 
appears  to  me  to  be  meant  for  the  latter.  You  will  judge,  he 
took  away  10  or  It  oz.  of  blood,  and  ordered  these  draughts 
night  and  morning.  SaL  Absinth.  Succ.  Limonfinitd  effervescaitid 
add.  Aqua.  Alexit.  Simpl.  Mmth.  Piperil^  M agues,  alb.,  TincU  G* 
Guiac  Spirituos.    The  quantities  I  can't  read ;  only  I  think  there 
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is  a  drachm  of  the  Tincture^  and  half  a  drachm  of  Magnesia  in 
each  draught.  The  blood  had  no  sign  of  Inflammation,  but  of 
a  bright  red;  the  serum  of  a  dark  yellow  with  little  trans- 
parency, not  viscid  to  the  touch.  The  draughts  (which  I  took 
over  night  only)  made  me  sweat  almost  immediately,  and  opened 
a  little  in  the  morning,  the  consequence  is,  that  I  have 
still  many  slight  complaints,  broken  and  unrefreshing  sleeps,  as 
before,  less  feverish  than  I  was  in  a  morning.  Instead  of  it 
a  sensation  of  weariness  and  soaraess  in  both  feet,  which  goes 
off  in  the  day,  a  frequent  dizziness  and  lightness  of  head,  easily 
fatigued  with  motion.  Sometimes  a  little  pain  in  my  breast,  as 
I  had  in  the  winter.  These  symptoms  are  all  too  slight  to  make 
an  illness,* but  they  do  not  mske  perfect  health,  that  is  sure. 

Though  I  allow  abundance  for  your  kindness  and  partiality 
to  me,  I  am  much  pleased  with  the  good  opinion  you  seem 
to  have  of  the  Bard.  You  may  alter  that,  ^  Robed  in  the 
sable»  &c/  almost  in  your  own  words,  thus. 

With  fiiry  pale,  and  pale  mth  woe. 
Secure  ct  Fate,  the  Poet  stood,  &e. 

Though  haggard,  which  conveys  to  you  the  idea  of  a  Witch^ 
is  indeed  only  a  metaphor  taken  firom  an  unreclaimed  Hawk, 
which  is  called  a  Iiaggard,  and  looks  wild  and  farouche^  and 
jealous  of  its  liberty.  I  have  sent  now  to  Stonehewer  a  bit  more 
of  the  Prophecy 9  and  desire,  him  to  shew,  it  you  immediately : 
it  is  very  rough  and  unpolished  at  present,     Adieu»  Dear  Sir^ 

I  am  ever  truly  ^yours, 

T.  G. 
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Ske-wolf  of  Fpftnee  wttK  unrelenting^  fcngs^ 
TksfM  te«c^8t  the  bowels  of  tkf  mang^d  mote  i 
From  ibee  be  born,  wba  o^e*  i^y  coiwtr;  bangs 
Tbe  scourge  of  Heaven^  what  terrors  round  him  wait; 
Amazement  in  his  yan,  witb  flight  combined. 
And  Sorrow*8  faded  ferm,   and  SoMtude  belnndw 


Ant.  2. 
yietof 


Might;  Conqu^ori  wgjtM^  Locd,^ 
bin 

Low  on  the  funeral  couch  be  lies ; 
No  no 

What  pitying  heart,  what  eje  aflbrd 

A  tear  tp  grace  lus  obfle<]piies. 

I8(  the  sabte  warricur  fled? 

Thy  son  is  gon^j^  be  rests  omonji;  the  dead* : 

in  thy  noontide  beam  were  born, 

— — ■»  ■         1 1  ■  I     III 

The  swarm  that  bo^er'A  in:  thy  noontide  raj^. 

zQoin. 

Gone  to  salute  the  roing  day.^ 


Epo0e  9; 
FiB  big^  the.  ttairUmg  bo.wl». 

The  rich  repast  prepare, 
Reft  of  a  crown,  he  yet  may  share  the  feast 
Ch&9'  by  the^  x>egali  cbatr. 


^m 


*  Fair  laughs  the  mom,  and  soft  the  zephyr  blows, 

While  proudly  riding  o^er  the  azure  realm. 

In  gallant  trim  the  gilded  vessel  goes, 

Youth  in  the  prow,  and  Pleasure  at  the  helm ; 

Regardless  of  the  sweeping  whirlwind^s  sway. 

That  hush'd  in  grim  n^ose^  expects  bi9  eyening  prey. 


Fell  Thirst  and  Famine  scowl 
A  $mile  of  horror  on  their  baffled  gaest* 
Heard  ye  the  din  of  battle  bntf, 
Lance  to  lance,  and  horse  to  horse  ! 
Long  years  oF  havock  urge  their  destined  course, 
And  thro*  the  kindred  squadrons  mow  their  way. 
Ye 

Grim  towers  of  Julius,  London's  lasting  shame, 
With  many  a  foul  and  midnight  mwrilier  fed, 
Revere  his  Consort's  faith,  his  Father's  fiune. 
And  spare  the  meek  Usurper's  Jbdlow'd  bead*. 
Above,  below,  the  Rose  of  snow,. 
Twined  with  her  blushing  foe  we  spread. 
The  bristled  boar,  in  infant  gore, 
Wallows  beneath  the  thorny  shade. 
No  more  our  long-lost  Arthur  we  bewail, 
AH  hail,  ye  genuine  Khigs,  Bhtttutrh's  issue,  ball  i 


Girt  with  many  a 

Youthful  Knights,  and  Barons  bold„ 
Sublime  their  starry  fronts  they  rear, 
With   dazzling  helm,  and  horrent  spear. 
And  gorgeous  Dames,  and  SlalMmen  old. 
In  bearded  miyesty  appear. 
In  the  midst  a  Form  divine. 
Her  eye  proclaims  her  of  ile  nrHon-Line ; 
Her  her     • 

A  Lyon-port,   an  awe-commanding:  face, 

Attemper'd  sweet  to  virgin -grace. 

What  strings  symplionious  tremble  in  the  airf 

What  strains  of  vocal  transport  round  hee  play ! 

Hear,  from  the  grave,  great  Taliessin,  hear. 

They  breathe  a  soul,  to  animate  thy  clay. 

Bright  Rapture  calls,  and  soaring,  as  she  sings. 

Waves  in  the  eye  of  Heaven,  her  many-coloured  wii^gs. 

Now,  Brothers,  bendmg  o'er  th'  accursed  loom, 

Stamp  we  our  vfengeance  deep,  and  ratify  Eis  doom,     " 


fet 


Stsophe  8. 

Edward,  lo !  to  suddda  fate, 

(Weave  we  the  woof,  the  thread  is  spunky 
Half  of  thy  heart  we  consecrate, 

(The  web  is  wove^  the  wori(  is  done.) 

thus 

Stay,   oh  stay,  nor  here  forlorn 
me  iinfale88*d,  nnpitied  here 

Leave  your  despairing  Caradoc  to  mojim* 

track 

In  yon  bright  clouds,  that  fires  the  western  skies^ 
melt 

They  sink,  they  vanish  from  my  eyes. 

solemn  scenes 


^•i^ik 


]6ut  ah  !  what  fceiief  of  Heaven  on  Snowdon^s  height, 

glittVing 

Descending  slow  their  golden  skirts  unroll! 
Visions  of  glory,  spare  my  aching  sight, 
Ye  unborn  ages,  crowd  not  on  my  soul^ 


EyoDi  8. 

The  verse  adorn  again. 

Fierce  War  and  foithfiil  Love, 
And  Truth  severe  by  Fairy-Fiction  drest 

In  buskinM  measures  move 
Piale  Grief,  and  pleasing  Pain, 
With  Horrour  tyrant  of  the  throbbing  breast 
A  voice,  as  of  the  Cherub*Quire, 

Gales  from  blooming  Eden  bear. 

And  distant  warblings  lessen  on  my  ear^ 
That  lost  in  long  friturity  expire. 
Fond  impious  man,  think'st  thou  yon  sanguine  cloud, 

RaisM  by  thy  breath,  has  quenched  the  orb  of  day  ? 
To-morrow  he  repairs  the  golden  flood. 

And  warms  the  nations  with  redoubled  ray.  i 


^63 


Bnoiigh  for  m«,  with  joy  I  see 
The  difierent  doom  our  fates  assign^ 
Be  thine  Despair,  and  scepter'd  Care, 
To  triumph,  and  to   die  are  mine. 
He  spoke,  and  headlong  from  the  mountain's  height 
Deep  in  the  roaring  tide  he  sunk  to  endless  night 


LETTER  XLIX. 


M^  GRAY  TO   M*-   STONEHEWfiR.* 

Auffust  21,  1755. 

I  THANK  you  for  your  intelligence  about  Hercula- 
neum,  which  was  the  ifirst  news  I  received  of  it.  I  have  since 
turned  over  Monsignor  Baiardi's  book,*!-  where  I  have  learned 
how  many  grains  of  modern  wheat  the  Roman  Congius,  in  the 
Capitol,  holds,  and  how  many  thousandth  parts  of  an  inch  the 
Greek  foot  consisted  of  more  or  less,  (for  I  forget  which)  than 
our  own.  He  proves  also  by  many  affecting  examples,  that 
an  Antiquary  may  be  mistaken:    That  for  any  thing   any  body 


*  Auditor  of  Excise.  His  friendship  with  Mr.  Gray  commenced  at  College, 
and  continued  till  the  death  of  the  latter.— Jlfafon«  Mr.  Stonehewer,  was,  while 
at  Cambridge  the  Tutor,  afterwards  the  private  Secretary,  and  intimate  friend  of 
the  late  Duke  of  Grafton. — Ed. 

t  I  believe  the  book  here  ridiculed  was  published  by  the  authority  of  the  King 
o^  Naples.  But  afterwards,  on  6nding  how  ill  qualified  the  Author  was  to 
execute  the  task,  the  business  of  describing  the  Antiquities  found  at  Herculaneum 
was  put  into  other  hands ;  who  have  certainly,  as  far  as  they  have  gone,  per« 
formed  it  much  better.— JfcMon. 
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knows,  this  place  under  ground  might  be  wme  other  place,  and 
not  Herculaneum ;  but  lieverthdess,  that  he  can  shew  for  certain 
that  it  was  this  place  and  no  other  place;  that  it  is  hard  to 
say  which  of  the  several  Hercules's  was  the  founder;  therefore 
(in  the  third  volume)  he  promises  to  give  us  the  memoirs  of 
them  all ;  and  after  that,  if  we  do  not  know  what  to  think  of 
the  matter,  he  will  tell  us.  There  is  a  great  deal  of  wit  too, 
and  satire,  and  verses,  in  the  book,  which  is  intended  chiefly  for 
the  information  of  the  French  King,  who  will  he  greatly  edified 
without  doubt. 

I  am  much  obliged  to  you  also  for  Voltaire's  performance; 
it  is  very  unequal,  as  he  is  apt  to  be  in  all  but  his  dramas, 
and  looks  like  the  work  of  a  man  that  will  admire  his  retreat 
and  his  Leman-Lake  no  longer  than  till  he  finds  an  oppor- 
tunity to  leave  it  :*  Howeverj,  though  there  be  many  parts  which 
I  do  not  like,  yet  it  is  in  several  places  excellent,  and  every 
where  above  mediocrity.  As  you  have  the  politeness  to  pre- 
tend  impatience,  and  desire  I  would  communicate,  and  all  that, 
I  annex  a  piece  of  the  Prophecy  ;-!•  which  must  be  true  at 
jiea^t^  as  it  was  wrote  so  many  hundred  years  after  the  events. 

«  I  do  not  reMUect  tim  title  of  this  Poem,  kat  it  was  «  small  one  which  H. 
de  Voltaire  wrote  when  he  first  settled  at  Feraey.  By  the  long  residence  he 
has  since  made  there,  it  appears  either  that  our  Author  was  mistaken  in  his 
coiyec^tiire,  or  that  aa  (^portumty  of  leaTiog  it  bad  oot   yet  happened. — Mamm* 

t  The  second  Antistrophe  aj|d  Epode,  with  a  few  iin^  of  the  third  Strophe  of 
his  Ode,  entitled  the  Bard,  were  here  mserted^ — Ma$on. 
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LETTER   L. 


M»    GRAY   TO    D»-   WHARTON- 


[Oct   J  8,  1765,} 


My  Dear  Doctor, 


I  OUGHT  before  now  to  have  thanked  you  for  your 
kind  offer,  which  I  mean  soon  to  accept,  for  a  reason,  which 
to  be  sure  can  be  no  reason  to  you,  or  Mrs.  Wharton,  and 
therefore  I  think  it  my  duty '  to  give  you  notice  of  it  It  is  a 
very  possible  thing  I  may  be  ill  again  in  town,  which  I  would 
not  chuse  to  be  in  a  dirty  inconvenient  lodging,  where  perhaps 
my  Nurse  might  stifle  me  with  a  pillow,  and  therefore  it  is 
no  wonder  if  I  prefer  your  house.  But  I  tell  you  of  this  in 
time,  that  if  either  of  you  are  frighted  at  the  thought  of  a  sick 
body,  you  may  make  a  handsome  excuse,  and  save  yourselves 
this  trouble.  You  are  not  to  imagme  my  illness  is  in  Esse ;  no,  it 
is  only  in  Posse^  otherwise  I  should  myself  be  scrupulous  of 
bringing  it  home  to  you.  I  shall  be  in  town  in  about  a  fort- 
night. You  will  be  sorry  (as  I  am)  at  the  destruction  of  poor 
Stonehewer*s  views  which  promised  so  ^r;  but  both  he  and  I 
have  known  it  this  long  time;  so,  I  believe,  he  was  prepared, 
and  his  old  Patron  is  no  bad  resource.  I  am  told,  it  is  the 
fashion  to  be  totally  silent  with  regard  to  the  *ministry.     Nothing 


^  This  allades  to  the  dismissal  of  I^tt,  then  paymaster  of  the  forces,  and  the 
Rig^t  Honorable  Henry  Legge,  ChanceUor  of  the  Exchequer,  on  the  question,  of 
engaging  this  nation,  in  a  continental   connexion   for    the    defence    of  Hanover. 
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IS  to  be  talked  of,  or  even  suspected,  till  the  Parliament  meets; 
in  the  mean  time  the  new  Manager  has  taken  what  appears 
to  me  a  very  odd  step.  If  you  do  not  hear  of  a  thing,  which 
is  in  its  nature  no  secret,  I  caxuoot  well  inform  you  by  the 
Post,  to  me  it  is  utterly  unaccountable. 

Pray  what  is  the  j^mqh^  I  do  not  i^d  your  name  among 
the  Censors  of  the  College  ?  did  they  not  offer  it  you,  or 
have  you  refused  it?  I  have  not  done  a  word  more  of  Bard. 
Having  been  in  a  very  listless,  unpleasant,  and  inutile  state  of  mind 
for  this  long  while ;  for  which  I  shall  beg  you  to  prescribe  me 
flOiDewbat  rtreogthening  and  agglutinant,  lost  it  turn  to  a  con- 
£ntt«d  Phthisis,  "^  Tq  sh^w  you  how  ejp^einiicdl  self-murth^r  is 
this  year,  luady  M*  Capel  (I^ord  Ess«ix's  wter)  a  young  person^ 
hm  just  out  the  vein^  of  both  arms  aci^^ss,  biit  (they  jsay)  wiU 
xiot  die  of  it>  she  wag  well,  and  in  her  ^nse$»  ithough  of !  a 
i^jsaly  tb«t  are  apt  to  ^he  otherwise.  Adif^»  ]p^^  Doctor,  I 
£^Quld  h^  gl«d  of  a  line  £romi  you,  beioDe  X  4;qpi^  Believe 
me  evefj, 

Most  sincerely  yours. 


Mlte^-— ill  >Hll«llA«».lHIIHlfc  ■!  iltJlKJ 


See  Smollett's  History  of  England,  Vol.  III.  p;  436.  '  An  interesting  account  of 
the  debate  on  this  subject,  (in  ^hieli  single-Bpeeeli  ^HaflatitMi  t^pcdie  for  the  first 
tim^),  vcmj  be  seen  i«  Walpoki^B  Letters.    VoL  V..ip..t'lL'-*jBW.; 

•  Instead  pf  publishing  this  Letter  as  it  was  originally  written ;  Mr.  Mason  has 
commenced  with  a  sentence  from  Letter  XLIX.  then -added  the  last  paragrapli 
buit  one  of  this  Leiler.  Then  taken  the  last  sentence  of  Letter  LV.  .and  eo4ed 
with  the  first  part  of  this  Letter;  to  this  aut/ien^ic  Epistle  he  has  given  the  dato 
of  14th  June,  1756.'    See  Letter  XXIII.  of  iliis  Section  1n  Ills  fiditron.— firf. 
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LETTER    LL 


M*-  GRAY   TO   D»-   WHARTON. 


Jan.  d,  Cambridge^  1756. 


Dear  Doctoh, 


I  •AM  quite  of  Mn  Alderman's  opinion;  provided  you 
have  a  very  fair  prospect  of  success  (fpr  I  do  not  love  repulses, 
though  I  believe  in  such  cases,  they  are  not  attended  with  any 
disgrace)  such  an  einplpyment  must  necessarily  give  counte; 
nance  and  name  to  one  in  your  profession,  not  to  mention  the 
use  it  must  be  of  in  refreshing,  and  keeping  alive  the  ideas  of 
practice  you  have  already  got,  ^nd  improving  them  by  new 
observation.  It  cannot  but  lead  to  other  business  too,  in  a  more 
natural  way,  than  perhaps  any  other,  for  whatever  lucky  chance 
may  have  introduced  into  the  world,  here  and  there  a  Physi- 
cian of  great  vogue,  the  same  chance  may  hardly  befal  an* 
other  in  an  age;  and  the  indirect  and  by-ways  that  doubtless 
have  succeeded  with  many,  are  rather  too  dirty  for  you  to 
tread.  As  to  the  time  it  would  take  up,  so  much  the  better. 
Whenever  it  interferes  with  more  advantageous  practice,  it  is 
in^  your  power  to  quit  it.  In  the  mean  time  it  will  prepare 
you  for  that  trouble  €md  constant  attendance,  which  much  busi* 
iiess  requires  a  much  greater  degree  of.  For  you  are  not  to 
dream  of  being  your  own  master,  till  old-age,  and  a  satiety  of 
gain  shaif  set  you  free.  I  tell  you  my  notions  of  the  matter, 
as  Lsee  it  at  a  distance,  which  you,  who  stand  nearer,  may 
rectify  at  your  pleasure. 

2  M  2 
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I  have  continued  the  Soap  every  other  day  from  the  time  I 
left  you,  except  an  interval  or  two  of  a  Mreek  or  ten  days  at  a 
time,  which  1  allow  in  order  to  satisfy  myself,  whether  the  good 
effects  of  it  were  lasting,  or  only  temporary,  I  think  I  may 
say,  it  has  absolutely  cured  that  complaint,  I  used  to  mention 
to  you;  and  (what  is  more)  the  ill-habit,  which  perhaps  was 
the  cause  of  that,  and  of  the  flying  pains  I  have  every  now 
and  then  felt  in  my  joints :  whenever  I  use  it,  it  much  increases  my 
appetite,  and  the  heart-burn  is  quite  banished,  so  I  may  venture 
to  say,  it  does  good  to  my  stomach.  When  I  shall  speak  of 
its  bad  effects,  you  are  no  longer  to  treat  me  as  a  whimsical 
body,  for  I  am  certain  now  that  it  disorders  the*  head,  and 
much  disturbs  one's  sleep.  This  I  now  avoid  by  taking  it  im- 
mediately before  dinner;  and  besides  these  things  are  trifles 
compared  with  the  good  it  has  done  me.  In  short,  I  am  so 
well,  it  would  be  folly  to  take  any  other  medicine,  therefore  I 
reserve  lime  water,  for  some  more  pressing  occasion.  I  should 
be  glad  to  know  the  particulars  of  Lord  Northumberland^  and 
the  Archbishop's  illnesses,  and  how  far  it  has  eased  them  in  the 
gout. 

I  am  glad   you  admire  ^Madhiavel,  and  are  entertained  with 


f 


«— i*— MB  I      I        I  ————»—— 1    ■      !■  . 

* 


*  1  sbouM  deem  myself  almost  deficveat  ia  the  duty  of  an  Editor,  were  I  not 
in  this  place,  to  point  out  to  the  reader,  the  just,  .and  animated  portrait  of  Ma- 
chiavel  drawn  by  Mr.  Du^ld  Stewart,  in  bis  interesting  Dissertation  prefixed  to 
the  Supplement  to  the  Encyciopssdia  Britannica,  p.  32. — *'  The  founder  of  this 
new  Seet  [the  Maobiavelian  School]  or  to  speak  more  correctly  the  iSystematixer 
^and  Apostle  of  its  doctrines,  was  born  as  early  as  1409,  that  is,  about  ten  years 
before  Luther,  And  like  that  Reformer,  acquired  by  the  commanding  superiority 
of  his  genius,  an  astonishing  ascendant  .(though  of  a  very  different  nature)  over 
the  minds  of  bis  followers.  No  writer,  certainly,  cither  in  ancient  or  in  modem 
times,  has  ever  united  in  a  more  remarkable  degree,  a  greater  variety  of  the 
most  dissimilar,   and   seemingly    the  most  discordant    gifis    and  attainments, — a 
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BufTon,  aiid  edified  with  the  divine  Ashton.  The  first  (they 
say)  was  a  good  m^n,  as  much  as  he  has  been  abused;  and 
we  will  hope  the  best  <tf  the  two  latter.  Mr.  [  ]  who  as 
[  .  ]  sent  me  word,  desired  to  be  acquainted  with  nie^  called 
here,  before  I  came  down,,  and  would  pay  a  visit  to  my 
rooms.  He  made  Dr.  Long  conduct  him  tjiither,  left  me  4 
preBent  of  a  book  (not  of  his  own  writing)  and  a  note  with  a 
very,  civil  compliment.  I  wrote  to  him  to  thank  him^  and 
have  received  an  answer^  that  fifteen  years  ago  might  have 
turned  my  head.  I  know  [  ]  will  abuse  hym  to  you,  but 
I  insist  he  is  a  slanderer,  and  shall  write  a  satire  upon  him,  if 
he  does  nbt  do  justice  to  my  new  admirer.  I  have  not  added 
a  line  more  to  old  Caradoc.  When  I  do,  you  will  be  sure  to 
see  it.  You  who  give  yourself  the  trouble  to  think  of  my  health, 
will  not  think  me  very  troublesome,  if  I  beg  you  to  bespeak 
me  a  rope-ladder  (for  my  neighbours  every  day  make  a 
great  progress  in  drunkenness,  which  gives  me  reason  to  look 
about  me)  it  must  be  full  thirty-six  feet  long,  or  a  little  more, 
but  as  light  and  manageable  as  may  be,  easy  to  unroll,  and  not 
likely  to   entangle.      I   never  saw  one,    but  I   suppose    it  must 


profound  acquaintance  \¥ith  all  those  arts  of  dissimulation  and  intrigue,  which  in 
the  petty  Cabinets  of  Italy  were  then  universally  confounded  with  political  wis- 
dons. — An  imagination  familiarized  to  the  cool  contemplation  of  whatever  is  per- 
fidious or  atrocious  in  the  history  of  conspirators  and  of  tyrants:— combined 
with  a  graphical  skill  in  holding  up  to  laughter  the  comparative  harmless  follies 
of  ordinary  life.  His  dramatic  humour  has  been  often  compared  to  that  of  Moliere;^ 
but  it  resembles  it  rather  in  comic  force^  than  a  benevolent  gaiety,  or  in  chasten^ 
morality.  Such  as  it  is,  however,  it  forms  an  extraordinary  contrast  to  that 
strength  of  intellectuul  character,  which,  in  one  page,  reminds  ns  of  ttiQ  deep 
^ense  of  Tacitus,  and  in  the  next  of  the  dark  and  infernal  policy  of  "tissaar 
Borgea.  To  all  tiiis,  must  be  superadded  a  purity  of  taste,  which  has.  enabled 
him  as  an  historian  to  rival  the  severe  simplicity  of  the  Grecian  masters;  anTa 
sagacity  in  ooMbhiiiig  historical '  fadw,  which  was  afterwards,  to  aflbvd  lights  ta 
^the  school  of  Mon€«tequ1eu."  '  Se6  also  Note  C.  p^  152.  of  the  sane  .Work.*f-JBd, 
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haV^  strong  hboks^  bt  'something  ^quiTftlent  dt  tojf^,  to  thh>w 
over  an  iititi  bar  to  bfe  flKed  withinside  of  my  window.  HoW'» 
i^er  you  will  chtise  the  propt^esk  form^  and  instruct  me  in 
the  use  of  it.  I  see  an  Ephraim  Hadd6n>  near  Hermitage-stairs. 
Wappmg,  thcrt  advertises  them^  but  perhafw  you  may  find  a 
better  artissoi  near  you.  l^is  with  a  oanifiter  of  tea,  -and 
andtbSr  of  touff^  which  I  left  at  your  house^  and  a  pound  of 
Map  from  Mr.  Field  (for  ittine  is  not  so  gdod  b«re)  wtU  fill  a 
bofc^  which  I  beg  the  fkvour  Of  yott  to  send  itie  when  ym 
can  conveniently.     My  best  c6mplimeilts  to  Mrs*  Wharton. 

I  am  ever  yours 

T.  G. 


lAAa 


LETTER  LIL 


W-  GRAY  TO  D*  WHARTON. 


PiUith.  BnUt  MtHreh  S6,  1760. 


Dear  DoctoR, 


THOUGH  I  had  no  rtdsotutbit  excuse  for  myself  be- 
fore I  received  your  last  tetter,  yet  diuce  that  time  I  have  had 
a  pretty  good  one;  having  been  taken  up  in  quarrelling 
with*   Peter-House,   and   in  removing  myseif  from  thence  to 


*  The  retson  of  Mr.  Gny's  chMigiBg  Us  CtfUege,  wfaiohis  here.  *tily  tlwMd 
at,  WM  in  few  words  this :    Two  or  three  jovmg  raliix  bt  fiMiiiM,  who  hve4  in 
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Pembroke.  This  ipay  be  looked  uppn  as  a  sort  of  sera  m  ^ 
life  so  barren  of  events  as  mioe^  yet  I  ^haU  treat  it  in  Voltajire's 
maimer,  and  only  tell  you  th^t  I  left  ipy  lodgings  because  f^e 
rooms  w^^re  noisy,  tood  the  people  of  tjie  house  dirtj^  *  :  this  is  aJJi 
I  would  chuse  to  have  said  about  it;  but  if  ypu,  in  priv^« 
should  be  curious  enough  to  enter  into  a  particular  detail  of 
fyxAp,  and  minute  circuQistanQes,  Stonehewer,  who  was  witness  to 
t^em^  will  probably  satisfy  you.  All  I  shall  say  mo^e  is^  tha^ 
I  ^m  iox  the  pres^Qt  extremeiy  w(^\\  lodged  liere;^  and  ^s  qiiuet 
as  in  Hie  Grande  Chartreuse;  an^  that  every  body,  (even  the 
Dr.  Xiongs  ajid  Dr.  Mays)  are  as  civil  '  ^s  they  could  be  to 
Mary  of  Vakosf  in  person.  VVith  regjtrd  to  ^y  advice  I  can 
give  fis  to  ihe  hospital,  I  freely  aww  it  ought  to  give  way  to 
Dr-  Heb«rdea's  counsels,  who  i$  a  much  |?je]tter  .JAidge,  a^d  (I 
shoul4  ^iqk)  dfisinterested*  I  love  refusals  no  more  than  yo^ 
do.  Bujt  as  to  your  effluvia,  I  maintain  th^t  one  i^ck  rich,  has 
mor^  oi'  pestilence  and  putrf facjtiQn  ftboul;  him,  than  a  who)^ 
ward  of  siok  pioon 

Y/ou  should  have  received  Mason  s  present:^:  ^s  last  Saturday, 
I  desire  yop  ^o  teJl  me   your  critie|tl  opinion  of  the  »ew  Ode; 


i^-^fc^— — ^i^*—  •**  m 


It    %        »■■»  «  «  *     ■ »  ■         I     «  I  I  I  ■ »  ■  ■  i.    ■  ■■  >f    I    •<    —I.       I  ii^       j»  n  1  »<  I  »i 


the  same  stair-case,  had  for  some  time  'intentionsdly  disturbed  iiim^  with  their 
riots,  ^M»d  oftrriad..Uwc  ill  behaviour  £o  far  as  ^frequently  Xq  awaken  h^m  _at  mid- 
pight.  After  havins^  borne  with  their  insults  longer  than  might  reasonably  have 
been  expected,  even  from  .  a  man  of  |e^s  warmth  of  temper,  Mr.  Gray  complained 
to  the  governing  part  of  the  Society ;  and  not  thinking  that  his  remonstrance 
was  sufficiently  attended  to,  quitted  the  College.  The  slight  manner  in  whldi 
he  mentions  ^his  affair,  when  writing  to  one  of  his  most  intimate  friends,  cer- 
tainly does  honour  to  the  placability  of  his  disposition. — Mason, 

*  Uncivil. — Mason. 

t  Foundress  of  the  College.**-^Jia«on. 

X  The  four  Odes  which  I  had  just  published  separately. — Mason* 


i 
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and  also  whether  you  have  found  out  two  lines,  which  he  has 
inserted  in  another  of  them,  that  are  superlative.*  We  do 
not  expect  that  the  world,  which  is  just  going  to  be  invaded^ 
will  bestow  much  attention  on  them ;  if  you  hear  any  .thing, 
vou  will  tell  us. 

The  similitude  between  the  Italian  Republicks  and  ancient 
Greece,  has  often  struck  me,  as  it  does  you.  I  do  not  wonder 
that  Sully's  Memoirs  have  highly  entertained  you ;  but  cannot 
agree  with  you,  in  thinking  him  or  his  master  two-  of  the 
best  men  in  the  world.  The  king  was,  indeed,  one  of  the 
best  natured  men  that  ever  lived;  but  it  was  owing  only  to 
chance  that  his  intended  marriage  with  Mad.  d'Estrees,  or  with 
;the  Marq"®-  de  Vemeuil,  did  not  involve  him  and  the  kingdom  in 
the  most  inextricable  confusion.  And  his  design  upon  the 
Princess  of  Cond6  (in  his  old  age)  was  worse  still.  As  to  the 
Minister,  his  base  application  to  Concini,  after  the  murther  of 
Henry,  has  quite  ruined  him  in  my  esteem,  and  destroyed  all 
the  merit  of  that  honest  surly  pride  f6r  which  I  honoured  him 
before.  Yet  I  own  that  as  kings  and  ministers  go,  they  were 
both  extraordinary  men.  Pray  look  at  the  end  of  Birch's  State' 
Papers  of  Sir  T.  Edmondes,  for  the  character  of  the  French 
Court,  at  that  time,  written  by  Sir  George  Carew. 


*  I  should  leave  the  Reader  to  guess  (if  he  thought  it  worth  bis  while)  what 
this  couplet  was,  which  is  here  commended  so  much  beyond  its  merit,  did  not 
the  Ode  conclude  with  a  compliment  to  Mr.  Gray,  in  which  part  he  might 
probably  look  for  it,  as  those  lines  were  written  with  the  greater  care.  To  sc- 
curet,  therefore,  my  friend  from  any  imputation  of  vanity,  whatever  becomes, 
of  myself,  I  shall  here  insert  the  passage. 

While  thro'  the  west,  where  sinks  the  crimson  Day, 

Meek  Twili^t  slowly  sails,  and  waves  her  banners  gray. — Matton. 


r    ^t  i 
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Pray  don't  stispecit  mt  of  any  such  suspicwns  aii  yt>il  vnehtion* 
I  i;roukl  feardly  believe  you  were  tired  of  me>  though  you  tx)kl  * 
me  so  yourtdf,  sensible,  as  I  am,  nevertheless,  that  you  might 
have  xMflson  enough  to  be  so.  To  t>roye  what  I  say,  I  have 
thoughts  bi  coming  to  you  for  three  days  in  April ;  therfe  is  to 
be  a  Concer^  Spirituale,  in  which  M^  Mingotti  (who  has  just  lain  ^ 
in)  and  Riccio^li  jsnll  sing  the  Stabat  Mater  of  Petgolesi.  Vou 
and  Mason. a)|d  I  are  to  be. at  it  together;  so  pray  make^no 
excuses,  nor  put-cSB^  flaving  to  you  however  the  liberty  of  s&yiiig 
Whetlier  you  have  a  bed  "to  spare,  (I  mean  fol"  me,  not  itif  hitl}) 
in  your  house.    Adieu,  dear  Sllr,  s  ^  ' 


»'. 


I  9Xxi  ever  ^yihfeUy  yours^ 


» 


T.  G. 


My  best  compliments  to  Mrs.'  Wharton.,   I  give  you  joy  of 
the  divine  Ashton;  it  is  indeed  aobnquest  you  have  made. 


.? 


LETTTER  LIII. 


M*-  GRAY   TO   M"-   MASON.  '    . 

Stoke,  Jfilfg26,  1766. 

I  FEEL  a  contrition  for  my  long  silence ;    €0^  yet 

perhaps    it   is   the   last    thing  you  trouble'  your   head    about. 

Nevertheless  I  will  be  as  sorry  as  if  you  took  it  ill.     I  am  sorry 

too  to  see  you  so  punctilious  as  to  stand  upon  answers,  and 
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nw^rio  come  near  me  till  I  have  r^ularly  left  my  name  at  your 
door,  like  a  Mercer  s  Wife,  that  imitates  people  who  go  Ja  Visiting.  | 

I  would  forgive  you  this,  if  you  could  possibly  suspect  I  were 
doing  any  thing  that  I  liked  better;  for  then  yOur  forpmlity 
might  look  like  being  piqued  at  my  negligence,  which  has  some- 
what in  it  like  kindness  :  But  you  know  I  am  at  Stoke,  hearing,, 
seeing,  doing* absolutely  nothing.  Not  such  a  nothing  as  you 
do  *at  Tunbridge,*  chequered  and  diversified  wit^  a  succession  of 
ideeting  colours;  but  heavy,  lifeless,  withoyt ' form  and  void; 
sometimes  almost  as  black  as  the  moral  of  Vqltsare's  Lisbon^, 
which  angers  you  so.  I  have. had  no  more  muscular  inflations,, 
and  am  only-  troubled  with  this ,  depression  of  mind.  You  will 
not  expect  therefore  I  should  give  yo^  any  account  of  my  Verve^ 
which  is  at  best  (you  know)  of  so  delicate  a  constitution,  and 
has  such  weak  nerves,  as  not  to  stir  out  of  its  chamber  aBdVe 
three  days  .in  a  year,  fiut  I  s^all  enquire  tafter  yours,  and  why 
it  is  off  again?  It  has  certainly  worse  nerves  than  mine,  if 
your  Reviewers  have  fi^ghtbd  it.  Sure  I  (not  to  mention  a  score 
of  your  other  Critics)  am  somethings  a  better  judge  than  all 
the  Man-Midwives  and  Presbyterian  Parsons  f  that  ever  were 
born.  Pray  gfve^ijie  leavje  ta  ask  you,  do  you  find  yourself 
tickled  with  the  commendations  of  such  people  ?  (for  yqu  have 
your  share  of  these  too)  I  dare  say  not;  your  vanity  has  certainly 
a  better  taste.  And  can  then  the  censure  of  such  critics  move  you  ? 
I  own  it  is  an  impertinence  in  these  gentry  to  talk  of  one  at 
all,  either  in  good  or  in  bad;  but  this  we  must  all  swallow: 
•  I  mean  not -only  we  that  write,  but  all  the  we's  that  ever  did 
any  thing  to  be  talked  of. 

,1.1      111    {  ■■'     ■■  ■'  '    "  "      ''  '* '-  1 1  ■  f  *   *       ' 

'  **  His  Poem  **  sur  la  Destruction  4e  Usbon,^*  publlsheil  about  that  time.^Jfa«o«^ 


J 
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t  The  Revieirars,  at  tbo  time,  were  supposed  to  be  of  these  profiessions.— JfaMH^ 


*■; 


«75  V   ;  . 

While  I  am  writing  I  receive  yours,  "and  rejoiigp  to  find  .that 
the  genial  influences  of  this  fine  seasop^Vhii^h  produce  nothing 
in  me,  have  hatched  high  and  unimaginable  fantasii^  in  fipU\ 
I  see,  methinks,  as  I  sit  on  Snowdon^  dome  glimpse  of  Mona 
and  her  haunted  shades,  and  hope  we  sha|l  be  very  good  neigh- 
hours.  ,  Any  Druidical  anecdotes  that  I  can  meet  ymth,  I  will 
be  sure  to  send  you  when  vl  return  to  Cambridge  ;  but  I  cannot 
pretend  to  be  learned  without  books,  or  to  know  the  Druids 
fi'om  modem  Bishops  at  this  distance.  I  can  only  tell  you  not. 
to  go  and  take  ^  Mona  for  the  Isle  ofiVIan:  it  is  Anglesey,  a 
tract  of  plain  country,  very  fertile,  but  picturesque  only  ^m 
the  view  it  has -of  Caernarvonshire,  from  which  it  is  separatedHby 
the  Mensu,  a  narrow  arm  of  die  sea.  Forgive  we  for  supposing 
in  you  such  a  want  of  audition. 


I  congratulate  you  on  our  gloriouscnccesjges  in  the  Mediterranean. 
Shall  we  go  in  time,  and  hire  a  house  together  in  Switeerland  ? 
It  is  a  fine  poetical  country  to  look  at,  and  nobody  there  will 
understand  a  tmrd  we  say  or  write. 


« « 


•«. 


*  I  had  seat  him  my  firat  idem  of  Caractocus,  drawn  out  in  a  ahort  af  gumentr- 

JiipMon. 
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^      M«-  GRAY  TO   J)*-  YfHARTOlS. 


Stoke,  Oct.  15,  1756. 


.1 


Deab  Doctor, 


>  «^ 


4 


%\ 


A  •< 


'-'         I  HAVE^not  been  dead,  but  only  gone  to  [ 

]  *  was  seized  with  a  cruel  fit  of  the  gout, 

whidi  held  him  five  weeks,  and  aft  he  had  no  other  .compai^ 

in  the  house,  it  v^as  impossible  to  leave  him  in  that  condition. 

Since  my  return  I  have^nade  a  visit  of  ibur  days  at  Twickenham. 

I  shall  probably  slay  here  till  the  middle  of  next  month,  and 

then  transplant  myadf  to  London,  if  Mrs.  Wharton  and  you  de 

ban  c(tur  have  no  objection  to  me.     If  any  tiling  has  happened, 

since  I  saw  you^  to  make^t  inconvenient^  I  insist  upon  being 

« told  so.     I  have  heard  the  story  of  the  Lyon^  and  its  consequences, 

i      tlfeugh  you  say  not  a  word  about  it.    Pray  inform  me  how  Mils 

Peggy  got  oyer  her  operation.     Leioester-house,  is   (as  I  suppose 

'  *  you  know)  settling  upon  •  its  own  terms,  j6^40,000  a  year  for  the  , 

, '  Prince;   '5000/1  for   P.  E?-;   no  removing  to  St.  James%.;    Earl 

of  Bute,  Grpofti  of  th^  Stole,    (there  is  for  you) ;  Mr.  Stone, 

r.     Controller  of  the  [  ]  (st  concession  by  way  of  thanks). 

,    Lordii  of 'the  Bedchamber  I  have  forgot.     Miss  Shepherd  s  Mr. 

^   'Ingram,   and  Mr.   Onslow,  "tHe.  Speaker's   son,   Grooms  of  the 

*♦    Bedchataib^r;  are  you  upon  the  list?  , 


-5 


«•; 


*  The  MS.  IB  imperfect  in  this  plac^. 


A    ^ 


'N 


4 
« 


Ji 


"  ■         '  *     277  " 

Shew  me  such  another  king  as  the  .K.  of  Prussia.  Eveiy 
body  used  to  call  him  coxcomb ;  and  to  be  sure  he  is  one ; 
but  a  coxcomb  (it  is  plain)  may  make  a  figure  fer  supe- 
rior to  the  ordinary  run  of  kings.  I  delight  in  his  treatment, 
of  the  K,  of  Poland.  When  he  first  informed  him  of  the  ne- 
cessity he  w^  under  to  make  use  of  Saxony  in  his  way  to 
Bohemia,  he  addjsd  that  if  his  Majesty  chose  to  retire  into  his 
Polish  dominions  he  had  ordered  relays  on  the  road,  and  that 
.  all  the  respect  in  the  world  should  be  shewn  him,  and  his  last 
memorial  to  the  Empress-Queen  ended  with  point  de  reponscjf  en 

Y  * 

Stile  iT  Oracle. 

i  reeommend  t'^vo  liitle  Frcsich.  jbooks  ta  you,,  ooe  called 
Jtfemoires  de  M.  det  la  Porte,  it  has  aH  the  air  of  simplicity 
and  truth,  and  contains  some  few  very  extraordinary  fjdicts,  rejiating 
to  Anne  of  Austria*  and  Card.  Mazarin..  The  other  is  two  small. 
vohiDMa  MeiBoiires.  de  Madame  Stael^the  facts  are  no  great 
matter,  but  the  manner  and  vivacity  of  it  make  it  interesling.. 
She  was  a  -  soft  of  confidante  to  the  late  Dutch?ss  of  Maine, 
and  impriisoned  a  lostg  tin&e  in  the  Bastile  on  her  account,  during 
the  Regency.    The  first  you  may  buy,  and  the  lattei  borrow., 

r 

I  desire  my  coi»pli»ents.  to.  Mrs.  Wharton,  and  aiQ>. 

4  

,  Ever  yoursi 

T.  G. 


% 

0 
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LETTER   LV. 


M**  GRAY   TO   D*-  WHARTON. 


Nw.  12,  1756, 


Dear  Doctok, 


I  GROW  impatient  to  be  in  town,  and  hope  for  the 
pleasure  of  seeing  you  on  Tuesday  next.  I  must  confess,  the 
present  revolution  of  afiairs,  which  are  settling  so  slowly^  is  some 
spur  to  my  curiosity,  though  my  own  interests  have  no  more 
concern  in  it  than  those  of  any  cottager  in  the  nation.  I 
flatter  myself  that  necessity  will  at  last  throw  the  management 
of  afiairs  into  more  capable,  if  not  more  honest  hands,  than 
usual.  My  Gazette  says,  that  Mr.  Pitt  will  be  Secretly  of 
State,  and  has  accepted  it  (though  ill  of  the  gout  in  the  coun* 
try) ;  that  the  D.  of  Devonshire  has  consented  (which  was  one 
of  the  conditions  of  acceptance)  to  be  at  the  head  of  the  Tvea* 
sury ;  Lord  Temple,  of  the  Admiralty ;  G.  Grenville,  Paymas** 
ter;  Mr.  Legge,  Chanc'-  of  the  Exchequer;  Sir  G.  Lee,  Sec. 
at  War;  Mr.  T.*  nothing.  How  far  all  this  is  fact,  you  know 
by  this  time.  I  do  not  forget  your  letter,  when  I  say  this^ 
and  to  whom  it    was  wrote ;   but  I  much  4pubt»  whether  you 


*  Mr.  T.  is  (I  suppose)  Mr.  C.  Townshend,  who  wished  for  the  place '  of 
Secretary  of  War  in  this  Administration ;  which  was,  howe^r,  possessed  by  Lord 
Harrington.  Mr.  TownshendT  unwillingly  accepted  the  place  of  Treasurer  to  the 
Chambers.  *^  See  Mearairs  of  a  celebrated  Literary  and  Political  Character." 
P.  74.— JS?rf. 
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would  have  received  m<H*e  benefit  from  his  good  offices^  while 
he  omtinued  io,  than  now  he  is  in  effect  out.  I  am  cc»ceraed 
too  for  another  person,  who  'surely  can  never  continue  where 
he  is,  (if  he  should,  it  is  a  wonderful  proof  of  the  force  of 
insignificancy),  and  if  he  does  not,  a  gpod  friend  .of  ours  must 
feel  it  a  little  in  a  part  very  tender  to  most  people — his  hopes; 
hut  he  very  wisely  has  been  arming  it  for  some  time,  I  believe, 
with  a  reasonable  insensibility,  and  taking,  by  way  of  precau- 
tion, a  dose  of  my  sovereign  anodyne  fastidium. 

Don't  fancy  to  yourself  that  I  have  been^  doiiig  any  thing 
here.  I  am  as  stupid  as  a  post,  and  have  not  added  a  syllable, 
but  in  plain  prose.    Am  still 

Ever  yours, 

T.  a 


LETTER   LVL 


W^  GRAY  TO  D»-  WHARTON. 

'  Dear  Doctor, 

I  CANNOT  help^  thanking  you  for  your'  kind  letter, 
though  I  have  nothing  essential  to  inform  you  of  in;^  retaiD; 
Lord  S.  and  his  brother  are  come  back,  and  in  some  measure 
rid  me  of  my  apprehensions  for  the  College.  Stonehewer  is 
gone  to  town,  but  (as  he  assures  me)  not  to  stay  above  a  week. 
You  advise  me  to  be  happy,  and  would  to  God  it  depended 
upon  your  wishes.  A  part  of  what  I  imagined  has  already 
happened  here,  though  not  in  the  way  I  expected;  in  a  way 


980 


.* 


indeed,  tiattl  coofetes  itsdf,  and  therefere  (as  I  am  told)  iottkes 
Ho  impresatoR  on  the  h«aiiei>8,  but  I  will  not  anstrefr  Ibr  the 
truth  of'  this :  at  least  sudi  «8  Me  strangers  to  me»  may  be  uh 
fluenoed  by  it  However,'  thotigh  I  know  the  quarter  whence 
it  coiB«B,  I  <:aiMiot  interjpofie  at  present,  le^  t  make  the  maitar 
weraet  judge  you  ^f  my  haqpipinesB ;  may  years  never  meet  witii  any 
do«d  or  intenruptimi.    Adttu!  I  beg  yo«  to  write  to  me. 

Feb.  17,  1767. 


LETTER 


M«->GRAY    TO   D*-   WHARTON. 

i 

w 

'  .,      <  April  17,  Sunday^  17571 

»  ■  * 

Dear  Doctor,  * 

* 

IF  I  did  not  immediately  answer  your  kind  enquiry, ,, 
you  will  attribute  it  to  tl\e  visit,  which  t  was  obligied  to  da 
the  honours  of,  for  two  or  three  days,  and  which  is  now  b)|er. 
I  find  nothing  new  to  add  to  my  uneasiness  here;  on  the 
oontrbry  it  is  considerably  abated;  bsbA  quieft^  atiAt  h^pe  is  gra- 
doaiiy  retuitaing.  I  am  extremely  ^d  to  hear  y^r  couotfy 
femleoce  promises  m  wi^l/and  has  been  so  serviceable. 4x>  Mrs* 
Wharton,  allready.   : 

You  desire  to  know  how  I  like  ngiy  ^  visit*  Lord  N.  is  a 
feasible,  well  br^d  young  raian,  a  little  too  fine  even  ibr  m^^ 
who  love  a  little  fin^ :  be  never  will  be  popular^  sQid    it    is 


\ 


mm 


L 


281 

well  if  he  be  not  very  much  hated.  His  party  were  Lord 
Villers  and  Mr.  Spencer,  but  I  did  not  see  a  great  deal  of  ttiem. 
Lord  John  has  been  with  me  all  this  morning;  the  Diike  of 
Bedford  is  now  here  to  settle  his  son  at  Trinity,  and  Mr. 
Rigby  is  come  to  assist  him  with  his  advice.  Adieu,  I  am 
interrupted,  but  will  write  again  soon.     Believe  me 

Ever  yours,      .1 

« 

T.  G. 


'  4.1 


LETTER  LVIII. 


M»-  GRAY   TO   M«-   MASON. 

Cambridge^  Mag,  1757. 

YOU  are  so  forgetful  of  me  that  I  should  not  for- 
give it,  but  that  I  suppose  Caractacus  may  be  the  better  for 
it.  Yet  I  hear  nothing  firom  him  neither,  in  spite  of  his  pro- 
niisjes :  there  is  no  faith  in ,  man,  no  not  in  a  Welchman ;  and 
yet  Mr.  Parry^  has  been  here,  and  scratched  out  such  ravish* 
ing  blind  harmony,  such  tunes  of  a  thousand  years  old,  with 
names  enough  to  choak  you,  as  have  set  all  this  learned  body 
a  dancing,  and  inspired  them  with  due  reverence  for  my  old 
Bard  his  countryman,  whenever  he  shall  appear.  .  Mr.  JParry, 
you  must  know,    has  put  my  Ode  in    motion '  again,  and  has 


*  A  capital  performer  on  the  Welch  Harp,  and  ¥rho  was  either  bom  blind, 
or  had  been  so  from  his  infancy. — Mason.  For  an  account  of  Parry,  the  son 
of  this  blind  Harper,  see  Northcote's  life  of  Sir  J.  Reynolds,  p.  03.— 17d 

VOL.   II.  2  O 
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tlCAti^t  it  at  taA  to  ncoqclusioa.     Tis  tO  him,  tbereibtt*  tJbftt 

YW  owe  the  treat  wbich  I  aend  you  ioclosed;    nacnely,    the  J 

hreasit  Aod  merry-thought,  wd  rump  top  of  the  gbick^i)  which 

I  liave  been  chewing  so  Ipng,  that  I .  wQuld  give  the  wprW  for 

Q^k-sbe^f  (ff  cow-Jt»e*l 

You  will  observe,  in  the  beginning  of  this  thing,  some  alte- 
rations of  a  few  words,  partly  for  improvement,  and  partly  to 
avoid  repetitions  of  like  words  and  rhymes;  yet  I  have  not 
got  rid  of  them  all ;  the  six  last  lines  of  the  fifth  stanza  are  new, 
tell  me  whether  they  will  do.  I  am  well  aware  of  many 
weakly  things  towards  the  conclusion,  but  I  hope  the  end  itself 
will  do ;  give  me  your  full  and  true  opinion,  and  that  not  upon 
deliberation,  but  forthwith.  Mr.  Hurd  himself  allows  that  Lyon 
port  is  not  too  bold  £or  Qi^ecQ  Elizajbieth. 

I  have  got  the  old  Scotch  Ballad  on  which  Douglas*  was 
founded;  it  is  divine,  and  as  long  as  from  hence  to  Aston. 
Have  you  never  seen  it?  Aristotle's  best  rules  are  observed  in 
it,  in  a  ipanner  that  shews  the  Author  had  never  read  Aris- 
totle. It  begips  in  th^  fifth  act  of  the  play :  you  pmy  read  it 
two  third;s  through  without  guessiug  what  it  is  about ;  and  yet 
when  you  come  to  the  end^  it  is  impossible  not  to  i^nderstand 
the  whole  story,     I  send  you  the  two  first  stanzas. 


^if^^"^^^"r^"^^^^^""^f*Tr"t^^^'^"''^'TPK^^^^T""T^^^"^^^"*"^"^*^T^"^r 


^  |ie  bt4i  a  high  oyiaio^  of  il^V>  ^^  Pi^wa  of  Ifr-  th^n^.  hk  a,  l«tler  tp 
^nptheiC  friend,  dated  August  16,  this  yenjr,  I^e  n^yfi,  ^*  I  aip  gireatly  struck  with 
'^  the  Tragedy  of  Douglas,  though  H  has  iofinite  faults:  The  author  seems  to 
^  me  to  haye  retrieved  the  true  language  of  the  stage,  which  had  been  lost  for 
^  these  hundred  years;  and  there  is  one  scene  (between  MatiMa  and  Ae  old 
^'  peasant)  so  masterly,  that  it  strikes  me  blind  to  all  the  defects  in  the  wqrl.4*^ 
The  Ballad,  which  he  here  applauds,  is  to  be  found  in  Mr,  Percy's  Reliques 
of  Antient  Pbeti^,  Vol.  lit.  p.  89,  a  work  published  after  the  dale  of  this  letter* 
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LETTER  LIX. 


M"-  GRAY   TO   M«-   WALPOLE. 

Stoke,  July  11,  1767. 

I  WILL  not  giye  you  ibe  tvduUe  cyf  selidilig  your 
for  me.  I  intend  to  be  ivMi  you  on  WedneMbrf  ill  lh« 
evenings  If  tibie  presB  sstands  still  all  thid  tiode  for  me,  tb  be 
sure  it  is  dead  in  child-bed*  I  do  not  love  notesv  thoUgh  yon 
see  I  had  resolved  to  put  two  or  three.*  'They  are  signs  of 
weakness  and  obscorit^*  If  a  thing  eemiot  be  understood  with« 
out  diem.  It  hod  better  be  not  undenrfcood  at  all.  If  ;^  will 
be  vulgar,  and  pcoOMOMe  it  Luiama^  imteftd  of  Loi^oh^  I 
ean'^t  help  it  ;{:Caradoc  I  have  piivate  reasons  a^aintb;  andl 
besides  it  \%  in  reality  CarSdoc^  and  wiD  not  stand  tn  the  vos^. 
I  n^ice  you  can  fill  all  your  vuides;  the  Maintenkm  could 
not,  and  that  was  het  great  misfortune.  Serk>udy  tiioilgb,  I 
congratulate  you  on  your  happine^,  and  se^m  to  undetstand  it^ 
The  re»^eipt  is  obviaus;  it  is  only,  H«(re  soitietkttig  to  do-;  but 
how  few  can  ^ply  it    Adieu! 

J  am  efetfotm^ 

T  GRAY. 

«*  To  the  Bkrd. 

t  Ye  ToTi«fs  dt  Jiditts,  tandtm'$  InNhg  riM^iM.^    Ba>dy  ¥.^87. 

t  Gray  tUndeB  to  the  Hoe  **  boave  jfoar  ^Mpanrioy  47aro«i»Di  la  hmuib." 
Whicb  be  afibmurds  M»tA  to,  **  Le««e  taa  waUesaed,  oa^tied  1mm  trmoam." 
—Ed. 

2o2 
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LETTER  LX. 


M«-   GRAY    TO   M»    WALPOLE. 

I  AM  so  charmed  with  the  two  specimens  of  Erse 
poetryi  that  1  cannot  help  giving  you  the  trouble  to  enquire 
a  little  iafther  about  them,  and  should  wish  to  see  a  few  line» 
of  the  ongmal,  that  I  may  form  some  slight  idea  of  the  lan- 
^agCt  the  measures,  and  the  rhythm.  . 

Is  there  any  thing  known  of  the  author  or  authors,  and  of 
what  antiquity  are  they  supposed  to  be  ?  Is  there  any  more  to 
be  had  of  equal  beauty,  or  at  all  approaching  to  it?  I  have 
been  often  told  that  the  Poem  called  Hardicanute  (which  I 
always  admired  and  still  admire)  was  the  work  of  somebody 
that  lived  a:  few  years  ago.*  This  I  do  not  at  all  believe, 
though  it  has  .  evidently  been  retouched  in  places  by  some 
modern  hand:  but  however,  I  am  authorised  by  this  report  to 
ask,  whether  the  two  Poems  in  question  are  certainly  antique 
and  genuine.  I  make  this  enquiry  in  quality  of  an  antiquary, 
and  am  not  otherwise  concerned  about  it :  for,  if  I  were  sure 


«  Concerning  this  Ballad  of  '^  Hardyknute''  see  Pinkerton's  Scottish  Ballads, 
Vol,  I.  p.  135.  Maltland's  Poems,  Vol.  I.  p.  cxxti.  and-  Percy's  Reliques  of 
Ant  Poetry,  Vol.  II.  p.  94.  The  fullest  account  of  this  Ballad  may  be  seen  in 
Scottish  Historical  and  Romantic  Ballads,  by  Mr.  Finlay,  Vol.  I.  p.  1 .  It  appears, 
that  Lady  Wardkw  was  the  Author  of  the  first  part ;  which  she  communicated 
through  her  brother  Sir  John  Bruce,  to  Lord  Binning.  The  Ballad  was  first 
pubMied  in  17M,  Lady  Wardlaw  died  about  1727.  Tlie  second  part  is  a  forgery 
by  Mr.  Pinkerton,  which  he  confessed  in  the  Maitland  P(^ms.  He  also,  it  appears, 
•considerably  corrupted  the  text  of  the  first  part— JETcI. 
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that  any  one  now  living  in  Scotland  had  written  them  to  divert 
himself^  and  laugh  at  the  credulity  of  the  world,  I  would  under- 
take a  journey  into  the  Highlands  only  for  the  pleasure  of 
seeing  him. 


=85p 


LETTER   LXI. 


GRAY  TO   M*-  WALPOLE. 

I  HAVE  been  very  ill  this  week  with  a  great  cold 
a^d  a  feverj  ajud  though  now  in  a  way  to*  be  welli  am  like 
to  be  confined  some  days  longer:  whatever  you.  will  send  me 
that  is  new,  or  old,  and  long,  will  be  received  as  a  charity. 
Rousseau's^  people  do  not  interest  me ;.  there  is  but  one  character 
and  one  style  in  them,  all,  I  do  not  know  their  feces  asunden 
I  have  no  esteem  for  their  persons  or  conduct,  am  not  touched 
with  their  passions;  and  as  to  their  story,  I.  do  not  believe  a 
word  of  it— "-not  because  it  is  improbable,,  but  because  it  is 
absurd.  If  I  had  any  little  prppensity,  it  was  tp  Julie;  but 
now  she  has  gone  and  (so  hand  over  beaa)  married  that  Mon-r 
sieur  de  Wolmar,  I  take  her.  for  a  ttraie  SuissesAe,  and  do  not 
doubt  but  she  had  taken  a.  cup  too  much  like  her  lover.  All 
this  does  not  imply  that  I  will,  not  read  it  out,  when  you 
can  spare  the  rest  of  it. 
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LETTER    LXIL 

M"    GRAY    TO   D»-   WHARTON, 

Amg^  17,  1757.  Stoke. 

Dear  Doctor, 

It  feels  to  me,  as  if  it  were  a  long  while  since  I 
heard  from  you.  Not  a  word  to  flatter  or  to  abash  the  vanity 
of  an  Author!  suffer  me  then  to  tell  you,  that  I  hear  we  are 
not  at  all  popular.  The  great  objection  is  obscurity,  no  body 
knows  what  we  would  be  at.  One  man  (a  Peer)  I  have  been 
told  o£  that  thmks  the  last  stanza  of  the  2nd  Ode  relates  to 
Charles  the  first,  and  Oliver  Cronwdl,  in  short  the  £m>m 
appear  to  be  stilt  fewer  than  even  I  expected. 

You  wi]9  imagine  aU  this  does  not  ga  very  deep;  bat  I 
have  been  almost  ever  since  I  was  here.  exeeediQglly  dispirited 
besid)e»  being  realty  iH:  in  body.  No  goutv  but  something 
feverii^  that  seems  to  come  almost  every  momiiig,  and  dispcraa 
soon  after  I  am  up.  The  Gobhams  are  here/  and  as  civil  as 
mual.  Garrick  and  his  wife  iiave  been  down  with  theni  some 
days,  and  are  soon  to  come  again.  Except  the  little  amuse*- 
raent  they  give  me,  and  two  vohimes  of  the  Encyclopcdifl^ 
now  almost  exhansted,  I  have  nothing  b«t  my  own  thoogiits 
to  feed  upo»,  and  yon^  know  they  are  of  the  gloomy  cast 
Write  to  me  then,  for  sweet  St.  Charity,  and  iiemembw,  that 
while  I  am  my  own, 

I  am  most  faithfully  yours, 

T.  G. 

My  best  services  to  Mrs.  Wharton. 


487 


LETTER   LXIIL 


M*^  GRAY   TO  M»-  HURD.* 

Stokey  August  25,  1757. 

I  DO  not  know  why  you  shonld  thank  me  for  what 
you  had  a  right  and  title  to;*)*  but  attribute  it  to  the  exce» 
of  your  politeness;  and  the  more  so,  because  almost  no  one 
else  has  made  me  the  same  compliment.  As  your  acquaintance 
in  the  University  (you  say)  do  me  the  honour  to  admire,  it 
would  be  ungenerous  in  me  not  to  give  them  notice,  that  they 
are  doing  a  very  unfashionable  thing;  for  all  People  of  Con- 
dition are  agreed  not  to  admire,  nor  even  to  understand.  One 
very  great  Man,  writing  to  an  acquaintance  of  his  and  mine, 
says  that  he  had  read  them  seven  or  eight  times;  and  that 
now,  when  he  next  sees  him,  he  shall  not  have  above  thirty 
questions  to  ask.  Another  (a  Peer)  believes  that  the  last  Stanza 
of  the  second  Ode  relates  to  King  Charles  the  First  and  Oliver 
Cromwell.  Even  my  firiends  tell  me  they  dp  not  succeed,  and 
write  me  moving  topics  of  consolation  on  that  head.  In  short, 
I  have  heard  of  no  body  but  an  Actor  and  a  Doctor  of  Divi- 
nity that  profess  their  esteem  for  them4     ^^  y^^»   ^  l^^^y  of 


fttmmmmm^mmmmmm^mtmmmtf 


*  Bishop  of  litcbfield  and  CoTentr;. 

t  A  present  of  his  two  I^ndaric  Odcs  just  then  published. 

X  This  was  written  August  25,  1757.  An  extract  from  a  letter  of  Mr.  Oray 
to  Dr.  Wharton,  dated  Oetober  7,  1757,  mentions  another  adoairer,  whom  he 
knew  how  te   Talue.    ^  Dr.  Warborlen  i»  come  tc  ti^wn,  and   1   am  told  likes 
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quality,  (a  friend  of  Mason's)  who  is  a  great  reader.  She 
knew  there  was  a  compliment  to  Dryden,  but  never  suspected 
there  was  any  thing  said  about  Shakespeare  or  Milton,  till  it 
was  explained  to  her;  and  wishes  that  there  had  been  titles 
prefixed  to   tell  what  they  were   about. 

From  this  mention  of  Mason's  name  you  may  think,  perhaps, 
we  are  great  correspondents.  No  such  thing;  I  have  not  heard 
from  him  these  two  months,  I  will  be  sure  to  scold  in  my  own 
name,  as  well  as  in  yours,  I  rejoice  to  hear  you  are  so  ripe 
for  the  press,  and  so  voluminous;  not  for  my  own  sake  only, 
whom  you  flatter  with  the  hopes  of  seeing  your  labours  both 
public  and  private,  but  for  yours  too;  for  to  be  employed  is 
to  be  happy.  This  principle  of  mine  (and  I  am  convinced  of 
it^  truth)  has,  as  usual,  no  influence  on  my  practice.  I  am 
alone,  and  ennuy6  to  the  last  degree,  yet  do  nothing.  Indeed 
1  have  one  excuse;  my  health  (which  you  have  so  kindly 
enquired  after)  is  not  extraordinary,  ever  since  I  came 
hither.  It  is  no  great  malady,  but  several  little  ones,  that 
seem  brewing  no  good  to  me.  It  will  be  a  particular 
pleasure  to  me  to  hear  whether  Content  dwells  in  Lei- 
cestershire, and  how  she  entertains  herself  there.  Only  do 
not  be  too  happy,  nor  forget  entirely  the  quiet  ugliness  of 
Cambridge. 


'^  them  extremely ;  he  says  the  world  never  passed  so  just  an  opinion  upon  any 
'*  thing  as  upon  them ;  for  that  in  other  things  they  have  affected  to  like  or 
^^  dislike :  whereas  here  they  own  they  do  not  understand^  which  he  looks  upon 
'^  to  be  very  true ;  but  yet  thinks  they  understand  them  as  well  as  Milton  or 
<'  Shakespeare,  whom  they  are  •obliged,  by  fashion,  to  admire.  Mr.  Garrick*s 
^'  complimentary  verses  to  me  you  have  seen  ;  I  am  told  they  were  printed  in 
<'  the  Chronicle  of  last  Saturday.  The  Critical  Review  is  in  raptures;  but 
'^  mistakes  the  iEolian  Lyre  for  the  Harp  of  JBolus,  and  on  this  pleasant  error 
*^  founds  both  a  compliment  and  a  criticism.  This  is  all  I  beard  that  signifies 
"  any  thing." — Mason. 
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LETTER  LXIV. 


M«-  GRAY  TO   D*^   WHARTON- 


SU^ke^    Sipt.  If  1767. 


Dbab  Doctor, 


I  AM  greatly  obliged  to  your  care  and  kindness  for 
considering  with  more  attention  than  it  deserves,  the  article  of 
my  health;  at  present  I  am  far  better,  and  take  lon^jg  walks 
agtfin,  have  better  spirits,  and  am  more  capable  of  amusement 
•^Hie  offer  you  make  me  of  your  lodgings  for  a  time  I  should 
gladly  embrace,  both  for  the  sake  of  seeing  you,  and  for  variety, 
and  because  it  will  answer  another  end,  by  iiirnishing  me  with 
a  reason  for  not  going  into  the  country  to  a  place  wke^e  I  am 
invited^  (I  think,  you  understand  me).  But  the  truth  is,  I  cannot 
afford  to  hurry  about  from  place  to  place;  so  I  shall  continue 
where  I  am,  and  trust  to  illne^Sf  or  some  other  cause  for  an 
excuse,  since  to  Oiat  place,  1  am  positive,  I  wilt  not  go.  It 
^  hurts  me  beyond  measure,  ^at  I  am  forced,  to  make  these 
excuses,  but  go  I  cannot,  and  something  must  be  i$aid.  These 
are  cruel  things! 

The  &mily  you  mentioil  near  me^  ttre  ftdl  as  civil  as  ever  ;* 
Miss  Speed  seems  to  understand;    and  to  all  such  as  do  not, 
she  says— ^Mvoyrft  crweTom — ^in  so  many  words.    And  this  is  both 
my  motto  and  comment.    I  am  afraid  you  mistake  Mr.   Roper's 
complaisance  for  a{^robati<n.     Dr;  Brown  (I  hear)  says,  they 
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are  the  *best  Odes  in  our  language.  Mr.  Garrick,  the  best  in 
our's,  or  any  other. '  I  should  not  write  this  immodest  panegy«* 
rick,  did  not  yon  guess  at  the  motive  of  their  applause.  Lord 
Lyttleton  and  Mr.  Shenstone  admire,  but  wish  they  were  a 
little  clearer.  Lord  Barrington's  exjplanation^  I  think,  I  told 
you  before,  so  will  not  repeat  it.  Mr.  Fox  thinks,  if  the  Bard 
sung  his  song  but  once  oVer,  King  Edward  could  not  possibly 
understand  him.  Indeed  I  am  of  his  opinion,  and  am  certain, 
if  he  had  sung  it  fifty  times,  it  was  impossible  the  king  should 
know  a  jot  the  more  about  Edward  the  III.,  and  Queen 
Elizabeth,  arid  Spencer,  and  Milton,  &c.  *  •  Mr.  Wood  (Mr. 
Pitt's  Wood)  is  disappointed  in  his  expectations.  .  Dr.  Akenside 
criticises  opening  a  ^source  with  a  key.  The  Critical  Review 
you  have  seen,  or  may  see.  He  is  in  raptures  (they  sjty,  \i 
is  Professor  Franklin)  but  mistakes  the  \SjoXvaxi  Jjyte,  for  the 
ffarp  of  MoluSf  and  on  this  mistake  founds  a  compliment  and 
a  criticism.    This  is,   I  thiiik,  all   I   have  heard,  that  signifies. 

The  Encyclopedia,  I  own,  may  cloy  one,  if  one  sits  dowii 
to  it.  But  you  will  own,  that  out  of  one  great  good  dinner, 
a  number  of  little  good  dinners  may  he  made,  that  would  not 
cloy  one  at  all.  There  is  a  long  article  sur  le  Beau;  that  j(br 
my  life,    I     cannot   understand.      Several    of  Ihe  'geographical 


■«P»*<M»— ^l— *■«      .-       IPII 


*  Ifron^  a  .Note  cotnaiiuiieated   to  me  by. my,  frieii4  Mi^.  Qpswell,  I  find  diet 

on  the  S9th  June,  1757,  Gray  receiTed  Forty  Guineas  for  >  bis  twp  Qdea.r^^cC* 

t  ^  Thine  too  these  golden  iey#|  immortal  boy, 

,  >      :   ,     ;*  This  ban  «tiA)cik  the  gates c  of  jofy.  /'      ' 

,      ',           }  Qt  horror  tba^,  and  ibrilUiig  fears,    .  .,   ^  ' 

(  Or  ope  the  sacred  nowrce  of  sympathetic  teajrs.'  .  ^  *  . 

Progress  of  Poetry,  III.  1.  t.  91. 


••  •»  * 


X  See  Critical  Retiew,,  Vol.  Vtl.  pi.3l.. 
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Articles  are  cai^lettfy  ^ti^  and  some  of  the  Antiquities  or  Ancienfc 
History.    .  .  -      . 

t    My  best  comptiments  to  Mrs.  Wharton;  I  hope  the  ojperation 
^ng  '  forward  on  your  children  will  succeed  to  your   wishes^ 

Adieu,  De4r  3iri  and  believe   me, 

» 

Ever  your^* 

T.  a 


♦  •/ 


,  Hiis  letter .  is  to  yourte^  onaiy;  our  best  Mason,  I  suppose  you 
know  is  in  town*  and  in  waiting.  Do  you  know  any  thing 
t>£  Stpnehewer?  pray,  desire  Mason  to  lepeat  an  Epigram  to 
y«u.  ,->    ■ 


i 


% 


ir    .1       ■■  ■    .— J,! 
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LETTER  LXV. 


\' 


M«^  GRAY  TO  M«- MASON/ 

* 

■ 

Stoke,  StpLiB,  1767. 

I  HAVE  (as  I  desired  Mr.  Stonehewer  to  teH  you^ 
Jpead  over  Caractacus  twice,  not  with  pleasure  only,  but  with 
amotion.  You  may  say  what  you  will ;  but  the  contrivance^ 
the  manners,  the  interests,  the  passions,  and  the  expression,  go 
beyond  the  dramatic  part^  of  your  Elfrida,  many  many  leagues.   I 


^m^^-*' tl  H     — — ^M^^^l 


u      ■» 


*  Jn  the  manoscript  now  before  him,  Mr.  Gray  had  only  the  first  Ode,  iflie  others 
wore  not  then  written ;  and  ^though  the  dramatie  part  was  brought  to  a  oondmont 
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even  say  (though  you  will  think  me  a  biicl  judge  of  thia)  Ui»t 
the  World  will  like  it  better.  I  am  struck  with  the  Chorum 
who  are  not  there  merely  to  sing  and  dance^  but  bear  throughout 
a  principal  part  in  the  action;  and  have  (beside  the  Costume^ 
which  is  excellent)  as  much  a  character  of  their  own,  as  any 
other  person.  I  am  charmed  with  their  priestly  pride  and  oIh 
stinacy,  when,  after  all  is  lost,  they  resolve  to  confix>nt  the  Roman 
General,  and  spit  in  his  face.  But  now  I  am  going  to  tell  you 
what  touches  me  most  from  the  beginning.  The  first  opening 
is  greatly  improved :  the  curiosity  of  Didius  is  now  a  very  natural 
reason  for  dwelling  on  each  particular  of  the  scene  before  him; 
ifor  is  the  descri^rdh  dt'  all  too  long.  I  am  glad  to  find  the 
two  youdg  men  are  Cartismandua's  sons.  T^ey  interest  me  6r 
more.  I  love  people  of  condition.  They  were  men  before  thef 
nobody  knew:  one  could  not  make  thenr  a  bow  if  one  had 
mei  them  at  a  public  place. 


I  always  admired  that  interruption  of  the  Druids  to  Evelina^ 
Peace,  virgin,  peace,  &c.  and  chiefly  the  abstract  idea  personified 
(to  use  the  words  of  a  Cntic)  at  the .  end  of  it  That  of  Ca- 
ractacus,  Wauld  save  my  Queen,  &c.  and  still  more  that,  /  know 
it,  revertnd  Fathers^  V/>  Megvn'^  high  tfiJJ^  &c.  to  Fve  done,  begin 
the   rites!   This  latter  is   exemplary  for   the  expression  (always 


Hfi^mmm^iumm 


fCt  it  iTM  aftarw«Lrds  ui  mwj  plaoen  altered.  K(e  wa9  mistak^  ivith  regard  tp 
the  opinion  the  world  would  have  ab^ut  it.  That  yrorld,  whidi  usiially  loves  to  be 
led  id  sudh  matters,  rather  than  form  an  opinion  <br  itself,  wa«  tavglit  la  dUIRrent  eeiw 
Hment  \  and  oie  of  Its  leaderg  went  sb  ht  as  to '.declarOy  th^t  h^  wmr  knew.f^ilOQfpd 
wori  faB  fo  smdi  bdow  a  Ant  fron  tfio  ^ame  faiiind<  To  ^pi^ose  Mr.  Qnf^  )U^gm0t^ 
fo  his^  I  mn«t  own^^cf  me  soim  sstbfsction  (  an4  to  enjojr  it  I  am  iviUii^  to  risk 

that  imputation  of  vanity,  which  may  probably  iall  to  my  share  for  having  published 
this  Iietter.  I  nrastadd,  however,  thatsomeof  my  ftionds  advised  k  fef  the  sdie 
of  tl^  ja^or0  0leMral  mii^wm  ^rUch^they  (hott|;bt  too  vtdoable  to  )>e  suppresyed-— 
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tbe  great  point  with  me);  I  do  not  mean  by  ^pr^dsion,  the  m^re 
choice  of  words,  but  the  whole  dress,  &8luon«  9od  airangeimm^ 
of  a  thought  H^e,  in  t>aTtioular,  it  is  the  brokenness,  tb«)r 
ungrammatical  position,  ths  total .  subveraioa  of  the  period  that 
charms  me.  All  that  u^ers  in  the  incantation  from  T>y  w» 
yeU  lehat  holiness  cm  do,  I  »m  delighted  with  in  quite  aiuX^r, 
way;  for  this  is  pure  poetry,  as  it  ought  to  be,  forming .  tJ>e 
proper  transition,  and  leading'  on  the  miiid  to  tbajt  Rtiil  purer 
poetry  that  :fcdlows  it. 

In ;  the  beginning  of  the  isiibceeding  act  I  admire  tbe  €horus> 
again*.  Is  it  not  now  the  kour^  the  fiolt/  hour,  &c*  and  their  evasion: 
of  a  lie»  Say^st  thm,  proud  Boy^  &o.  and  sle^p  with  the  umumCd 
iilver,  rwhich  is  jan  example  a£  a  dramatic .  simile^  The  sudden 
appearance  of  Caractacus,  tbe  pretended  respect  tod  admiration' 
of  Vellinufl^  and  the  probability  of;  his  story,  >the  distrust  of  the 
Drttids»  aiici  their  reasoning  with  Caractacus,  and  partioularfyv 
thatj  !7iV  meet  thou  ehuuiifst,  thou  <irt  a  King,  &c;  and  Jkfarki^mot 
Princep^  the  tmewiU  corns,  when.  Destiny,  &q.  :  are  well,  and  happily 
imagined.  A-propos,  of  tbe  lasi  striking  passage  I  have  inen^ 
tioned,  I  am  going  to  make  a  digression. 

.1  ■  .  > 

When  we  treat  a  subject,  where  the  manners  are  almost  lost 
in  antiquity^  oui^  stock  of  ideas  n^ust  needs  be  •  small }.  and  nothing 
betrays  oqr.povierty  more,  than  the  returning  to,  and  harping 
iittquently^  on,  one  image.  It  was  theirefbre  I  diougi^t  yon  should 
onut  some  lines  before,  though  good  in  themselves,  about  the 
scythed  iMr,:thsit  the  passage  now  before  us >  might  appear  with 
greater  lustre  when  k  came ;  and  in  this  I  see  ybu  have  com^ 
plied ,  with  i  me.  But  there  are  other  ideds  here  and  there  fitill# 
that  occqr  too  often,  particularly  about  the  Oaks,  some  of  which 
I  would  discard  to  make  way  for  the  rest« 
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fiut  the  subjects  I  speak  of  to  compensate  (and  more  thaii 
compensate)  that  unavoidable  poverty,  have  one  great  advantage* 
when  they  fall  into  good  hands.  They  leave  an  unbounded^ 
liberty  to  pure  imagination  and  fiction,  (our  favourite  provinces) 
where  ho  Critic  can  molest,  or  Antiquary  gainsay  us ;  and  yet> 
(to  please  me)  these  fictions  must  have  some  affinity,  some  seeming^ 
connexion,  with  that  little  we  really  know  of  the  character  and 
customs*  of  the  people.  For  .example;  I  never  heard  in  my 
days  that  Midnight  and  the  Moon  were.  Sisters;  that  they 
carried  rods  of  ebony  and  gold,  or  met  to  whisper  on  the  top 
of  a  mountain :  but  now  I  could  lay  my  life  it  is  all  trae ; 
and  do  not  doubt  it  will  be  found  so  in  some  Pantheon  of  the 
Druids,  that  is  to  be  discovered  in  the  library  at  Herculaneum. 
The  Car  of  Destiny  and  Death  is  a  very  noble  invention  of  the 
same  class,  and,  as  far  as  that  goes,  is  so  fine,  that  it  makes  me 
more  delicate,  than  perhaps  I. should  be,  about  the  close  of  it 
Andraste  sailing  an  the  wings  of  Fame,  that  snatches  the  wreaid:)s 
from  oblivion  to  hang  them  on  her  lofliest  Amaranth,  though 
a  clear  and  beautiful  piece  of  unknown  Mythology,  has  too  Greek 
an  air  to  give  me  perfect  satisfaction. 

Now  I  proceed.  The  preparation  to  the  Chorus,  though  so 
much  akin  to  that  in  the  former  act,  is  excellent.  The  re- 
piarks  of  Evelina  and  her  suspicions  of  the  Brothers,  mixed 
witih  a  secret  inclination  to  the  younger  of  them,  (though,  I 
think,  her  part  throughout  wants  retouching)  y^  please  me 
much,  and  the  contrivance  of  the  following  scene  much  more. 
Masters  of  Wisdom,  no,  &c.  I  always  admired;  as  I  do  the  rock^ 
ing  stone,  and  the  distress  of  Elidurus.  Evelina's  examination 
of  him  is  a  welUnvented  scene,  and  will  be,  with  a  little  pains» 
a  very  touching  one ;  but  the  introduction  of  Arviragus  is  su-* 
perlative.  I  am  not  sure  *  whether  those  few  lines  of  bis  short 
narrative.  My  strength  repaired,  it  boots  not,  that  I  tell,   &c,  do 
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nbt  please  me  as  much  as  any  thing  in,  th^  whole  Dratna^ 
The  sullen  bravery  of  ElidUrus,  the  menaces  of  tjie  Choru^^ 
that  Think  not  ReVgion,  &c.  the  Trumpet  of  the  Druids,  that 
ril  follow  him^  tho  in  my  chains,  &c.  Hast  thou  a  Brother,  no, 
&c.  the  placability  of  the  Chorus,  when  they  see  the  motives  of 
Elidurus's  obstinacy,  give  me  great  contentment:  so  do  the 
reflections  of  the  Druid  on  the  necessity  of  lustration,  and  the 
reasons  for  Vellinus's  easy  escape:  but  I  would  not  have  him 
seize  on  a  spear ^  nor  issue  hasty  thr9ugh  the  cavern's  mouth.  Why 
should  he  not  steal  away,  unasked  and  unmissed,  till  the  hurry 
of  passions  in  those,  that  -  should  liave.  guarded  him,  was  a 
little  abated?  But  I  chiefly  admire  the  two  speeches  of  Elidurus ; 
Ah,  Fellinus,  is  this  then,  &c.  and.  Ye  do  gaze  on  me.  Fathers,  &c, 
the  manner  in  which  the  Chorus  reply  to  him  is  very  fine ; 
but  the  image  at  the  end  wants  a  little  mending*  The  next 
scene  is  highly  naoying !  it  is  so  very  good,  that  I  must  have 
it  made  yet  better. 

Now  for  the  last  act.  I  do  not  know  what  you  would  have, 
but  to  me  the  design  and  contrivance  of  it  is  at  least  equal 
to  any  part  of  the  whole.  The  short-lived  tiHumph  of  the  Britons, 
the  address  of  Cara^^tacus,  to  the  Roman  Victims,  Evelina's  dis- 
covery  of  the  ambush,  the  mistake  of  the  Roman  fifes  for  the 
rising  sun,  the  death  of  Arviragus,  the  interview  between  Didius 
and  Caractacus,  his  mourning  over  his  dead  Son,  his  parting 
speech,  (in  which  you  have  made  all  the  use  of  Tacitus  that 
your  plan  would  iadmit)  every  thing,  in  short,  but  that  little 
dispute  between  Didius  ^d  him;  /Tis  wellj^and  therefore  to^  en-- 
crease  that  reverence,  &c.  down  to.  Give  me  a  moment  (which  must 
be  omitted,  or  put  in  the  mouth  of  the  Druids),  1  approve  in 
the  highest  degree.  If  I,  should  find  any  fault  with  the  last 
act,  it  could  only  be  with  trifles  and  little  expressions.     If  you 
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ttiibke  aby  altemtiohs,  1  fear  it  will  never  improve  it ;  I  meati  ais  to 
the  plaa.  X  send  you  back  the  two  last  sheets,  became  you  bid  me. 
I  i«serve  my  nibblings  and  minutiae  for  another  day. 


•'■'■"■■"r      ««"'■'■"  '    ■■!  II      I  I  i  'II  II  r 


LETTteR  LXVI. 


M«  GRAY  TO  D*-  \1^HART0N. 


V<itober  7,  1757. 


BlAH  Doctx>R> 


i  HEARTILY  rejoice  with  you,  that  your  little  feimily 
$ire  out  of  danger,  and  all  apprehensions  of  that  kind,  over  with 
them  for  life.  Yet;  I  have  heard>  you  were  ill  yourself,  and  kept 
« your  bed :  as  this  was  (I  imagine)  only  by  way  of  regimen,  and 
not  from  necessity,  I  hope  soon  to  be  told,  you  have  no  farther 
occasion  for  it ;  yet,  take  care  of  yourself,  for  there  is  a  bad  fever 
now,  very  ^frequent,  it  is  among  the  boys  at  Eton;  and,  (I  am  told) 
is  much  i^read  about  London  too.  My  notion  is,  that  your  violent 
quick  pulse,  and  soapy  diet,  would  not  suit  well  with  feverish 
disorders.  Though  our  party  at  Slou^^  turned  out  so  ill,  I  could 
not  help  being  sorry  that  you  were  not  with  us, 

Have  you  read  Mr.  Hurd's  (printed)  letter  to  Mason,  on  the 
Marks  of  Imitation  ?  You  do  not  tell  me  your  opinion  of  it. 
You  bid  me  send  you  criticisms  on  myself  and,  even  compliments. 
Did  I  tell  you  what  the  speaker  says  ?  the  second  Ode,  he  says. 
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is  a  good  pretty  tale,  but  nothing  to  the  Churchyard.  Mr.  Beding- 
field,  in  a  golden  shower  of  panegyric,  writes  me  word,  that  at 
York  Races,  he  overheard  three  people,  whom,  by  their  dress  and 
manner  he  takes  for  lords,  say,  that  I  was  impenetrable  and  inex* 
plicable,  and  they  wished  I  had  told  them  in  prose,  what  I  meant 
in  verse,  and  then  they  bought  me  (which  was  what  most  dis- 
pleased him)  and  put  me  in  their  pocket.  Dr.  Warburton  is  come 
to  town,  and  likes  them  extremely.  He  says,  the  world  never 
passed  so  just  an  opinion  upon  any  thing  as  upon  them ;  for,  that 
in  other  things,  they  have  affected  to  like  or  dislike,  whereas,  here, 
they  own  they  do  not  understand,  which  he  looks  upon  to ,  be  ve|y 
true:  but  yet  thinks  they  understand  them,  as  well  as  they  do 
Milton  or  Shakespeare,  whom  they  are  obliged  by  fashion  to 
admire.  Mr.  Garrick's  compliment  you  have  seen ;  I  am  told  it 
was  printed  in  the  Chronicle  of  last  Saturday.  The  Review  I 
have  read,  and  admire  it,  particularly  that  observation,  that  the 
Bard  is  taken  from  Pastor,  cum  traheret.  And  the  advice  to  be  more 
an  original,  and,  in  order  to  be  so,  thjS  way  is  (he  says),  to  cultivate 
the  native  flowers  of  the  soil,  and  not  introduce  the  exotics  of 
another  climate. 

X 

I  am  great]y  pleased  with  Mason's  Caractacus  in  its  present 
state.  The  contrivance  and  arrangement  of  events,  the  manners 
of  the  country :  the  characters  and  passions  strike  me  wonderfully. 
The. difficult  part  is  now  got  over  ;  nothing  remains,  but  to  polish 
and  retouch  a  little ;  yet,  only  the  beginning  of  the  first  chorus  is 
done  of  the  lyric  part ;  have  you  seen  it  ?    Adieu,  dear  Sir, 

And  believe  me  ever  yours, 

T.  G. 

I  shall  be  in  town  probably  sooner  than  you  come  to  stay  there. 
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LETTER  LXVIl. 


M»-  OKAY   TO   D»-  WHARTON. 

Dkak  Doctos» 

* 

I  SHOULD  be  extremely  sorry  to  think  that  you  or 
Mrs.  Wharton,  came  a  day  the  sooner  to  town  on  my  account,  this 
fine  season.  If  you  are  already  come,  I  shall  come  to  you  ;  if  not, 
you  will  let  me  know  some  day  this  week  (for  I  shall  hardly  stay 
here  much  longer),  that  I  may  write  for  a  lodging.  I  rejoice  to 
hear  you  are  all  well. 

If  there  be  really  any  enquiry  into  the  expedition  (which  I 
believe  will  scarcely  be,  unless  it  be  very  hard  pressed),  many  things 
will  appear,  as  well  with  regard  to  the  design  as  the  execution,  that 
do  not  yet  seem  to  be  generally  known.  ♦  The  design,  for  which 
the  soldiers  were  put  into  the  boats,  was  to  attack  a  fort,  called 
Fourasse^  at  the  mouth  of  the  Charante,  (for  Rochefort  itself  lies  five 
mUes  up  the  river),  it  was  necessary  they  should  be  masters  of  this 
place^  not  only  to  clear  their  way  to  the  town,  but,  to  have  some 
place  of  security  for  their  first  embarkation  of  about  f  ,200  men, 
who  must  remain  for  four  liours  exposed  to  the  enemy,  before  any  . 
reinforcement  could  join  them  (as  the  admirals  tieclared),  and  (I 
have  heiONl)  tius  design  was  laid  aside  in  great  measure,  upon  Cap- 


*  This  passage  refers  to  the  unsuccessful  result  of  the  expeditioo,  under  the 
1  (WfinMiid  of  8ir  EMimrd  Hawke,  «md  fijr  Mm  MordwBt,  BgwusL  Rodiefor^,  in  the 
month  of  September,  1757.  For  vrhich  Sir  John  Mordaunt  was  afterwards  tried  by 
a  court  martial,  and  acquitted. — Ed. 
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ttin  Hemes  saying,  it  would  be,  if  practioable  at  alU  A  ¥Qiy  bloody 
and  difficult  attempt.  li  therefore,  he  asserts,  what  you  hme  boen 
told,  it  is  very  strange.  When  I  see  you,  I  shall  tell  you  more ; 
and  even  this,  if  you  do  not  hear  it  publiely  said,  I  ^uld  wish 
you  would  not  mention. 

I  want  to  know  what  is  laid  of  our  c^qittaiR  general's  lesigmu 
iion*,  wad  the  causes  of  it,  for  this  seems  a  qiove  estinpidinwry 
thing  than  the  other,    Adiou,  dear  Sir, 

I  ain  ever  ^thiuUy  yours. 


T.  G. 


Oct,  91, 1747. 


mr 


LETTER  LXVIII. 


W-  GRAY  TO  D*-  WHARTON. 


Jhfmktr  S»  1767i 


JD^EAR  DOCTOI, 


1  HAVE  received  the  draught  you  were  so  good  to  si^od 
me,  and  tiiie  money  is  paid.  You  apprehend  too  mti^  from  my 
resolutions  about  writing.  They  are  only  made  to  be  broken,  and 
after  all,  it  will  be  just  as  the  maggot  bites.     You  have  a  very 


■■  *  ■         III  < 


.  *  I  suppose  that  this  relates  to  the  resignation  of  the  D.  of  Cnmbeiland,  after 
the  capitulation  of  Cioster-SoTen. — Ed. 

2  a  2 
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mean  opinion  of  the  epic,  if  you  tbink  it  consists  only  in  laying 
out  a  plan.  In  four  and  twenty  years,  at  a  moderate  computa-^ 
tion/I  may  have  finished  twelve  books,  and  nine  years  after  I 
hope  to  publish.  I  shall  then  be  74  years  old,  and  I  shall  ^ 
500/.  for  the  copy,  to  make  me  easy  for  the  remainder  of  my  days* 
Somebody  has  directed  a  letter  to  the  Rev.  Mr.  G.  at  Strawberry- 
Hill,  which  was  sent  me  yesterday  hither.  It  is  anonymous,  con- 
sists of  above  nine  pages,  all  about  the  Bard,  and  if  I  would  hear 
as  much  more  about  his  companion,  I  am  to  direct  to  the  Post 
House  at  Andover*.  I  do  not  know  but  I  may  have  that 
curiosity,  for  his  observations  (whoever  it  is)  are  not  nonsense.  He 
takes  the  liberty  of  a  person  unknown,  and  treats  me  with  abund- 
ance of  freedom.  I  guess  it  to  be  some  reading  clergyman.  Mr^ 
Brown  and  I  join  in  our  b^st  compliments  to  Mrs.  Wharton,  and 
I  am,  dear  Sir, 

—  Most  sincerely  yours, 

T.  G. 


*  Gray's,  then  unknown,  critic  and  correspondent,  was,  J  believe,  '  Mr.  J.  Butler, 
of  Andover.'  In  a  M.S.  letter  from  Gray  to  Dodsley  (which  Mr.  Bindley  purchased 
at  the  sale  of  Mr.  Isaac  Reed's  books) ;  after  he  has  mentioned  how  he  wishes  his 
poems  to  be  printed,  and  added  some  notes,  &c.  he  says,  *'  When  you  have  done. 
I  shall  desire  you  to  present,  in  my  name,  a  copy  to  Mr.  Walpole,  in  Arlington  Street ; 
another  to  Mr.  Daines  Barrington  (he  is  one  o^  the  Welch  judges)  in  the  Inner 
Temple.  And  a  third,  to  Mr.  J.  Butier  at  Andover.  Whether  this  latter  gentle- 
man is  living  or  not,  or  in  that  neighbourhood,  I  am  ignorant ;  but  you  will  oblige  me 
in  making  the  enquiry.  If  you  have!  no  better' means  of  knowing,  a  line  directed 
to  the  post  mistress,  at  Andover,  will  bring/you  iilfoi;mi^ticHi ;  after  this,  you  may^ 
if  you  please,  bestow  another  copy  qr  two  on  iqpie.    I  am,&c.*'— r^^^^' 
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LETTER    LXIX. 


M^  GRAY    TO   D«-   WHARTON. 

Dear  Doctor, 

you  will  wonder,  why  I  trouble  you  so  soon  with 
another  letter ;  it  is  about  the  great  box,  which  I  committed  to 
the  care  of  your  John,  which  does  not  yet  make  its  appearance  at 
Cambridge  In  it  are  all  my  shoes,  clogs.  Encyclopedia,  and  other 
rich  moveables,  and  I  begin  to  fear,  it  has  miscarried.  I  shall  be 
much  obliged  to  you,  if  you  will  let  him  make  enquiry  after  it 

What  are  we  to  beUeve  about  Silesia  *  ?  am  I  to  make  bonfires, 
or  keep  a  general  fast  ?  pray  rid  me  of  this  suspense,  for  it  is  very 
uneasy  to  jne. 

I  am  ever  yours. 


T.  G. 


Cambridge y  December  12,  175T, 


*  This  alludes  to  the  various  turns  of  fortune  in  the  contest  then  taking  place 
between  the  King  of  Prussia  and  the  Austrians.  The  latter,  It  will  be  recollected, 
took  SchweidnitZy  and  afterwards  defeated  the  Prince  of  Bevern,  at  Breslaw,  by 
which  ihey  got  possession  of  that  town.  They  were,  howeirer,  defeated  by  the  ]$• 
of  Prussia  himself,  at  Lissa;  who  then  n^took  Schw;ei4nitz  and  Breslaw,  and  thqs. 
became  master  of  Silesia. — Ed. 
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LETTER  LXX. 


M'^  GRAY   TO  M"-  MA^lf, 

Cambridge,  Dec  10,  1757. 

A  LIFE  spent  out  t)f  the  world  has  its  hours  of 
despondence^  its  inoonveniefices^  its  sufferings,  as  numerous  and 
as  real,  though  not  quite  of  the  same  sort,  as  a  life  spent  in  the 
midst  of  it.  The  power  we  have,  when  we  will  exert  it  over  our 
own  minds,  joined  to  a  little  strength  and  consolation,  nay,  a  little 
pride  we  catch  from  those  that  seem  to  love  us,  is  our  only  support 
in  either  of  these  conditions.  I  am  sensible  I  cannot  return  you 
moK  of  this  assistance  than  I  have  received  from  you ;  and  can 
only  tell  you,  that  one  who  has  &r  more  reason  than  you,  I  hope, 
ever  will  have  to  look  on  life  with  something  worse  than  indif- 
ference, is  yet  no  enemy  to  it ;  but  can  look  backward  on  many 
bitter  moments,  putly  with  satisfaction,  and  partly  with  patience ; 
and  forward  too,  on  a  scene  not  very  promising,  with  some  hope, 
and  some  expectations  of  a  better  day.  The  cause,  however, 
which  occasioned  your  reflection,  (though  I  can  judge  but  very 
imperfectly  of  it)  does  not  seem,  at  present,  to  be  weighty  enough 
to  make  you  take  any  such  resolution  as  you  meditate.  Use  it  in 
its  season,  as  a  relief  from  what  is  tiresome  to  you,  but  not  as  if  it 
was  in  ooneequeiioe  of  any  thing  you  take  ill ;  on  the  contrary,  if 
such  a  thing  had  happened  at  the  time  of  your  transmigration,  I 
would  defer  it  merely  to  avoid  that  appearance. 

As  to  myself,  I  cannot  boast,  at  present,  either  of  my  spirits, 
my  situation,  my  em^doyments,  or  fertility^    The  days  and  the 
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nights  puB,  and  I  am  ne^er  tfie  nearer  to  any  things  but  that  <mt 
to  which  we  are  all  tending ;  yet  I  love  people  that  leaTe  some 
traces  of  their  journey  behind  them,  and  have  strength  enough  to 
advise  you  to  do  so  whiie  you  can.  I  expect  to  see  Cafactacus 
comf^eted,  and  therefore  I  seiid  you  the  books  you  wanted.  I 
do  not  know  whether  they  will  furnish  you  with  any  new  matter ; 
but  they  are  wdl  enough  written,  and  easily  read.  I  told  you 
before,  that  (ifi  a  time  of  dearth)  I  would  borrow  from  the  £dda» 
without  entering  too  minutely  on  particulars :  but,  if  I  did  so^  I 
would  make  each  image  so  clear,  that  it  mi^t  be  fully  understood 
by  itself ;  for  in  this  obscure  mythology  we  must  not  hint  at  things, 
as  we  do  with  the  Greek  fables^^  that  every  body  is  supposed  to 
know  at  school.  However,  on  second  thoughts,  I  think  it  would 
be  srtiU  better  to  graft  any  wikl  picturesque  fable,  absoluteiy  of  one's 
own  invention,  on  the  Druid-stock  ;  I  mean  on  those  half  dozen  of 
old  fancies  that  are  known  to  be  a  part  of  their  system.  This  will 
give  you  more  freedom  and  latitude,  and  will  leave  no  hold  for  the 
critics  to  fasten  on. 

I  send  you  back  the  Elegy  *,  as  you  desired  me  to  do.  My 
advices  are  always  at  your  service  to  take  or  to  refuse,  therefore, 
you  should  not  call  them  severe.  You  know  I  do  not  love,  much 
less  pique  myself  on  ciiticism  ;  and  think  ev«n  a  bad  verse  as  good 
a  thing  or  better  than  the  best  observation  that  ever  was  made 
upon  it.  I  like  gveatly  tlie  spirit  and  sentiment  of  it  (much  of 
which  you  perhaps  owe  to  your  present  train  of  thinking) ;.  the 
disposition  of  the  whole  too  is  natural  and  elegiac  j  as  to  the 
expression,  I  would  venture  to  say  (did  not  you  forbid  me)  that 
it  is  sometimes  too  easy.     The  last  line  I  protest  against  (this,  you 

*  Elegy  in  the  Garden  of  a  Friend.. 
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will  say,  is  worse  than  blotting  out  rhymes) ;  the  descriptiye  part 
is  excellent. 

Pray,  when  did  I  pretend  to  finish,  or  even  insert  passages  into 
other  people's  works,  as  if  it  were  equally  easy  to  pick  holes  and 
to  mend  them  ?  All  I  can  say  is,  that  your  Elegy  must  not 
^id  with  the  worst  line  in  it*.  It  is  flat ;  it  is  prose ;  whereas 
that,  above  all,  ought  to  sparkle,  or  at  least  to  shine.  ,  If  the 
sentiment  must  stand,  twirl  it  a  little  into  an  apophthegm ;  stick  a 
flower  in  it ;  gild  it  with  a  costly  expression ;  let  it  strike  the 
fency,  the  ear,  or  the  heart,  and  I  am  satisfied. 

The  other  particular  expressions  which  I  object  to,  I  mark  on 
the  manuscript.  Now,  I  desire  you  would  neither  think  me  severe, 
nor  at  all  regard  what  I  say,  further  than  as  it  coincides  with  your 
own  judgment;  for  the  child  deserves  your  partiality;  it  is  a 
healthy  well-made  boy,  with  an  ingenuous  countenance,  and  pro- 
mises to  live  long.  I  would  only  wash  its  face,  dress  it  a  little, 
make  it  walk  upright  and  strong,  and  keep  it  from  learning  paw 
Words. 

I  hope  you  couched  my  refusal  f  to  Lord  John  Cavendish  in  as 
respectful  terms  as  possible,  and  with  all  due  acknowledgments  to 
the  Duke.  If  you  hear  who  it  is  to  be  given  to,  pray  let  me 
know ;  for  I  interest  myself  a  little  in  the  history  of  it,  and  rather 


^  An  attempt  was  accordingly  made  to  improve  it;  how  it  stood  iPi^hen  this 
criticism  upon  it  was  written,  I  cannot  now  recollect. — Mason, 

t  Of  being  Poet  Laureat  on  the  death  of  Cibber,  which  place  the  late  Duke  of 
Devonshire  (then  Lord  Chamberlain)  desired  his  brother  to  <^fer  to  Mr.  Gray ;  and  his 
Lordship  had  commissioned  me  (then  in  town)  to  write  to  him  concerning  it.-« 
Moion. 
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wkh  somebodj  may  aceept  it  tibat  wiU  retrieve  the  ci<edit  of  the 
thing,  if  it  be  petrievahlej  or  ever  had  any  creitit.  Rowe  was,  I 
t^ok,  the  last  man  oi  character  tiis^  had  it ;  Eusden  was  a  person 
of  great  liopes  in  im  youth*  though  ait  last  he  turned  out  a  drunken 
parson ;  D^den  sras  as  disgraceful  to  the  office,  £rom  his  diaracter, 
as  the  Dooresi  soribbler  could  jkiave  be^  from  his  v<erses. 
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LETTER   LXXI. 


'M"^  ,<%RAY  to  D*-  WHAEXOJSl. 

t 

« 

Dear  Doctor, 

I  FEEL  very  ungrateful  (which  is  the  most  uneasy  of 
all  feelings),  in  that  I  have  never  once  enquired  how  you  and  your 
family  enjoy  the  region  of  air  and  sunshine,  into  which  you  are 
removed,  and  with  what  contempt  ypu  look  'back  qH^  the  perpetual 
fogs  that  hang  over  Mi's.  Payne  and  Mrs.  Paterson.  Yet  you  oer- 
^tUy  luive  Aot  been  the  less  in  my  jxiind.  That  at  least  has  packed 
up  with  you,  has  helped  Mrs.  Wharton  to  arrange  t^e  mantle-piece, 
^md  /drank  tea  next  summer  in  the  grotto.  But  I  ajoi  va»ch 
puzaded  about  the  bishop  and  his  fixtures,  and  do  net  stomaeh  4!he 
loss  of  that  money. 

«  >  • 

»         * 
Would  you  know  what  I  am  doing  ?    I  doubt  you  'liavieiMQp 

told  already,  and  hold  my  employment  cheap  enough  :  but  eveiy 

one  must  judge  of  his  own  capabilities,  and  cut  his  amusements 

according  to  his  disposition*    The  drift  of  my  present  studies,  is 

VOL.  II.  2  R 
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to  know,  wherever  I  am,  what  lies  within  reach,  that  may  be  worth 
seeing ;  whether  it  be  building,  ruin,  park,  garden,  prospect,  pic- 
ture, or  monument.  To  whom  it  does,  or  has  belonged,  and  what 
has  been  the  characteristic  and  taste  of  different  ages.  You  will 
ssLj,  this  is  the  object  of  ali  antiquaries.  But  pray,  what  antiquary 
ever  saw  these  objects  in  the  same  light,  or  desired  to  know  them 
for  a  like  reason  ?  in  short,  say  what  you  please,  T  am  persuaded 
whenever  my  List*  is  finished,  you  will  approve  it,  and  think  it 
of  no  small  use.  My  spirits  are  very  near  the  freezing  point ;  and 
for  some  hours  of  the  day,  this  exercise,  by  its  warmth  and  gentle 
motion,  serves  to  raise  them  a  few.  degrees  higher.  I  hope  the- 
misfortune  that  has  befallen  Mrs,  Gibber's  canary-bird  will  not 
be  the  ruin  of  ^gis.  It  is  probable  you  will  have  curiosity 
enough  to  see  it,  as  it  oomes  from  the  writer  of  l)ouglas.  I  ex- 
pect your  opinion.  I  am  told  that  Swift's  History  of  the  Tory 
Administration  is  in  the  press ;  and  that  Stuart's  Attica  f  will 
be  out  this  spring.     Adieu !     Dear  Sir, 

I  am  ever  yours, 

/-•,;•,  T.  G. 

.  Mr.  Brown  join9  his  compliments  with  mine  to  you  and  Mrs;. 
WhartoB*  /      .  . 


*  A  Catalogue  of  the  Antiquities,  Houses,  &c.  in  l^glaad  and  Wales ;  which 
Qray  drew  up  in  the  blank  pages  of  Kitchen's  English  Atlas  :  after  Itis  deaths  Mr. 
Mason  printed  a  few  copies,  and  distributed  them  among  the  friends  of ,  Gray  ^  aoc I, 
in  1787,  a  new  edition  was  printed  for  sale.  See  Life  of  Gray.  Vol.  1.  p.  xzxv. — J3d. 

t  Gray  was  a  subscriber  to  this  book,  as  appears  by  a  note  in  one  of  his  pocket- 
jounials.-««-J9rf. 
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LETTER   LXXII. 

4 

M^  GRAY   TO   D«-  WHARTON.        .       ' 

Sundaif,  4p^il9,  1758. 

'  My  Dear  Sir, 

I  AM  equally  sensible  of  your  afflictioQ,^  and  of'  y6ur, 
kindness  that  made  you  think  of  me  at  such  a  momenta  [Would . 
to  God  r  could  lessen  the  one,  or  requi te. the.  other •jcvitb  tliat, 
consolation   which    I    have   often  received  fitom.  yoil,  iwhep^.  I. 
most  wanted  it :    but  your  grief  is  too  just,    and  the;  ceruse  of 
it  too  fresh,  to  admit  of  any  such  endeavour.     What  indeed  is 
all  human  consolation?    Can  it  efface  every  little  amiable  word 
or  action  of  an  ohject  we  loved,  from  our  memory?     Can  it 
convince  us  that  all  the  hopes  we  had   entertained,    the  plans 
of  future  satisfaction  we  had  formed,  were  ill-grounded  and  vain, 
only  because  we  have  lost  them?  .The    only  comfort  (I    am 
afraid)  that  belongs  to  our  condition  is  to  reflect  (when  time 
has  given  us  leisure    for   reflection)    that   others    have    suffered 
worse,  or  that  we  ourselves  might  have  suf&^red  the  same  mis- 
fortune, at  times  and  in  circumstances  that  would  probably  have 
aggravated  our  sorrow.     You  might  have.rseen  this  poor  child 
arrive  at  an  age  to  fulfil  all  your  hopes,  to  attach  you  more  strongly 
to  him  by  long  habit,  by  esteem,  as  well  as  natural  affection,  and 
that  towards  the  decline  of  your  life,  when  we  most  stand  in  need 


••  •• ', 


by  the  death  of  his  eldest  (and  at  the  time  his  only)  son. — Ma$on. 
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of  support,  and  when  he  might  chance  to  have  been  your 
only  support;  and  then  by  some  unforeseen  and  deplorable  ac- 
cident, or  some  painful  lingering  distemper,  you  might  have  lost 
him.  Such  has  been  the  fate  of  many  an  unhappy  father! 
I  know  there  is  a  sort  of  tenderness  which  infancy  and  inno- 
cence alone  produce ;  but,  I  think,  you  must  own  the  other  to 
be  a  stronger,  and  more  overwhelming  sorrow. 

I  fan  glad  Mrs.  Wharton  has  fortitude  enough  not  to  sufier 
this  misfortune  to  prevail  over  her,  and  add  to  the  natural 
weakness  of  her  present  condition.  Mr.  Bnown  sincerely  sym- 
pathises with  you,  and  begs  to  be  kindly  remembered  to  you 
both«  I  have  been  «  ^  «  ^^  should  have  been  in 
tdwa  by  this  time,  had  I  not  hcmd  Mason  was  coming  hither 
86oii»  Aiid  1  was  nnwilKng  fo  miss  him.  Adieu,  my  dear  Whar- 
tc«,  and  believe  me  ever 


Mo9t  sincerely  yours. 


T.  G. 


■i.iH    mi'W  J   \  iiHuai  I  I 


^"^^  -  ■  -»■!  w~  •  '     ■"-  ^     ■■»■!■  ^w — ■ — ■    -■  —  ■       -  ^^^a^^.^ 


LETTER   LXXIIL 


M*-  GRAY  TO  B*-  WHARTON. 

BEAU  Docton, 

I  AM  much  Gonceraed  to  hear  the  account  you  give 
of  yourself,  and  particularly  for  that  dejection  of  spirits  whic^i 
inclined  jrou  to  sec  etety  thmg  in  the  wont  Kght  possible,  and 
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throw  a  sort  of  voluntary  gloom  not  only  over  your  present, 
but  future  days,  as  if  even  your  situation  now  were  not  pre* 
ferable  to  that  of  thousands  round  you,  and  as  if  your  prospect 
hereafter  might  not  c^en  as  much  of  happiness  to  yon  as  to 
any  person  you  know.  Hie  condition  of  our  life  perpetually 
instructs  us  to  be  rather  slow  to  hope,  as  .well  as  to  despair, 
and  (I  know  you  will  forgive  me,  if  I  tell  you)  you  are  often 
a  little  too  hasty  in  both,  perhaps  firom  constitution.  It  is 
sure,  we  have  great  power  over  our  own  minds,  when  we  chuse 
to  exert  it;  and  though  it  be  difficult  to  resist  the  mechanic 
impulse  and  bias  of  our  own  temper,  it  is  yet  possible;  and 
still  more  so,  to  delay  those  resolutions  it  inclines  us  to  take, 
while  we  almost  always  have  cause  to  repent. 

You  tell  me  nothing  of  Mrs.  Wharton's  or  your  own  state 
of  health.  I  will  not  talk  to  you  more  on  this  subject,  till  I 
heair  you  are  both  well,  for  that  is  the  grand  pcHnt,  and  with- 
out it  we  may  as  well  not  think  at  all.  You  flatter  me  in 
thinking  that  any  thing  I  can  do"^  could  at  all  alleviate  the 
just  concern  your  late  loss  has  given  you;  but  I  cannot  flatter 
myself  so  ftir,  and  know  how  little  qualified  I  am  at  present 
to  give  any  satisfaction  to  myself  on  this  head,  and  in  this 
wa^,  much  less  to  you.  I  by  no  means  pretend  to  inspiration, 
but  yet  I  afiirm  that  the  &culty  in  question  is  by  no  means 
voluntary.  It  is  the  result  (I  suppose)  of  a  certain  disposition 
of  mind,  which  does  not  depend  on  one's-self,  and  which  I  have 
not  felt  this  long  time.  You  that  are  a  witness  how  seldom 
this  spirit  has  moved  me  in  my  life,  may  easily  give  credit  to 
what  I  say. 

I  am  in  hopes  of  seeing  you  very  soon  again  in  my  way 
to  3toke.    Mrs.  Rogers  has  been  very  ill  this  Spring,  and  my 


*  Dr.  Wbarfon  had  requested  him  to  write  an  Epiftiph  oa  the  CUld.-^J!fiifofi. 
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olher  aunt  writes  me  word,*  tjbat  she  herself  has  had  some« 
thing  (which  she  takes  for  a  paralytic  stroke)  which  came  as 
she  walked .  in  the  garden,  and ,  is  afraid  she  shall  Ip^e  the  use 
of  oae  leg;  so  that  it  looks  to,  me,  as  if  I  should  have  perhaps 
somi?  years,  to  pass  in  a  houise  with  two  poor  hed-ridden  women, 
a  melancholy  object,  and  pne  that  in  common  huoianity  1 
cannot  avoid..  I  shall  he  glad  to  know  whether  I  can  be  in. 
GloiKjester  Street  for  a  week,  ten  or  twelve  days  hence, 

I  had  wrote  to  you  sooner,  but  that  I  have  been  on  a  little 
expedition  lately  to  see;  Ely,  Peterborough,  Crowland- Abbey, 
Thomey,  Fotheringay,  and  many  other  old  places,  which  has 
amused  me  a  little. 

Poor  Mason  is  all  alone  at  Aston  (for  his  Curate  is  gone  to 
be  Tutor  to  somebody)  with  an  inflamination  in  his  eyes,  and 
he  could  scarce  see  to  write  me  a  few  lines.    Adieu,  dear  Sir, 

I  am  ever  yours. 


T.  G.. 


June  18,   1758. 


,.'• 
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LETTER  LXXIV, 


M«-  GRAY   TO   D^    WHARTON. 


Stoke,  Aug.  9,  1758. 


Dear  Doctor, 


I  HAVE  been,  since  1  saw  you  in  town,  pretty  much 
on  the  wing,  at  Hampton,  Twickenham,  and  elsewhere.  I  staid 
at  the  first  of  these  places  with  the  Cobhams  two  days,  and 
should  (I  own)  gladly  have  done  so  longer,  but  for  the  reason 
we  talked  about.  The  place,  spite  of  the  weather,  is  delight- 
ful :  every  little  gleam  of  sunshine,  every  accident  of  light, 
opens  some  new  beauty  in  the  view,  and  1  never  saw  in  so 
small  a  spot  so  much  variety  and  so  many  natural  advantages, 
nor  ever  hardly  wished  more  for  your  company  to  partalie  of 
them.  We  were  also  at  Hampton-Court,  Sion,  £iod  several 
places  in  the  neighbourhood  again, .  particularly  at  Lord  Lin- 
coln's, who  (I  think)  is  hurting  his  view,  by  two  plantations  in 
front  of  his  terrace,  that  regularly  answer  one  another,,  and  are 
of  an  oval  form,  with  rustic  buildings  in  the  middle  of  them^  a 
farm,  dairies,  &c.  They  stand  on  the  opposite  side  of  the 
water,  and  (as  they  prosper)  will  join  their  shade  to  that  of 
the  hills  it)  the  horizon,  exclude  all  the  intermediate  scene  of 
enclosures,  meadows,  and  cattle  feeding,  and  reduce,  that  gr^t 
distance  to  nothing.  This  seems  to  be  the  advice  pf  sdme  new 
gardener,  or  director  of  my  Lords  taste;  his-  isuctieis^r  pejhaps 
may  cut  all  down  again. 


3i2 

I  shall  beg  the  favour  of  you  (as  you  were  so  kind  to  offer 
it)  to  buy  us  a  Lottery-Ticket,  if  you  find  the  market  will 
not  be  much  lower  than  at  present,  and  (if  you  think  it  has 
no  great  hazard  in  it)  enclose  it  to  me  here.  I  will  take  care 
to  repay  you  as  soon  as  I  come  to  town,  or  (if  you  chuse  it) 
directly.  My  best  respects  to  Mrs.  Wharton.  Pray  let  me 
hear  soon,  how  you  both  are.     Believe  me. 

Ever  yours, 

T.  G. 


■■;;    J I  mi        '  iw.    t     '  I'lnn    .li  j.i. g= 


LETTER  LXXV. 


M*^  GBAY   TO   M"^  STONEHEWER. 

Cambridge^  JLu^.  18,  1758. 

I  AM  as  6orry  as  you  seem  to  be,  that  our  acquaint- 
*anoe  harped  so  much  on  tibe  subject  of  materialism^  when  I 
saw  him  with  you  in  town,  foecaiase  k  was  plain  ko  mk^^  ^ide 
of  the  loiig^debated  question  he  inclined.  l%at  we  are  indeed 
mechanical  and  dependent  beings,  I  need  no  ^her  proof  than 
my  own  feelings ;  and  from  the  same  feelings  I  learn,  widi 
equal  jco«viction  that  we  «re  not  merely  such :  that  iSbftve  is  a  power 
within  that  struggles  against  the  force  wbA  bias  of  that  «ec^- 
idsm,  ocMnmasids  its  motion,  and,  by  fi^uent  practice,  i^tiees 
it  to  that  ready  4>bedience  which  we  esdl  ffabit ;  and  all  this 
in  oDKiionnity  to  a  preconceived  opinion  (no  matter  whether 
right  or  wrong)  to  that  least  material  of  all  agents,  a  Thought. 
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I  have  known  noany  in  his  case  who,  while  they  thought  they 
vrece  oonquering  an  old  prejudice,  did  not  peiceire  they  were 
under  the  influence  of  one  far  more  dangerous;  one  that  fur* 
nisdies  U8  with  a  ready  apology  for  all  our  worst  actions^  and 
opens  to  us  a  full  licence  for  doing  whatever  we  please;  and 
yet  these  very  people  were  not  at  all  the  more  indulgent  to 
other  men  (as  they  naturally  should  have  been);  their  inctigna* 
tion  to  such  as  offended  them^  their  desire  of  revenge  on  any 
body  that  hurt  them  was  nothing  mitigated :  in  short,  the  trutii 
is,  they  wished  to  be  persuaded  of  that  opinion  for  the  sake  of 
its  convenience,  but  were  not  so  in  their  heart;  and  they  would 
have  been  glad  (as  they  oi^bt  in  oomm(»Ei  prudence)  that 
nobody  elae  should  think  the  same,  for  fear  of  the  mischief 
that  might  ensue  to  themselves.  His  French  Author  I  nevar 
saw,  but  have  read  fifty  in  the  same  strain,  and  shall  read  no 
more.  I  can  be  wretched  enough  widiout  them.  They  put  me 
in  mind  of  the  Greek  Sophist  that  got  immortal  hcmour  by 
dkcoursing  so  feelingly  on  the  miseries  of  our  condition,  that 
fifty  of  his  aiHlience  went  home  and  hanged  themselves ;  yet  he 
lived  himself  (I  suppose)  many  years  after  in  v^y  good  ptight. 

You  say  you  cannot  conceive  how  Lord  Shaftesbury  came  to 
be  a  Philosopher  in  vogue ;  I  will  tell  yon :  Finit,  he  was  a 
Lord ;  Sdly,  he  was  as  vain  as  any  of  his  readers ;  Sdly,  men 
are  very  prone  to  believe  what  they  do  not  undentand;  4thly, 
they  will  believe  any  thing  at  all,  provided  they  are  under  no 
obligation  to  believe  it;  5thly,  they  love  to  take  a  new  road, 
evcsi  when  that  road  leads  no  where;  6thly,  he  was  reckoned 
a  fine  writer,  and  seemed  ahvays  to  mean  more  than  he  said. 
Would  you  have  any  more  reasons  ?  An  interval  c^  above 
forty  years  has  pretty  well  destroyed  the  charm.  A  dead  Lord 
ranks  but  wids  Commoners:  Vanity  is  no  longer  interested  in 

VOL.  II.  2  s 
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the  matter,  for  the  new  road  has  becoine  ap  old  one.  The 
mode  of  free-thinking  is  Uke  that  of  Ruf&  and  Farthingales, 
and  has  given  place  to  the  mode  of  not  thinking  at  all;  once 
it  was  reckoned  graceful  half  to  discover  and  half  conceal  the 
mind,  but  now  we  have  been  long  accustomed  to  see  it  quite 
naked :  primness  and  affectation  of  style,  like  the  good  breeding 
of  Queen  Anne's  Court,  has  turned  to  hoydening  and  rude 
familiarity. 


It  will,  I  think,  be  no  improper  supplement  to  the  foregoing 
letter  to  insert  a  paper  of  Mr.  Gray's,  which  contains  some 
very  pertinent  strictures  on  the  writings  of  a  later  Lord,  who 
was  pleased  to  attack  the  moral  attributes  of  the  Deity ;  or, 
what  amounted  to  the  same  thing,  endeavoured  to  prove,  '*  that 
we  have  no  adequate  ideas  of  his  goodness  and  justice,  as  we 
have  of  his  natural  ones,  his  wisdom  and  power."  This  position 
the  excellent  author  of  the  View  of  Lord  Bolingbroke's  Philo- 
sophy, calls  the  main  pillar  of  his  system;  and  adds,  in  an- 
other place,  that  the  fate  of  all  religion  is  included  in  this 
question.  On  this  important  point,  therefore,  that  able  Writer 
has  dwelt  largely,  and  confuted  his  Lordship  efifectually.  Some 
sort  of  readers,  however,  who  probably  would  slight  that  con- 
futation, may  regard  the  arguments  of  a  Layman,  and  even  a 
Poet,  more  than  those  which  are  drawn  up  by  the  pen  of  a 
Divine  and  a  Bishop.  It  is  for  the  use  of  these  that  the  paper 
is  published ;  who,  if  they  learn  nothing  else  from  it,  will  find 
that  Mr.  Gray  was  not  of  their  party,  nor  so  great  a  wit  as 
to  disbelieve  the  existence  of  a  Deity. — Mason. 

'f  \  will  allow  Lord  Bolingbroke,  that  the  moral,  as  well  as 
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physical  attributes  of  God  must  be  knbwn  to  us  only  k  poste* 
riori,  and  that  this  is  the  only  real  knowledge  we  can  hame 
either  of  the  one  or  the  other ;  I  will  allow  too  that  perhaps 
it  may  be  -  an  idle  distinction  which  we  make  between  -them : 
His  moral  attributes  being  as  much  in  his  nature  and  essence 
as  those  we  call  his  physical ;  but*  the  occasion  of  our  making 
some  distinction  is  plainly  this :  His  eternity,  infinity*  omniscience; 
and  almighty  power,  are  not  what  connect  him,,  if  I  may  so 
speak,  with  us  his  creatures.  We  adore  him,  liot  because  he 
always  did  in  every  place,  and  always  wilU  exist;  but  because 
he  gave,  and  still  preserves  to  us  our  own  existence  by  an  exer*" 
tion  of  his  goodness.  We  adore  him,  not  because  he  knows 
and  can  do  all  things,  but  because  he  made  us  cs^ble  of 
knowing  and  of  doing  what  may  conduct  us  to  happiness.  It 
is  therefore  his  benevolence  which  we  adore,  not  his  greatness 
or  power ;  and  if  we  are  made  only  to  bear  our  part  in  a  system^ 
without  any  regard  to  our  own  particular  happiness,  we  can  no 
longer  worship  him  as  our  all^bounteous  parent.  There  is  no 
meaning  in  the  term.  The  idea  of  his  malevolence  (an  impiety 
I  tremble  to  write)  must  succeed.  We  have  nothing  left  but 
our  fears,  and  those  too  vain ;  for  whither  can  they  lead  but  to 
despair  and  the  sad  desire  of  annihilation  ?  /If  then,  justice 
'  and  goodness  be  not  the  same  in  God  as  in  .our  ideas,  we 
^  mean  notifiing  when  we  say  that  God  is  nedessarily  just  and 
^  good;  and  for  the  same  reason  it  may  as  well  be  said  that 
'  we  know  not  what  we  mean  when,  according  to  Dr.  Clarke, 
<  (Evid.  26th)  we  affirm  that  he  is  necessarily  a  wise,  and  intel- 
^  ligent  Being.'  What  then  can  Lord  Bolingbroke  mean,  when 
he  says  every  thing  shews  the  wisdom  of  God ;  and  yet  adds» 
every  thing  does  not  shew  in  like  manner  the  goodness  of  God 
conformably  to  our  ideas  of  this  attribute  in  either !  By  wisdom 
he  must  only  mean,  that  God  knows  and  employs  the  fittest 

28  2 
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meaos  to  a  certain  end^  Ho  matter  what  Ihit  ^od  may  be.  This 
indeed  is  a  proof  of  knowledge  and  intelligence ;  but  these  alone 
do  Hot  constitute  wisdom;  the  word  imi^ies  the  application  of 
these  fittest  means  to  the  best  and  kindest  end:  or,  who  will 
call  it  true  wisdom  ?  Even  amongst  ourselves,  it  is  not  held  as 
suck  All  the  attributes  then  that  he  seems  to  think  apparent 
la  the  ixmstitution  of  things^  are  his  unity,  infinity,  eternity^ 
and  intelligence;  from  no  one  of  which,  I  boldly  affirm,  can 
fdBuk  aQy^duty  of  gratitude  or  adoration  incumbent  on  man*- 
kaod,  more  than  if  He  and  all  things  roond  him  were  produced, 
as  some  have  dared  to  thinks  by  the  necessary  working  of  eter«- 
nal  matter  in  an  infinite  vacuum :  for  what  does  it  avail  to  aidd 
intelligence  to  those  other  {diysical  attributes,  unless  that  intel^ 
ligenee  be  directed,  not  only  to  die  good  of  the  whole,  but 
rise  to  the  good  of  every  individual  of  which  that  whole  i« 
composed. 

^'  It  is  tiberefcre  no  impiety^  but  (iie  direct  cooftrary,  to  say  that 
hmnan  justice  and  tlK  other  virtues,  which  are  indeed  only 
various  applications  of  human  benevc4ence,  bear  some  resem- 
blance to  the  liioral  attributes  of  the  supreme  Being.  It  is  only 
by  means  of  that  resemblanoe^  we  conceive  thett  in  him,  or 
their  effects  in  fads  works.  It  is  fay  the  same  means  only,  that 
we  comprehend  those  physical  attributes  which  lib  Lordship 
idlowB  to  be  demonstrabk.  How  can  we  form  any  notion  of 
his  ontty,  but  from  that  unky  of  wfndti  we  ourselves  are  oon«- 
scions?  How  of  his  exktenoe,  but  fiiom  our  own  consciousness 
<yf  existing  ?  How  of  his  power,  but  of  that  power  whidi  we 
experience  in  ourselves?  Yet  neither  Lord  Boiingbroke  nor 
any  otiier  man,  \h»t  thought  on  these  subjects^  ever  believed 
thift  liiese  our  ideas  wem  resd  and  full  represeiitations  of  tisese 
attnbutes  in  the  Divinity.  They  say  he  knows ;  they  do  not 
mean  that  he  compares  ideas  which  he  acquired  fi*om  sensatiout 
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wad  draws  conduiions  fi»m  them.  They  soy  he  acts;  tbey  do 
not  m&m  by  impulse,  nor  as  the  scMd  acts  oo  an  orgaoiaed 
body.  They  say  he  is  omnipotent  aod  eternal;  yet  on  wiiat 
Efe  their  ideas  founded^  but  on  our  own  narrow  conceptions  €f 
qMce  and  duntioo,  prolongiod  beyoiad  the  bowids  of  place  and 
time?  Either,  therefore,  there  is  a  resemblaicice  and  analogy 
(however  imperfect  and  distant)  between  the  attributes,  of  the 
Divinity  and  our  conoeptions  of  them,  or  w«  cannot  have  any 
ooticeptioRs  of  them  at  all.  He  allows  we  ought  to  reaaoil 
from  eaith,  tbat  we  do  know,  to  heaven  which  we  do  not 
know;  how  can  we  do  so  but  by  that  affinity  which  appeals 
between  one  and  the  other? 

**  In  vain,  then,  does  my  Lord  attempt  to  ridicule  the  warm 
but  melancholy  imagination  of  Mr.  WoUaston  in  that  fine 
soliloquy  :  *  Must  i  then  bid  my  last  fiunewel  to  these  walks 
'  when  I  close  these  lids,  and  yonder  blue  regions  and  all   this 

*  scene  darken  upon  me  and  go  out?      Must  I  then  only  serve 

*  to  furnish  dust  to  be  mingled  with  the  ashes  of  these  herds 
'  and  plants,  or  with  this  dirt  under  my  feet?  Have  I  been 
'  set  so  far  above  them  in  life,    only  to  be  levelled  with  them 

*  in  death?**  No  thinking  head,  no  heart,  that  has  the  least 
sensibility,  but  must  have  made  the  same  reflection ;  or  at  least 
must  feel,  not  the  beauty  alone,  but  the  truth  of  it  when  he 
hears  it  from  the  mouth  <^  another.  Now  what  reply  will 
Loid  Bolingbroke  make  to  these  questions  which  are  put  to 
hiosiy  not  <mly  by  Wollastoo»  but  by  all .  mankixid  ?  He  will 
teil  you*  that  we,  that  is,  the  animala,  vegetables,  stones,  aad 
$tker  clods  of  earthy  are  aU  connected  in  (»ie  immense  design^ 
that  we  are  all  Dramatis  Personse,  in  different  characters,  and 
that  we  were  not  made  for  ourselves,  but  for  the  action:   that 


^mi^tmmttm 


*  Religion  of  Nature  dclineatecl,  sect.  9,  p.  309,  quaito. 
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it  is  foolish,  presumptuous,  impious,  and  profane  to  murmur 
against  the  Almighty  Author  of  this  drama,  when  we  feel  our- 
selves unavoidably  unhappy.  On  the  contrary,  we  ought  to 
rest  our  head  on  the  soft  pillow  of  resignation,'  on  the  immove- 
able rock  of  tranquillity ;  secure,  that,  if  our  pains  and  afflic- 
tions grow  violent  indeed,  an  immediate  end  will  be  put  to  our 
miserable  being,  and  we  shall  be  mingled  with  the  dirt  under 
our  feet,  a  thing  common  to  all  the  animal  kind ;  and  of  which 
he  who  complains  does  not  seem  to  have  been  set  by  his 
reason  so  far  above  them  in  life,  as  to  deserve  not  to  be  mingled 
with  them  in  death.  Such  is  the  consolation  his  philosophy 
gives  us,  and  such  the  hope  on  which  his  tranquillity  was 
founded/'  * 
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LETTER  LXXVi. 


M*-  GRAY  TO  D"-  WHARTON. 

Dear  Doctor, 

I  OUGHT  to  have  informed  you  sooner,  that  I  had 
received  the  Ticket  you  were  so  good  to  buy  for  me,  but  I 
have  been  obliged  to  go  every  day  almost  to  Stoke^House^ 
where  the  Garricks  have  been  all  the  last  week.  They  are  now 
gone,    and  I  am  not  sorry  for  it,   for    I   grow    so   old,    that  I 


^  The  reader,  who  would  chdose  to  see  the  argument,  as  Lord  Bolingbroke 
puts  it,  will  find  it  in  the  4th  Volume  of  his  Philosophical  Works,  Sect.  40,  41. 
His  ridicule  on  Wollaston  is  in  the  50th  Section  of  the  same  Volume. — 3Ia$an* 
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own,  people  in  high  spirits  and  gayety  overpower  me,  and  en- 
tirely take  away  mine.  I  can  yet  be  diverted  with  their 
sallies,  but  if  they  appear  to  take  notice  of  my  dullness,  it  siiikis 
me  to  nothing.  I  do  not  know  whether  you  will  blame  me, 
but  I  found  so  good  an  opportunity  given  me  of  entering  into 
the  quarrel  between  Mason  and  him,  ^  that  I  could  not  help 
seizing  it,  and  trying  to  shew  him  the  folly  of  hearkening  to  half- 
witted friends  and  tale-bearers,  and  the  greater  folly  of  attempt- 
ing to  hurt,  or  merely  to  pique,  so  worthy  and  so  estimable 
a  man.  If  I  did  nothing  else,  I  at  least  convinced  him,  that 
I  spoke  entirely  from  myself;  and  that  I  had  the  most  entire 
good  opinion,  and  most  unalterable  respect,  as  well  as  kindness, 
for  Mason. 

I  congratulate  you  on  our  successes,  and  condole  with  you 
on  our  misfortunes.  But  do  you  think  we  draw  the  nearer  to 
any  happy  conclusion  of  the  war,  or  that  we  can  bear  so  great 
a  burden  much  longer?  The  K.  of  Prussia's  situation  embar- 
rasses me;  surrounded  as  he  is,  and  reduced  to  the  defence  of 
his  own  Uttle  marquisate. 

Your  Encyclopedia  is  the  object  of  my  envy.  I  am  reduced 
to  French  Plays  and  Novels,  Willis's  Mitred  Abbies,  and  the 
History  of  Norfolk  in  3  volumes  folio.  These  latter  Authors 
have  I  think  the  most  wit;  though  the  others  know  rather 
more  of  the  world. 

I  wish  the  air  of  Hampstead  were  not  so  necessary  to  you 
all,  but  am  glad  you  always  know  where  to  find  health,  and 
that  she  lives  so  near  vou.  I  continue  better  than  has  been 
usual  for  me,  in  the  summer,  though  I  neither  walk,  nor  take 
any  thing:  'tis  in  mind  only  that  I  am  weary  and  disagreeable. 
Mrs.    Rogers  is  declining  every  day;    her  stomach  gone;    very 
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weak ;  sometiasifis  gtddy ;  sod  sdb^t  to  disocders  in  bet  bow€^. 
Yet  I  do  not  apprehead  any  immediate  danger^  but  believe  she 
will  be  reduoed  to  kee^  her  bed  entirely.  My  best  comidi- 
meats  to  Mr».  Wharton ;  pray  let  me  hear  from  youj  a&  socm 
aa  you  are  in  a  hunacur  for  writing;  though  from  hencet  I 
can  reouite  vour  kindnesa  with  ao  little  to  aoMiae  vou. 


I  am  ever  truly  yours^ 


T.  G. 


Stoke,  Aug.  31,  1756. 


LETTER  LXXVIL 


M*  ORAT  TO   M"^  PALORAVB.* 

Stoke^  Sept.  6,  1758. 

I  DO  not  know  bow  to  make  you  amends^  having 
neither  rock,  ruin»  or  precipice  near  me  to  send  you;  they  do 
not  grow  in  the  South :  but  only  say  the  word,  if  you  would 
have  a  compact  neat  box  of  red  brick  with  sash  windows,  or  a 
grotto  made  of  flints  and  shell-work,  or  a  walnut-tree  with 
three  mole-hills  under  it,  stuck  with  honey*  suckles  round  a  bason 
of  gold-fishes,  and  you  shall  be  satisfied;  they  shall  come  by 
the  Edinburgh  coach. 


«««Mi»MmM«W*«aMl^BM«M»B«^*iM**MMOTMBa«W«iiMW«^iHB.^M«p««awW«iW^P>«iWWVM«Maai«^« 


*  Rector  of  PalpraTe  and  ThrandestM  in  SuffiiHi.    He  was  makiag 
Seodaftd  mhen  tint  btter  mm  mitUn  to  him. — JKmmnu 
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In  the  mean  time  I  congratulate  you  on  your  new  acquaint* 
anoe  with  the  savage^  the  liide^  and  the  l;nmehdm&.    Prajr/tell 
me,  is  it  any  thing  like  what  you  had  read  in  your  book,  or 
seen  in  two-shilling  prints  ?    Do  not  you  think  a  man  may  be 
the  \^i9er  (I  had  almost  said  the  ^.better)  for  going  a  hundred  or 
two   of  miles;   and  that  the    mind  has  more  Toom  in   it    than 
most  people  seem  to  think,  if  you  will   but  furnish  the  apart* 
ments?    I  almost  envy  your  last  month,    being  in  a  very  in- 
sipid situation  myself;   and  desire  you  would  not  fail  to  send 
me    $ome  furniture  for  my  Gothic   apartment,  which   is    very 
cold  at  present.     It  will  be  the  easier  task,  as  you  have  nothiiig 
to  do  but   transcribe  your   little  red    books,    if  -  they  *  are  not 
rubbed  out;    for  I  conclude  you  have. not  trusted  every  thing 
to  memory,  which  is  ten  times  worse  than  a  lead  pencil :    Half 
a  word  fixed  upon  or  near   the    spot,   is  worth  a  cart-load  of 
recollection.    When  we  trust -to  the    picture  that  objects  draw 
of  themselves  oh  our  mind,  we  deceive  ourselves ;  without  ac- 
curate  and  particular  observation,  it    is    but  ill-drawn  at  first^ 
the  outlines  are  soon  blurred,  the  colours  every  day  grow  fainter; 
and  at  last,  when  we  would    produce  it  to  any  body,  we  are 
forced    to    supply    its    defects  with  a  few   strokes  of  our  own 
imagination.*    God  forgive   me,    I    suppose    I    have    done    so 
myself  before  now,  and    misled    many  a  good    body. that   pot 
their  trust  in  me'.     Pray,    tell' me,    (but   with  permission,  and 
without  any  breach  of  hospitality)  is  it  so  much  warmer  on  the 
other  side  of  the  Swale  (as  some  people  of  honour  say)  than 
it  i^  here  ?     Has  the  singing    of  birds,  the  bleating  of  sheep, 
the  lowing  of  herds,  deafened  you  at  Raintod?     Did  the  vast 


^  Had  this  Letter  nothing  else  to  .  recommend  it,  the  advice  Iiere  given  to 
the  enrious  traveller  of  making  all  his  memoranda  on  the  «poi,  and  the  reasods 
for  it  are  so  vrell  ezpreased,  and  vrltbal  so  important,  that  they  certainly  deserve 
odr  Botioe^-^ JKsaofi. 

VOL.  II.  a  T 
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<M  Q9ik»  9od  ibivk  groves  of  Nt»>thu{nWIand  k«ep  off  the 
smi,^  mijKih  ^omyoD?  I-  anti  too  civil  to  ex&qnd  my  e^ 
quiries  beyond  Berwick.  Every  thiag«  doubtlecis,  must:  igaprove 
upon  yQu  Its  you  adyanced  northw&rd.  You  must  teil  me, 
th#ug)i»  about  M^TO»,  RoMlin  Qiapel,  oad  Arbroatii.  In  short, 
yoMr  Po|t-fettiUe  must  he  to  fulU  thi^  I  only  desire  a  loose 
chapter  QTit^^i.  frnd  will  wsut  for  the  rest  till  it  comes  out. 


Mil      .        I    .•         •■■111!  lui  li  ir         III  I 


LFTTER  LXXVIIL 


M»-  GRAY   TO   D*    WHARTON. 


&!pt.  le,  176S. 


Dear  DoctOR, 


HAVING  been  for  »  considerable  tine  wilhout  any 
news  ctf  ymi»  I  have  taken  it  iato  my  heftd  that  you  are  ill, 
«r,  that  Mtt.  Wharton  is  so*  You  will  not^  wop<ier>  if  I  grow 
«  little  8uper8titio9n»  when  you  know  thfit  J  haye  Bot  been  ^ 
step  out.  of  the  house  f(xi  this  fiurtnlghft  or  na>t»  fwk;  for 
Mrs.  Rogem  has  been  ^  the  foiai  of  deat^  witb  )a  ^Usorclier  io 
her  stomaob^ .  accompapiied  with  ooiatitivsdi.aQd  tstboriow  retch* 
idgs,  and  a  total  loss  of  appetitoj  that  ba^  me^Ofd-hiSr  to  the 
weakness  of  an  in&nt,  I  mean  her  body^  though  her  senses 
are  still  perfect^  and  (what  I  think  remarkable)  she  has  reco- 
vered the  use  of  her  speech,  (which  for  several  yeiars  has  been 
hardly  intelligible),  and  pronounces  aki^pst  as  j[)i$ti|n.B^  ever  sihe 
did.    She  is  now,  for  three  days  past,  (such  is  tha  stFeDgth  of 
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her  constitution),  in  a  way  of  recovery.  I  do  not  mean  that 
she  will  ever  recover  her  strength  again,  but  I  think  she  may 
live  a  good  while  in  this  helpless  state;  however,  it  is  very 
precarious,  and  Dr.  Hayes  believes  her  quite  wom  out  I 
certainly  do  not  put  on  (to  you)  more  tenderness  than  I  really 
feel  on  this  occasion,  but  the  approaches  of  death  are  always 
a  melancholy  object,  and  common  humanity  must  duffer  something 
from  such  a  spectacle. 

It  is  an  age  since  I  heard  any  thing  from  Mason ;  if  I  do 
not  mistake,  this  should  be  his  month  of  waiting,  unless  he  has 
exchanged  his.  tiim  with  somebody.  If  he  be  in  to^n  you  must 
probably  ]^V9  bea^d  of  Ittm*  and  can  give  me  sonie  iiMdligence. 
My  old  «bew  nequaintance  Lady  Dedbigh,  k  here  at  Stoke- 
howe,  but  I  do  not  believe  I  shall  'be  able  tO'  get  out,  or 
have  any  op^ttunity  of  seeing  her,  while  she  sXAyi. 


If  my  fancies  (^bich  I  hope  in  God  am  iMVe  faiici^) 
prove  true^  |  hppe  you  will  let  somdbcxly  tell  me  ho 
do.  If  not,  {  shall  beg  you  to  tell  ine  y^Murtielf  ais  's 
possible,  and  set  my  understanding  to.  rights.  ^ 

Adieu,  dear  Sir* 

I  am  ever  most  sincei^ely  yours. 


T.  Gi 


2t  3 
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LETTER  LXXIX. 


M«    GRAY    TO   D«    WHARTON. 


Nw.  175S,  Stoke, 


Dear  Doctor, 


MY  judgeiHeDt: .  is,  .  that  if  your    picture   possess  but 
apy  one  of  thje  bef^uties  you  see  and  describe  in  it,  it  must  be 
certaix^ly  worth   c^ght  or  ten  times  as  much  as  you  gave  for 
it.    I  only  winder ,  yoO  should   forget  to  say,  by  what  lucky 
chance  you   ipame  by  it.     Old  Frank  was  a  Dutch  master  of 
some  note;  the  history  of  that  school  I  am  very  little  acquainted 
withy  but  if  I  am.  not  mistaken  there  was 'lately  published  a 
JFrencb  ^count  of  their  lives  in   two   or  more  volumes   4to. 
which  ^  I  l^Vje  s^en  at  Nourse's,  in  which  you  may  meet  with 
better  information. .  I  am  agreeably  employed  here  in  dividing 
nothing  with   an  old  Harridan,  who  is  the  Spawn  of  Cerberus 
and  the  Dragon  of  Wantley.      When   I  shall  get  to  town,  I 
cannot  divine,  but  doubtless  it  will  be  between  this  and  Christmas. 
You  were  so  good  to  offer  me  house-room  for  some  of  my  lumber : 
I  aiH .therefore  packing  up  certain  boxes  and  baskets  which  I 
«  believe  you  will  be  troubled  with.     But  I  beg  Mre.  Wharton 
to   consider  well  first,  whether  it  will    be  inconvenient  to  her. 
If  she  assures  me  it  will  not,  I  shall  inform  you  shortly  of  their 
shapes  and  numbers.     At  present  it  seems  to    me,  that  there 
will  be  three  or   four  large  boxes,  and  five  baskets   of  china ; 
the  last,  Madame  Foster  shall  accommodate. 
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Ah!  poor  King  of  Prussia!*  what  will  become  of  him?  I 
am  told  here^  that  matters  are"  much  woroe  than  is  yet  avowed* 
I  also  hear  that  seven  Generals  have  refused  the  command, 
which  Hopsonf  is  now  gone  with,  who  has  been  before  cen« 
sured  for  ill-conduct,  and  is  besides  so  infirm  that  he  will  not 
live  the  voyage.    Adieu,  dear  Sir, 

I  am  ever  yours^ 

T.  G. 


LETTER  LXXX. 


M»-  GRAY   TO   M"^   MASON. 


Stoke,  Nw.  9,  1758. 

I  SHOULD  have  told  you  that  Caradoc  came  safe  to 
hand  I ;    but   my    critical  faculties   have  been  so  taken  up   in 


*  Gray's  lamentation  was  excited,  I  conclude,  by  the  defeat  of  the  King  of 
Prussia  at  Hocbkirchen,  by  the  Austrians  under  Marshal  Daun.  In  this  batde 
he  lost  7000  men,  his  tents,  and  bagg^age ;  and  the  day  was  rendered  memorable 
by  the  death  of  Marshal  Kdth,  who  was  shot  through  the  heart — JEcL 

t  Miyor  General  Hopson  was  appointed  to  the  command  of  an  expedition 
against  Martinique,  which  sailed  on  the  12th  of  November,  1758.  The  attack  on 
this  Island  failed,  and  the  armament  directed  its  course  tc  iSnadaloupe,  where 
General  Hopson  died.— liTd 

t  A  second  manuscript  of  Caractacus  with  the  Odes  inserted. — Matoiu 
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dividing  iwthmg  with  ^n  did  woman^,  that  they  «re  nt>t  yet 
cOfiApcaed  enough  f^^r  a  better  mid  more  t]^iM]uii  eoiploymeBd; : 
$h<H>tlyf  however,  I  will  make  them  ohey  me.  B^  am  I  to 
gend  this  eppy  to  Mr.  Hurd,  or  return  it  to  you?  Met^ioks  I 
do  not  l^ve  thb  travelling  to  dJoA  again  of  mapuacripts  by  ihe 
post.  While  I  am  writing,  your  second  packet  is  juat  arrived. 
I  can  only  tell  you  in  gross,  that  there  seem  to  me  certain  passages 
altered  which  might  as  well  have  been  let  alone;  and  that  I 
shall  not  be  easily  reconciled  to  Mador's  own  songf  •  I  must 
not  have  my  fancy  raised  to  that  agreeable  pitch  of  heathenism 
and  wild  magical  enthusiasm,  and  then  have  you  let  me  drop  into 
moral  philosophy  and  cold  good  sense.  I  remember  you  insulted 
me  when  I  saw  you  last,  and  affected  to  call  that  which  de- 
lighted my  imagination,  nonsense:  Now  I  insist  that  sense  is 
nothing  in  poetry,  but  according  to  the  dress  she  wears,  and 
the  scene  she  appears  in.  If  you  should  lead  me  into  a  superb 
Gothic  building  with  a  thousand  clustered  pillars,  each  of  them 
half  a  mile  high,  the  walls  all  covered  with  fretwork,  and  the 
windows  full  of  red  and  blue  saints  that  had  neither  head  nor 
tail ;  and  I  should  find  the  Venus  of  Medici  in  person,  perked 
up  in  a  long  niche  over  the  high  altar,  do  you  think  it  would 
raise  or  damp  my  devotions?  I  say  that  Mador  must  be  en- 
tirely a  Briton ;  and  that  his  pre-eminence  among  his  companions 
must  be  shewn  by  superior  wildness,  more  barbaric  fancy,  and 
a  more  striking  and  deeper  harmony  both  of  words  and  numbers : 
if  British  antiquity  be  too  narrow,  this  is  the  place  for  invention ; 
and  if  it  be  pure  invention,  so  much  the  clearer  must  the  ex- 
pression be,  and  so  much  the  stronger  and  richer  the  imagery. 
There's  for  you  now! 


^'^^^^'m^^'^'mfrm^mm^mmi^mmmt^mmm^ 


*  Mrs.  Rogers  died  about  this  time,  and  left  Mr.  Gray  and  Mrs.  CMBffe^  another 
of  his  aunts,  her  joint  executors. — Mcuon. 

t  He  means  h^e  the  second  Ode,  which  was  afterwards  greaUy  altered. — Mcuan. 
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LETTER  LXXXL 


M«-  GRAY   TO   De.    WHARTON. 


Dear  Doctor, 


I  AM  glad  you  are  master  of  a  ''  Pieta.''  I  could 
have  said  Pieta  myself^  if  I  liad  not  left  off  being  a  coxcomb 
or  a  connoisseur.  Palma  (that  is  the  old  one)  was  a  good 
colorist,  like  most  of  the  Venetians^  but  remarkable  for  bad 
drawing,  particularly  of  hands  and  arms.  What  you  say  of 
Dr.  Ak.  I  fully  agree  with  you  in,  and  have  mentioned  it  to 
Mason.  As  soon  as  I  C4in  write  to  Mr.  H.,  I  shall  repeat  to 
him  ^part  of  your  own  words,  which  I  think  will  prevail,  besides 
I  know  he  thinks  himself  obliged  to  you  in  Dr.  H°-'s  affairs. 
I  have  seen  no  Rousseau,  or  any  body  else :  all  I  can  tell  you 
is,  that  I  am  to  dine  with  my  lady  Carlisle  to-morrow,  who  is 
a  melancholy  Dowager,  reduced  from  Castle-Howard  and  ten 
thousand  pounds  a  year  to  £1500,  her  jewels,  {date,  and  a  fine 
house  in  town  excellently  well  furnished.  She  has  just  cUs-^ 
covered  too  (I  am  told  in  confidence)  that  she  has  been  long 
the  object  of  calumny  and  scandal.  What  am  I  to  say  to  comfort 
her? 

I  do  not  dislike  the  Laureat  at  all,  to  me  it  is  his  best  Ode*; 


«  Ode  for  his  Mitfcs^'s  Birthday,  NoTemlMr  10, 1758..   ^  WhitobNd't  PoeiM, 
VoL  U.  p.  308.— J7d 


J 


328 

but  I  don*t  expect  any  one  should  find  it  out,  for  Otbert 
and  Ateste  are  surely  less  known  than  Edward  the  1st  and 
Mount  Snowdon ;   it  is  no  imitation  of  me ;  but  a  good  one  of 

Pastor,  cum  traheret,  &e. 

which  was  falsely  laid  to  my  charge.    Adieu,  dear  Sir, 


I  am  ever  jj^ours. 


Deeember  2,  1758. 


■  I         I 


LETTER   LXXXII 


M»-   GRAY   TO    D«^    WttA^RTON. 


Saturday  J  July  21,  1759. 


Dear  Doctor, 


I  HAVE  at  last  found  rest  for  the  sole  of  my  gouty 
foot  in  your  old  P  dining-room,  and  hope,  in  spite  of  the  damna- 
tion denounced  by  the  bishop's  two  chaplains,  that  you  may  find 
at  least  equal  satisfaction,  and  repose  at  Old-Park;  if  your  bog 
prove  as  comfortable  as  my  oven,  I  shall  see  no  occasion  to.  pity 
you ;  and  only  wish  that  you  may  brecv  no  worse  than  I  bake. 


*  Th«  house  in  Southampton-Row,  where  Mr.  Gray  lodged,  had  been  tejiaiit?d  bj 
Dr.  Wharton ;  who,  on  account  of  hU  ill  health,  left  London  the  year  before ; 
and  was  remoTed  to  hb  paternal  estiate  at  Old  Park,  near  Durham. — Mason. 


' ^ -^ 
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You  totally  mistake  my  talents,  when  you  impute  to  me  any 
magical  skill  in  planting  roses.  I  know  I  am  no  conjuror  in  these 
things;  when  they  are  done,  I  can  fmd  fault,  and  that  is  all. 
Now  this  is  the  very  reverse  of  genius,  and  I  feel  my  own  little- 
ness. Reasonable  people  know  themselves  better  than  is  com* 
monly  imagined,  and  therefore  (though  I  never  saw  any  instance 
of  it)  I  believe  Mason,  when  he  tells  me  he  understands  planting 
better  than  any  thing  whatever.  The  prophetic  eye  qf  taste  (as  Mr. 
Pitt  called  it)  sees  all  the  beauties  that  u  place  is  susceptible  of, 
long  before  they  are  bom  ;  and  when  it  plants  a  seedling,  already 
sits  under  the  shadow  of  it,  and  enjoys  the  effect  it  will  have  from 
every  point  of  view  that  lies  in  prospect.  You  must,  tlierefore, 
invoke  Caractacus,  and  he  will  send  his  spirits  from  the  top  of 
Snowdon  to  Cross-Fell  or  Warden- liaw. 

The  thermometer  is  in  the  passage-window  (where  the  sun  never 
comes)  near  the  head  of  the  back-stairs.  Since  you  went,  I  have 
never  observed  it  lower  than  68,  most  part  of  the  day  at  74,  and 
yesterday  at  5  in  the  afternoon  it  was  at  79,  the  highest  I  have  ev» 
seen  it.  It  now  is  prepared  to  correspond  regularly  with  you,  at 
the  hours  you  mention.  The  weather,  for  this  fortnight,  has 
been  broiling  without  interruption,  one  thunder-shower  excepted, 
which  did  not  cool  the  air  at  all.  Rye  (I  am  told)  is  begun  to  be 
cut  near  London.  In  Cambridgeshire,  a  fortnight  ago,  the  pro* 
mise  of  harvest  was  the  finest  I  ever  saw;  but  the  farmers 
complain  (I  hear)  that  the  ears  do  Dot  fill  for  want  of  wet.  The 
wheat  was  then  turning  yellow.  Duke-cherries  are  over  in 
London,  three  days  ago  they  sold  for  half-a«crown  a  pound. 
Caroons  and  Black-hearts,  very  large  and  fine,  drive  about 
the  streets  in  wheel-barrows  a  penny  a  pound.  Raspberries, 
a  few  are  yet  remaining,  but  in  a  manner  over.  Melons 
are    ripe,    and   apricots   and  Orleans-plums   are    to  be   seen  in 
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the  fraitH^api.  Rcmm  «<  (I  think)  of  et  a»  week  agn  The 
jesMmiiid  (ftt  Mrs.  Dod'^  on  a  S.  W.  ti^H)  \«t»  in  M\  bloom; 
(if  ydu  pmiemhev)  long  before  you  wefvt  from  henee,  and  so  it 
continues.  That  below  in  the  garden,  on  a  N.  E.  traJU  has  beeft 
att  thi^  week  covered  with  flowers.  My  nosegays,  from  Coveot- 
gatxien,  consist  of  nothing  but  scarlet^maftagoiui,  er«rla6ting-peu^ 
donble^stocks,  pinks,  »nd  flowering'-niarjoram^  As:  I  have  kept 
no  exact  account  hitherto  this  year,  I  can  say  no  more  of  July, 
that  now  is.  Therdbre^  i  shall  annex  dn«i  for  the  year  1754^ 
tt%ick>  I  observed  day  by  day  at  Stoke.     ObMfve^  it  had  been 

then  a  ^otd  raiiny  sttnttn^it. 

.1  •  • 

•  •  •  * 

The  lieat  was  rery  moderate  this  montli,  and  a  great  deal 
of  rain  fell.  The  sown  hay  wjas  all  gok  in  by  the  fiifst  day ; 
but  the  meadow-hay  was  not  before  the  23d.  It  was  very  good 
and  in  fdeuty,  but  sold  at  40  shillings  a  loaft  i»  the  fieU,  on 
aeeount  of  the  scarcity  the  yeafi  ftece^ufg.  Barley  was  in  ear 
on  tbe  fwst  day ;  gney  and  white  peas  m  blbonu  The  bean 
§mmef9  were  going  off,  Doke-cherries  in  pfenty  on  the  dtb; 
heait»  were  abo  f ipe^  Greem  melons  on^  the  6th,  bat  watry  and 
not  si^et  Currants  begun  to  ripen  on  the  8tb ;  and  red  goose- 
berries had  dbangedi  colmnr;  tares^  wew  thea  in  flower^  and 
meadow^hay  ciAting.  lime-trees*  in  Ml  bloom  on  tbe  9th. 
Mushrooms  in  per-fection  on  the  17tbv.  Wheat  and  oats  had 
changed  colour;  and  buck- wheat  was  in  bloom  on  the  19th. 
The  vine  had  then  opened  ]ts>  blossoms,  and  the  end  of  the 
month  grapes  were  near  the  size  of  small  peas.  Turnips^  s^ 
peaved  above  ground  on  the  ^2d ;  and  potatoes  were  in  flower. 
Barley  had  changed  its  hue,  and  rye  was  almost  ripe  on  the 
23d.  The  pine-apple-strawberry  was  then  in  perfection.  Black 
carocKis  were  ripe,  and  some  doke  cherrk»  still  remained  on 
walls  the  26th,   but  the  hearts  were  then   all    spoiled   by   the 
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ram.     Goose-4)em«s,  -red   and  white,   were  then  ripe,  and  cur- 
rants in  abgndance. 


Ha^vs,  turned  red  ....«.•, 

Honey-suckles,  in  full  bloom  .  .    '  ^"  ^"^ 
Broouiflower  wentoflT 

18,  «9r  f dlovi-treenstge .  •  «  .  fai. 


Virginia  flowering    ^as.pberrjr, 

Mew 

Shrub  Clinqu»-foil 

9pra^-^|i(tex  . 

6yn«g»  v^ept  loff 


I*     •    p    • 


StA. 


Bfdm  of  (GKlead  Mowing 7th. 


Common   Jasmine  blew  .  .  .  . 

Moji9-ProTence  JRose  ...... 

Yellow  and  Austrian  Rose  go 
off .  ......  .. 

YeUoir  ^asmin^  b}p.V9  -  •  -  .  / 
White  and.  Gum*Ci^tu9  .  •  .*  . 

Tamarisk  in  flower  . 

6#ecygrta «..«•• 

Virg^W-Sumacb ..,...,.« 
Tllf8»P  pr  Pi^'MeofreiA  .  .  .  ,  • 

Sp^iMsh-Broom 

Scarlet  and  painted  Oeranlums 

I^p«a»n<J)a,  in  berry  ,,,... 

IKIountaiii^A^h ^  . 

White-Beam 

Orange,  flowering 

Winter  Cherry 


^th. 


9th. 


nth. 


Single  Velvet  Rose  goes  6tP  ....  15th. 
LaTender  and  Marjoram  blow    .  .    32d. 
I>amask,  red,  moss,    and    double 
Velvet  Roses  go  off 26th. 

2 


Rpsa-Mnndi*   ami    Roie   without 

Thorns,  go  off 28th. 

White  Rose  goes  off gist. 

Vhefm  were  «tf  tbi^  flovvenns;  Sbvihs 
<obs0rved  bv  ma. 


GARDEN  PLOWfiRS. 

OoHToIvolus   Minor  blows 
Ov4en  IVppy ........ 

Sii^jje  Rose-Cwjjpiofl,  ,  .. 
Double  Larkspur.  *  «  .  . 

Candy-Tuft.  .  • 

Common  Marigold  .... 
Pansies  continue  blowin 


^g 


Lupines,  blue  and  white,  blow 

Purple  Toads-flax 

White  and  blue  CttBspanMa  . 


•  •  • 


Fi-ench  Marigold 


YuMow  Ldipinehlims 

^ree-Mallpw , 

Apfit^raDithus  Cat^s^tail 


•  •  .  •  • 


»    •    4    r 


Striped  Lilly  blovrs  •  . 

Fairchild's  Mule  .  •  • 
Double  Rose-Campion 
African  Ragwort  .  . 


2ud 


2'nd. 


Double   sqarlet    Lychnis .  blows 
Tree  Primrose  ..'..•..... 

White  Lilly 

WiHow^Bay ^    9ih. 

S/c;^rIet-Bean ...... 


11th. 


19th. 


Whole  Carnations  blow  .  .  .  .  ^  .    23d. 
Double- white  Stock  in  bloom  .  .  .  24th. 

u  2 
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In  the  Fields^.  Scftbions,  St  John's  9Ui;  Ragwort,  If oth-muUein^  and  Bram- 

Wort,  Trefoil,  Yarrow,  Bngloss,  Purple  bleci,  the  80th ;  Knapweed  all  the  month. 

Vetch,  Wild-thyme,  Pale  Wood-Orchis,  There  was  rain,  more  or  less,  13  days  out 

Betony,  and  white  Cloyer,  flowering  on  of  the  31,  this  month ;  and  17  days  out  of 

the  first      Large  blue  Cranes-bill  the  30,  in  June  preceding. 

I  was  too  late  for  the  post  on  Saturday^  so  I  continue  on 
Monday.  It  is  now  6  in  the  afternoon^  and  the  thermometer 
is  mounted  to  80,  though  the  wind  is  a  N.  E.  by  N.  The  gay 
Lady  £ssex  is  dead  of  a  fever  during  her  lying  in;  and  Mrs. 
Charles  York  last  week,  with  one.  of  her  children,  of  the  sore 
throat  Heberden,  and  (I  think)  Taylor,  attended  her;  the 
latter  had  pronounced  her  out  of  danger,  but  Heberden  doubted 
about  her.  The  little  boy  wa9  at  Acton,  and  escaped  the 
infection. 

Every  body  continues  as  quiet  about  the  invasion,  as  if  a 
Frenchman,  as  soon  as  he  set  his  foot  on  our  coast,  would 
die,  like  a  to$ul  in  Ireland.  Yet  the  king's  tents  and  equi- 
page are  ordered  ta  be  ready  at  an  hour's  warning.  Nobody 
knows,  positively,  what  is  the  damage  that  Rodney  *  has  done, 
whether  much  or  little;  he  can  only  guess  himself;  and  the 
French  have  kept  their  own  secret,  as  yet.  Of  the  12  millions 
raised  for  the  year,  eight  are  gone  already ;  and  the  old  party 
assure  us  there  is  no  more  to  be  had  for  next  year.  You 
may  easily  guess  at  the  source  of  my  intelligence,  and  there- 
fore will  not  talk  of  it. .  News  is  hourly  expected  of  a  battle 
in  Westphalia,  for  P.  Ferdinand  was  certainly  preparing  to 
fight  the  French,  who  have  taken  Minden  by  storm. 


^iMMMB^MMHMM«M«*W^^WMMB«MWa 


alludes  to  the  Bombardment  of  Hayre-de-graee,  by  Admiral  Rodney,  in 
the  month  of  July  in  this  year;  the  French  having  collected  seyeral  large  tLn-U 
bottomed  boats  Qiere^  for  a  threatened  invasion  on  some  part  of  the  British  Ter* 
ritories.<9£<l. 
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I  have  heard  the  D.  of  N.  is  much  broke  ever  since  his 
sister  Castle-comer  died,  not  that  he  cared  for  her,  or  saw  her 
above  once  a  year ;  but  she  was  the  last  of  the  brood  that  was 
left ;  and  he  now  goes  fegularly  to  church,  which  he  neVer  did 
before.    Adieu ! 

I  am  ever  yours. 

I  hope  Mrs.  Wharton's  native  air  will  be  more  civil  to  her, 
when  they  are  better  acquainted ;  my  best  compliments  to  her ; 
I  am  glad  the  children  are  well. 


\ 


LETTER  LXXXIII 


M«-  GRAY   TO  M»-   PALGRAVE. 

London,  July  24,  1759. 

I  AM  now  settled  in  my  new  territories  commanding 
Bedford  gardens,  and  all  the  fields  as  far  as  Highgate  and 
Hampstead,  with  such  a  concourse  of  moving  pictures  as  would 
astonish  you ;  so  rus-in-urbe-ish,  that  I  believe  I  shall  stay  here, 
except  little  excursions  and  vagarieSr  for  a  year  to  come.  What 
though  I  apfi  separated  from  the  fashionable  world  by  broad  St. 
Giles's,  and  many  a  dirty  court  and  alley,  yet  here  is  air,  and 
sunshine,  and  quiet,  however,  to  comfort  you:  I  shall  confess 
that  I  am  basking  with  heat  all  the  summer,  and  I  suppose 
shall  be  blown  down  all  the  winter,  besides  being  robbed  every 
night;   I  trust,  however^  that  the  Mus8eum,  with  all  its  manu* 
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«oript3  and  carkties  Jby  tiK  c«rt-l<»9d,    vrij^  mnVe  f^i^^le  ^it^epds 
for  aiH  -thtt  vfonesaid  iAQOpv^oiQiapfs,  . 

J  ;tfeijj  dfliy  iP«^  thjfwgj>  the  jaws  <)f.  a  great  leviathan  i»tp 
the  den  of  Dr.  Tem pieman,  superintendant  of  the  r^ading-roonj, 
who  congratulated  himself  on  the  sight  of  so  much  good  com- 
pany. We  were,  first,  a  man  that  writes  for  Lord  Royston; 
2dly,  a  man  that  writes  for  Dr.  Burton,  of  York;  Sdly,  a 
man  liiat  writes  for  the  Emperor  of  Oeraiany,  or  Dr.  Pocock, 
for  he  speaks  the  worst  English  I  «ver  heard ;  44ihly,  Dr.  Stiricely, 
who  writes  for  himself,  the  veiy  wowt  person  he  could  write 
for ;  and,  lastly,  I,  who  only  read  to  know  if  there  be  any 
thing  worth  writing,  and  that  not  without  some  difficulty.  I 
find  that  they  printed  i^OO  copies  of  ^)e  Harleian  Catalogue, 
and  have  sold  only  fourscore;  that  they  have  £900  a  year 
income,  and  spend  1300,  and  are  building  apartments  for  the 
under-keepers ;  so  HE  cxp^t  ia  wkltor'  to  «e£  the  collection  ad- 
vertised and  set  to  auction. 

Have  you  read  Lord  Clarendon's  Continuation  of  his  History  ? 
Dp  you  reijiember  Mr.  *  *'s  account  of  it  before  it  came  out? 
How  well  he  recollected  all  the  faults,  and  how  utterly  he  forgot 
oftil  tif^  ^^e^ti^;  ^v^Xf  t^  gfo^if,  $f^  J8.be1|»?r  tljan  such  a 
!5P#  <)f  4^i«cy, 
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LETTER  LXXXIV. 


M"^  GRAY   TO   D*-   WHARTON. 

Dear  Doctor, 

« 

I  CANNOT  say  any  thing  to  youi  about  Mdsdii; 
whose  motions  I  am  entirely  a  stranger  to,  arid  have  not  once 
heard  from  him  since  he  left  London,  till  (the  3dt  of  this 
month)  a  letter  came,  in  which  he  tells  me,  that  Gaskarth  rs 
at  Aston  with  him,  ^and  that  the  latter  end  of  the  month,  or 
the  beginning  of  the  next,  he  shall  be  in  town,  as  he  goes  into 
waiting  the  last  fortnight  in  October.  Lord  Holdernessfe  has 
sent  hi'm  no  less  than  four  expresses  (literally  so)  with  publtt 
news,  good  and  bad,  which  has  made  him  of  ittfitrit6  import' 
ance  in  the  eyes  of  that  neighbourhood.  I  cannot  pretend,^ 
therefore,  to  guess,  whiether  he  wiH  be  able  to  come  to  yoit. 
I  am  sorry  to  tell  you,  that  I  try  in  vain  to  execute  your 
commission  about  tapestry.  What  is  so  bad  as  wry-mouthed 
histories.^  and  yet  tor  this  they  ask  me  at  least  double  the 
price  you  talk  of.  1  have  seen  nothing  neither,  that  would 
please  me  at  any  price.  Yet  1  allow  tapestry  (if  at  all  tolerable) 
to  be  a  vei y  proper  furniture  for  your  sort  of  house ;  but  doubt, 
if  any  bargain  of  that  kind  is  to  be  met  with,  except  at  somtft 
old  mansion-sale  in  the  country,  where  people  will  disdain  tapefetry, 
because  they  hear  that  paper  is  aH  the  feshiom  Stonehewer  Has 
been  in  Northamptonshire  till  now ;  as  you  tolrf  me  the  subject 
of  your  letter,  I  did  not  send  it  thither  to  him,  besides  that, 
he  Avas  every  day  expected  in  town.  At  last  he  is  come,  and 
has  it,  but  I  have  not  yet  seen  him ;  he  is  gt)ne  to  day  (I  believe) 
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to  Portsmouth  to  receive  a  Morocco  Ambassador,  but  returns  very 
shortly.  There  is  one  advantage  in  getting  into  your  Abbey  at 
Christmas  time,  that  it  will  be  at  its  worst,  and  if  you  can  bear  it 
then,  you  need  not  fear  for  the  rest  of  the  year.  Mr.  Walpole  has 
lately  made  a  new  bed-chamber,  which  as  it  is  in  the  best  taste  of 
any  thing  he  has  yet  done,  and  in  your  own  Gothic  way,  I  must 
decribe  a  little.  You  enter  by  a  peaked  door  at  one  corner  of  the 
room  (out  of  a  narrow  winding  passage,  you  may  be  sure)  into  an 
alcove,  in  which  the  bed  is  to  stand,  formed  by  a  screen  of 
pierced  work  opening  by  one  large  arch  in  the  middle  to  the 
rest  of  the  chamber,  which  ie  lighted  at  the  other  end  by  a 
bow-window  of  three  days,  v/hose  tops  are  of  rich  painted  glass 
in  mosaic.  The  cieling  is  covered  and  fretted  in  star  and  quatre- 
foil  compartments,  wdth  roses  at  the  intersections,  all  is  papier 
mach6.  The  chimney  on  your  left  is  the  high  altar  in  the 
cathedral  of  Rouen  (from  whence  the  screen  also  is  taken)  con- 
sisting of  a  low  surbased  arch  between  two  octagon  towers,  whose 
pinnacles  almost  reach  the  cieling,  all  of  nich-work  ;  the  chairs 
and  dressing-table  are  real  carved  ebony^  packed  up  at  auctions. 
The  hangings  uniform,  purple  paper,  hung  all  over  with  the 
court  of  Henry  the  VI IL  copied  after  the  Holbeins  in  the 
Queen's  Closet  at  Kensington,  in  black  and  gold  frames.  Th« 
bed  is  to  be  either  from  Burleigh  (for  Lord  Exeter  is  new- 
furnishing  it,  and  means  to  sell  some  of  his  original  household 
stuff)  of  the  rich  old  tarnished  embroidery ;  or  if  that  is  not 
to  be  had,  and  it  must  be  new,  it  is  to  be  a  cut  velvet  with 
a  dark  purple  pattern  on  a  stone-colour  satin  ground,  and  deep 
mixed  fringes  and  tassels.  There's  for  you,  but  I  want  you  to 
see  it.  In  the  mean  time  I  live  in  the  Musaeum,  and  write 
volumes  of  antiquity.  I  have  got  (out  of  the  original  Ledger- 
book  of  the  Signet)  King  Richard  the  Third's  oath  to  Elizabeth, 
late  calling  herself  &uecn  of  England ;  to  prevail  upon  her  to 
come  out  of  sanctuary  with  her  five  daughters.       His  grant  to 


337 

Lady  Hastings  and  her  son,  dated  six  wedcs  after  he  had  cut 
off  her  husband's  head,  A  letter  to  his  mother,  another  to 
bis  chancellor,  to  persuade  his  solicitor  general  not  to  many 
Jane  Shore  then  in  Ludgate  by  his  command.  Sir  Thomas 
Wyats  Defence  at  his  trial,  when  accused  by  Bishop  Boifner 
of  high-treason ;  Lady  Purbeck  and  her  son  s  remarkaUe  case, 
and  several  more  odd  things  unknown  to  our  historians.  When 
I  come  home  I  have  a  great  heap  of  the  Conway  Papers* 
(which  is  a  secret)  to  read,  and  make  out.  In  short,  I  am 
up  to  the  ears. 

The  fish  you  mention  is  so  accurately  described,  that  I  know 
it  at  sight.  It  is  the  Ink-fish,  or  Loligo  of  the  Romans.  In 
Greek,  TeMc ;  in  Italian,  Calamaio ;  in  French,  Calmar.  You 
will  find  it  ranged  by  Linnaeus  in  the  class  of  Vermes,  the  order 
of  Mul  usca,  the  genus  of  Sepia,  No.  4,  page  659.  The  smaller 
ones  are  eaten  as  a  delicacy  fried,  with  their  own  ink  for  sauce, 
by  the  Italians  and  others.    You  may  see  it  in  Aldiovandus. 

4 

I  do  not  see  much  myself  of  the  fttce  of  nature  here,  but 
I  enquire.  Wheat  was  ciitting  in  Kent  the  25d  of  July,  the 
25th  at  Enfield.  The  27th,  wheat,  barley,  and  oats  cutting 
all  at  once  about  Windsor ;  the  forward  peas  all  got  in»  ground 
ploughed  and  turnips  sowed.  9th  of  August,  harvest  still  con- 
tinued in  Buckinghamshire;  the  27th,  about  Kennington,  it 
was  just  over,  being  delayed  for  want  of  hands ;  in  some  places, 
50  miles  firom  London,  it  is  but  just  over  now  for  the  same 


•  The  Conway  Papers  in  the  Reign  of .  Jmm  I.  See  Walpole^s  Letters, 
Vol.  5.  p.  61.  *<  J  am  ■till  in  the  height  of  my  impatienoe  for  the  chest  of  old 
papefs  from  Ragley,  which  either  by 'the  fault  df  their  servants  or  the  waggoner, 
is  not  yet  arriTed.  I  shall  go  to  London  again  on  Monday  in  quest  of  it;  and 
jn  truth  think,  so  Qiiich  about  it,  that  when  I  first  heard  of  the  victory  this  morning, 
I  rqoiced,  as  wn  were  likely  now  ^  recswr  tike  Paiafmafe.'*— iS^d. 
VOL.   II.  2  X 
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reason.  The  id  of  Augugt^  catkaiifte^piiean,  aniaqle-pliims.  Mid 
small  black  cherries  were  sold  in  wheelbarrows.  Filberds  id 
plenty-  the  8th.  Mulberries  and  fine  greengage  plums  the  19th. 
Fine  nectarines  and  peaches  the  !27tb.  The  4th  of  Septembw^ 
melons  ^nd  perdrigon-plums.  The  8th^  walnuts  30  a  peiiny. 
This  is  all  i  know  about  fruit  My  weather  b  not  ^ery 
complete. 

j^uljr  990,  1U9.    liondos*    TliirqAonif tec  5  «i  tbf  ACbBinoM^  M  7(i 

21 ^ 

22 game  hour..    ...   76. 

24    .  \ .   y — 

29  .••.«..•••      ditto 78. 

2ft      .    .    Wlad  N.V.W.  brisk    st  neon      ....    71. 

W     .    ,    Wn4  I%i4  «*  iiwkt -r- 

2^  IjFind  ^.  f^f,  ^it«  fljripe^  qloud?,  ^  in  ipon^ng,  ^. 

20  .     S.S.W.  stilly  an4. cloudy  sunshine;,    di^o    .     .   69.. 

30  Gloomy  and  tiot,  W.S.W.  shower  at  night,  ditto     .    70. 
•I  Eiglil  hours  riAiy  9.W-   tnoooshine  night    ditto    .   70. 

August  1  Cloudy,  W.S.W.  brisk  and  chill,  bright  even,  ditto  60. 

*  CVjw4y.V'^W.§,W<*aVa,VttlfjwHnigh^^ 

a,  I^ine,  vwd  fti.W.  00(>1    .....     .    ditto    .  04. 

'  4  Gloomy,  S.W.  high;  seven  hours  heavy  rain    ditto     .  6;4. 

6  €Voudy,  N\W.  hard  rsin  at  night     .    .      ditto    .  60. 

4  Ck^a  and  aofshhis,  viaA  K;W.  hiUk      ditto    .  64. 

%  ^JK»4r8.w<^  ,  , ^m9   .n* 

9  .  ,     \^.  (jlf^r  an^  hot diff^  .74, 

0  .  .      S.S.W.  very  hot ditto  .  76. 

16  .  .  Ditto  hot  and  foggy    .....  ditto  .  74. 
li  .  .  .     .      dear  aad  extmne  koi     .     .  ditto-  .*  76. 

12  .     .    N.N.W.   small  rain,  evening  fine      ditto     .  66. 

13  .     .     N.N.E.  brisk,  fine  day       ....  ditto     .  66. 
<li ddoAy 4im    .  64. 

M     .     .    K.NcWi  nkmi/i  and  8UB    .     .     .     .  ditto  .  68. 

16 v«vy  fine ditto  .  0*. 

17  -  *  : .     9iWt  a^Mrossf,  some  ruin    .        •    .  ditto  ^  66. 
IS>    .     .      very  fino    .    ,     .     .     i    .     ,     .  •  .    ditto  •  64^ 

19  .     .   W.N.WvolMidy^hutftunatDigkthardniiii,do.  64. 

20  .     .     W.S.W.  overcast,  at  night  much  rain,  ditto  66. 
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I  go  tio  fartiber  than  you  do,   bttt  il  ia  d«wn  ill  my  kMk.. 

What  4o  you  say  to  all  our  Victorieg?  The  ni|^t  we  re* 
joioed  for  BoSdaweni  *  in  the  midst  of  squibs  and  bonfires 
amv^  Lord  6.  Sackville«  He  gees  company^  and  tonlay  bw 
put  out  a  short  address  to  the  Public,  ^ying  he  expects  a 
CSourt'Martial  (for  no  one  abroad  had  autlioritf  to  try  him), 
and  de»ret  people  to  sdspend  their  judgeineit  I  fear  it  is  a 
rueful  oasoi 

« 

I  believe  I  shall  ge  en  Monday  to  Stoke  for  a  time,  where 
Lady  Cobham  has  been  dying.  My  best  respects  to  Mrs. 
Wharton«    Beliere  me  ever 


Faittifuliy  yoiir*, 


T.  G. 


Swthamptan  RaWf    Sept.  IS,    1759. 


^y    ^v'-'   >■*   X 


LETTER  LXXXV. 


M«^   GRAY  TO   b«-   WHARfON. 

I  KKOW"  Mt  what  tia  say  to  you  after  lo  long    a 
»>tn>t»  bufc  that  I  liav»  been  do<m  at  Sid&e  tD  see  poor  Lady 

3x3 
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GobhAm^  And'  after  about  three  weeks  passed  there,  she  being 
obliged  to  come  for  advice  (as  they  call  it)  to  town,  I  re- 
turned with  her,  and  have  been  ever  since,  till  about  ten  days 
ago)  by  her-  desire  in  the  house  with  her  in  Hanoveir*Square. 
She  is  d3ring  (as  it  now  plainly  appears)  of  a  dropsy,  and  the 
contemplation  of  lingering  death  is  not  apt  to  raise  the  spirits 
of  any  spectator  *  *  *  *  '  I  have  had  an  en*- 
quiry  from  Mr.  Jonathan  about  painted  glass,  .and  have  given 
him  such  information  as  1  could  procure.  The  manufacture  at 
York  seems  to  be  the  thing  for  your  purpose,  but  the  name 
df  the  person  I  cannot  learn.  He  at  Worcester  sells  it  for  two 
shillings  a  pound  (for  it  is  sold  by  i^eight).  I  approve  very 
well  of  the  canopy-work  border  on  liie  sides  of  each  light 
desceading  to  the  bottom,  provided  it  do  not  darken  the  win- 
dow too  much,  and  take  up  so  much  of  the  twenty  inches 
space,  as  to  make  the  plain  glass  in  the  middle  appear  over 
narrow.  But  I  have  been  more  used  to  see  the  whole  top  of 
coloured  glass  (from  where  the  Arch  begins  to  turn),  the  gloom 
above  contributing  much  to  the  beauty  of  the  clear  view  below. 
I  cannot  decide:  the  first  is  more  Gothic  and  more  uncom-^ 
mon;  the  latter  more  convenient  and  more  cheerful.  Green 
glass  is  not  classical,  nor  ever  seen  in  a  real  church-window, 
but  where  there  is  history  painted,  and  there  the  green  is  re- 
markably bad.  I  propose  the  rich  amethyst-purple  instead  of 
it  The  Mosaic  pattern  can  hardly  come  amiss,  only  do  not 
let  too  much  yellow  and  scarlet  come  together.  If  I  could  de- 
scribe the  Mosaic  at  Mr.  Walpole's  it  would  be  of  no  use  to 
you,  because  it  is  not  merely  made  of  squares  put  together, 
but  painted  in  a  pattern  of  Price,  and  stuided.  It  is  as  if  little 
Baktusitincis,  or  Pomegranate^  flowers/  we*e  set -four  together  and 
ibrmed  a  lioaenge,-  These  -aM^-a  golden  yellow, -4vith  a  white 
Pearl :a|^.  t)ie, junctions,  , and  the... spacer-inclosed  by  them  are 
scarlet  or  blue.  .  This  repeated  makes  a  diaper-wodi|  >  and  fills 
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the  whole  top  of  the  window.  I  am  sorry  any  of  your  designs 
depend  upon  Virginia ;  I  fear  it  will  fail  you.  Stonehewer  tells 
me,  you  have  a  neighbouring  scene  superior  to  any  banks  of 
the  Thames,  where  I  am  to  live  *  *  •  *  *  « 
•  *  *  clever,  and  forced  from  him  by  a  nonsensical 
speech  of  Beckford's.  The  second  was  a  studied  and  puerile 
declamation  on  funeral  honours  (on  proposing  a  Monument  for 
Wolfe).  In  the  course  of  it  he  wiped  his  eyes  with  one  hand- 
kerchief, and  Beckford  (who  seconded  him)  cried  too,  and  wiped 
with  two  handkerchiefs  at  once,  which  was  very  moving.  The 
third  was  about  Gen.  Amherst,  and  in  commendation  of  th§ 
industry  and  ardour  of  our  American  Commanders,  very  spirited 
and  eloquent.  This  i^  a  very  critical  time,  an  action  being 
hourly  expected  between  the  two  great  Fleets,  but  no  news  as 
yet.  I  don't  know  where  my  thermometer  left  off,  but  I  do  not 
find  any  observations  till  the  8th  September. 

Sept.  8,  at  68.  close  and  gloomy Walnuts  20  a  penny. 

0,        70.  same. 

10,  72.  very  fine.    Wind  S.W.  then  N.W.    .     .    Bergamot  Pears. 

11,  08.  wet,  evening  fine.      .    •    .    S.W.    foggy  night. 

12,  64.  cloudy ^  .     .  S.S.W. 

18,        68.  showery  afternoon      .     .     .     S.W. 

14,  62.    fair W.S.W.    cool. 

15,  62.    a  little  rain      .....    N.W.      little  frost  at  night. 

16,  61.    fiiir     .    .  .     .    .  N.N.W.  even.  N.E.  bright  and  cool, 

17,  59 N.W. 

..18,  68.:;     .    •       .  .itVV     " 

1©,        57 N. 

31,       00.    fiur N.B.  high. 

.89,'      60.  n  fair  and  oool N.E.  at  sight  i  yttle;  firost. 

.  ••;    23,     .50.-   f»n>,  afteni.  o<4d  and  ^ooinj,  set  by  a  fire.     (Went  to  Stoke.) 
24,        —     fine  .black  and  white  Muscadine  Grapes,  black  Figs    (the  white 

are  oyer),  Melons,  and  Wuhiuts. 
35,        — ^     red  and  blue  double  Asters,  Musk  and  Montiity  UoseS,   Mary* 

golds,     Sweet   Peas,   Carnations,    Mignonette,    and    d^Ue 
Stpoksy  in  Uoom*  ,  ,   . 


il 


S4S 

Scpl«M^       •• N.W.  high. 

film,    Oak|   and  old  Ash,    in  full  Terdura.     Horse  Cbesniit 
and  Lime  turn  yellow.    Young  Beeches  russet,  Oheriry-T^ees 
red,  and  dropping  (heir  LeAtds. 
27,        62.    clouds  and  sun. 


* 


4         •         •         «         •  * 


9g^       04.    fins. 

Oot  1,        _     .    .    Cafherine  t^each^  very  ripe.     Bbu^  ftonHgAt^  Ortj^ 

(AU  tlttr  rest  is  losi) 
ttm  ttik  cf  Nm^nbm^  sottie  snow  Cdl  in  llie  fi^ht 

tSd  T)ianiiMie4ev  at  »  (F^eesiag  Poiii^  for  tile  first  tine  i  since  frtiiek 
haa  eonttnued  rising:  weather  wet. 
To-day,  the  28th,  at  54.    Wind  W.N.W.  high.    Warm  and  wet 

My  best  respects  to  Mrs.  WbartoiL    t  flffl,  dear  Stf,   evet 


Yonm, 


Nw.  28,   [175©.] 


LETTER  LXXXVI. 


M*-   GRAY    TO    D*-  WHARTON. 


Landaih  Tlmrsday^  Jan.  S3,  1700. 


Dear  Doctor, 


I  AM  nmich  ^Mlged  ta  you  fer  yow  adHique  tews. 
Froissard  is  a  favourite  bocik  of  ititne  (thtfugb  f  hatve  not  at- 
tentively read  him,  but  only  dipp'd  here  and  there),  and  it  is 
itonge  to  ine  that  people  who  would  give  thousands  for  a 
dcMsen  Portraifes  (originate  ti  that  tiow)  ta  fiirnish  a  Gallery, 
should  never  cast  an  eye  on  so  vtaatf  m9tmg  Pictures  of  the 
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life,  aotions,  manners,  and  thoughts  of  their  anceston  done  on 
the  spot,  and  in  strong  though  simple  colours.  In  the  succeedr 
ing  century  Froissard  (I  find)  was  read  with  great  satisfaction 
by  every  body  that  could  read,  and  on  the  same  footing  with 
King  Arthur,  Sir  TriMram,  and  Archbishop  Turpin;  not  because 
they  thought  him  a  fabulous  writer,  but  because  they  took 
them  all  fer  tme  and  authentic  Historians*  To  so  little  pur«- 
pose  was  it  in  that  age  for  a  man-  to  be  at  the  .pains  of 
writing  truth !  Pray  are  you  come  to  the  four  Irish  Kings, 
that  went  to  school  to  K.  Richard  y''  2d/s  Master  of  the  Cere^ 
monies,  and  the  man  who  informed  Frois^d  of  all  he  had 
seen  m  St.  Patrick's  Purgatory. 

Yon  ask  after  Quebecu  Gen.  Towmeod  says,  it  is  much 
like  RicbmoadhHili  and  the  RiTer  as  fine  (but  bigger),  and 
the  Vale  as  rimt,  as  rich,  and  as  well  cultivated.  No  great 
■Battels  are  attributed  to  his  cowiuGt.  The  Officer  who  brought 
oveir  tiae  news,  when  the  Prince  of  Wales  asked,  bow  long 
Gen.  Townsendi  ecHonaiided  in  ibe  action  after  Wolfe's  death? 
answeved,  **  a  minute^  Sir."  It  is  certain  be  was  not  at  all 
wisll  with  WcUe,  who  for  some  time  had  not  cared  to  oonsult 
with  him,  or  communieaA^!  any  of  his  dtagns  toi  hwk  He  has 
breu^  home  an  ladian  Bo^r  widi  him  (designed  for  Lord  6- 
SackviUe^  bai  he  did  not  ehnse  to  take  him)  who  goes  about 
in  his  awn  dress,  and  is  brought  into  the  xoom  to  divert  his 
coBspan^ji.  The  General  afbor  dinnKir  one  day  had  heem  shewing 
them  a  h(w  of  soalps,  and  »niK  Indian  arms  and  utensilft. 
When  tiwf  were  gpn^  thfi  boy  got  ttie  box,,  and  found  a  scalp, 
wfaioh  he  knew  by  the  hair  belonged  to*  one:  of  his  own  nsr 
<aon.  He  grow  intQ  a  sudden  fivy  (though  but  efibve/i  yiears 
cht),  aad  catebing  up  one:  of  the  s£tilpiig*-kBi^^fs  Jir)ade  at  his 
Master  witb  intaation  to  inurtheK  bim^  wha  in  his  siiirprise 
bapily  hmtw  how  to  «Ma!  hiin ;  aadc  b|(  laying  o|Msn  bis  breast, 
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making  srgns,  and  with  a  few  words  of  French  jargon  that  the 
boy  understood,  at  last  with  much  difficulty  pacified  him.  The 
first  rejoicing  night  he  was  terribly  frighted,  and  thought  the 
bone-fire  was  made  for  him,  and  that  they  were  going  to  tor- 
ture and  devour  him.  He  is  mighty  fond  of  venison  blood- 
raw;  and  once  they  caught  him  flourishing  his  knife  over  a 
dog  that  lay  asleep  by  the  fire,  because  (he  said)  it  was  bon- 
manger  4 

You  have  heard  of  the  Irish  disturbances  (I  reckon);  never 
were  two  Houses  of  Parliament  so  ♦  ♦  *  This  is 
not  a  figure,  but  literally  sb.  They  placed  an  old  woman  on 
the  Throne,  and  called  for  pipes  and  tobacco;  made  my  Lord 
Chief*Justice  administer  an  Oath  (which  they  dictated)  to  my 
Lord  Chancellor;  beat  the  Bishop  of  Killaloe  black  and  blue; 
played  at  football  with  Chenevix,  the  old  refugee  Bishop  of 
Waterford;  rolled  my  Lord  Faraham  in  the  kennel;  pulled  Sir 
Thos.  Prendergast  by  the  nose  (naturally  large)  till  it  was  the 
size  of  a  cauliflower,  and  would  have  hanged  Rigby,  if  he  had 
not  got  out  of  a  window.  All  this  time  the  Castle  rem^doed  in 
perfect  tranquillity.  At  last  the  guard  was  obliged  to  move 
(with  orders  not  to  fire),  but  the  mob  threw  dirt  at .  them. 
Then  the  horse  broke  in  upon  them,  cutting  and  slashing,  and 
took  seventeen  prisoners :  next  morning  they  were  all  set  at 
liberty,  and  said  to  be  poor  silly  people,  that  knew  nothing  of 
the  matter.  The  same  night  there  was  a  ball  at  the  Castle, 
and  play  till  four  in  the  morning.  This  tumult  happened  two 
days  before  the  news  of  Hawke's  victory  got  to  Dublin;  and 
there  was  another  some  time  before,  when  first  it  was  known 
that  the  Bre.st-fleet  had  sailed.  Warning  was  given  (from  the 
best  hands  in  England)  six  weeks  before  that  time,  that  there 
would  be  a  rising^  of  the  Papists  in  Ireland ;  and  the  first  person 
whom    the  mob  insulted  was  a  Mr.  Rowley,  a  Member,  always 
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in  opposition  to  the  Court,  but  «^  Fnsbytermn.  It  is  atmnge 
(but,  I  am  assured,  true)  that  the  Goyemment  have  not'  yet 
received  any  account  of  the  matter  from  thence,  and  all  the 
Irish  here  are  ready  to  fight  a  inm  that  says  there  has  been 
any  riot  at  all  at  Dublin.  T^e  notion  that  had  possessed  the 
crowd  was,  that  a  Union  was  to  be  voted  between  the  two 
nations,  and  they  should  have  no  more  Parliaments  there- 
Prince  Ferdinand  has  done  a  strange  thing  in  Qermany.  We 
have  always  studiously  avoided  doing  any  thing  to  incur  the 
Ban  of  the  Empire.  He  has  now  (without  waiting  for  com- 
mands firom  hence)  detached  14,000  men,  the  flower  of  his 
flock,  to  assist  the  King  of  Prussia  in  Saxony  against  the  Em- 
press-Queen and  the  Empire.  Hie  old  gentleman  does  not 
know  how  to  digest  it  after  giving  him  £2000  a  year  on  the 
Irish  Establishment,  and  £S0,000  for  die  Battle  <^  Minden  (not 
out  of  his  own  pocket,  don't  mistake ;  but  out  of  your's,  under 
the  head  of  Exd'awdinaries).  A  great  fleet  is  preparing,  and 
an  ex|iedition  going  fcMrward ;  but  nobody  knows  where  to :  some 
say,  Martinico,  others  Minorca.  All  thought  of  a  Congress  is 
vanished,  since  the  Empress  ha»  shewed  herself  so  oo(A  to  our 
proposal. 

Mr.  Pitt  (not  the  Great,  but  the  little  one,  my  acquaintance) 
is  setting  out  on  his  travels.'  He  goes  with  my  Lord  Kinnoul 
to  lisbon;  then  (by  sea  still)  to  Cales,  then  op  the  Guadal- 
quivir to  Seville  and  Cordova,  and  so  perhaps  to  Toledo,  but 
certainly  to  Grenada;  and  after  breathing  the  perfumed  air  of 
Andalusia,  and  contemplating  the  remains  of  Moorish  magni^ 
ficence,  re-embarks  at  Gibraltar  or  Malaga,  and  saik  to  Genoa. 
Sure  an  extraordinary  good  way  of  passing  a  fe  winter 
months,  and  better  than  dra§^ng  through  Holland,  Germany, 
and  Switzerland,  to  the  same  place.    Now  we  have  been  con- 

VOL.  Ik  2  Y 


I 

i. 


546 

triving.  to  get  my  L^*  Stitithmofe,  (for  whose  advantage  it  will 
be  in  several  respects,)  to  bear  a  part  in  this  expedition,  and 
to  day  we  have  brought  it  about,  and  they  will  go  in  a  fortnight; 
but  this:  is  a.  secret,  and  you  must  not  telU  for  fear  my  Lady 
should  be  frighted  at  so  much  sea. 

The  Attorney  and  Solic^  General  (to  whom  it  was  referred) 
have  declared  that  Lord  G.  Sackville  may  be  tried  by  a  Court- 
martial.  L^*  Holdernesse  has  wrote  him  a  letter  to  inform  him 
of  this,  and  desires  to  know  (these  are  the  words)  how  his  L^'p- 
would  have  them  proceed,  as  there  is  no  .specific  charge  against 
him.  I  am  told  he  has  answered^  that  he  cannot  pretend  to 
prescribe  how  a  Court,  that  sits  in  judgement  upon  him,  is  to 
proceed  against  him ;  that  he  well  knows  nothing  caji  Justly  be 
alledged  against  him;  but  doubts  not,  from  P''*  Ferdinand's 
treatment  of  him,  that  there  was  some  charge  against  him,  es* 
pecially  as  he  finds  himself  dismissed  from  all  h  s  emplo  jmenls. 
I  hear  too,  that  (whatever  the  lawyers  have  said)  the  General 
Officers  insist,  they  will  not  have  any  thing  to  do  with  his 
cause,  as  he  is  no  longer  of  the  army.  So  (I  suppose)  aftqr  a 
little  bustle  the  no^atter  will  drop. 

Here  is  a  new  Farce  of  Macklin  the  Player's,  that  delights 
the  town  much,  Love-a-la-Mode,  a  Beau  Jew,  an  English 
Gentleman  Jockey,  a  Scotch  .Baronet,  and  an  Irish  Officer  in 
the  Prussian  service,  that  .make  love  to  a  Merchants  Niece. 
The  Irishman  is  the  Hero,,  and  the  happy  man,  as  he  deserves; 
for  Sir  Reilichan  O'Callaghan  is  a  modest,  brave,  and  generous 
soldier ;  yet  with  the  manners,  the  brogue,  and  tiie  understanding 
of  an  Irishman,  which  makes  a  new  character.  The  king  is 
so  pleased  with  the  Scotch  character  (which  is  no  compliment 
to  that  nation)  that  he  has  sent  for  a  copy  of  the  piece,  for 
it  is  not  printed^  to  read. 
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I  am  sorry  ^  to  hear  you  have  reason  to  complain  of  Mr. 
BelU  because  he  seemed  to  have  some  taste  in  Gothic^  and 
it  may  not  be  easy  to  find  such  another.  It  is  for  my  sake, 
not  firom  your  own  judgement,  that  you  see  the  affair  I  men* 
tioned  to  you  in  so  good  a  light ;  I  wish  I  could  foresee  any 
such  consequences  as  you  do;  but  fear  it  will  be  the  very 
reverse,  and  so  do  others  than  I.  The  Museum  goes  on  as 
usual;  1  have  got  the  £arl  of  Huntingdon  and  S*^-  George 
Bowes's  letters  to  Cecil  about  the  Rebellion  in  the  North. 
Heberden  has  married  Miss  Woolaston,  of  Charter-house-square^ 
this  week,  whom  he  formerly  courted,  but  could  not  then 
afford  to  have;  for  she  has  (they  say)  but  £2000  fortune.  I 
have  not  yet  seen  her.    My  best  respects  to  Mrs.  Wharton. 

I  am  ever  yours, 

T.  G. 


LETTER  LXXXVIL 


M"^  GRAY   TO   D»-   WHJlRTON. 

April  i^nd,  17eo»  Lmidan. 

Dear  Doctor, 

I  AM  not  sorry  to  hear  you  are  exceeding  busy, 
except  as  it  has  deprived  me  of  the  pleasure  I  should  have  in 
hearing  oflen  from  you,  and  as  it  has  been  occasioned  by  a 
little  vexation  and  disappointment    To  find  one'sHself  business  (I 
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am  pereuaded)  is  the  great  art  of  life;  and  I  am.nev^r  so 
angry  as  vfben  I  hear  my  acquaintance  wishing  they  had  been 
InrBd  to  some  poking  profession,  or  employed  in  some  office  of 
dcudgery,  as  if  it  were  pleasant^  to  be  at  the  command  oi' 
other  people,  than  at  one's  own;  and  as  if  they  could  not  go 
unless  they  were  w<mnd  up ;  yet  I  know  and  feel  what  they 
mean  by  this  complaint:  it  proves  that  some  spirit,  something 
af  genius  (more  than  common)  is  required  to  teach  a  man  how 
to  employ  himsel£  I  say  tf  Mm,  for  women,  ccnnmonly  speaking, 
never  feiel  this  distemper;  they  have  always  something  to  do: 
time  hangs  not  on  their  hands  (unless  they  be  fine  ladies),  a 
variety  of  small  inventions  and  occupations  fill  up  the  void,  and 
their  eyes  are  never  (^n  in  vain. 

I  thank  you  heartily  for  the  sow,  if  you  have  no  occasion 
for  her,  I  have ;  and  if  his  l/^  will  be  so  kind  as  to  drive 
her  up  to  town,  will  gladly  give  him  forty  shillings  and  the 
chitterlings  into  the  bargain.  I  could  repay  you  with  the  story 
of  my  Lady  F'-  but  (I  doubt)  you  know  my  sow  already,  es- 
pecially as  you  dwell  near  Raby.  However  VU  venture ;  it  may 
be,  you  have  not  heard  it.  About  two  months  ago  Mr.  Creswick 
(die  D.  of  Cleveland's  managiiig  man)  received  an  anonymous 
letter  as  firom  a  lady,  offering  him  (if  he  would  bring  about  a 
match  between  her  and  his  lord)  £3000  to  be  paid  after  marriage 
out  of  the  estate.  If  he  came  into  the  proposal,  a  place  was 
named,  where  he  might  speak  with  the  party.  He  carried  the 
letter  directly  to  the  old  Lady  Darlington,  and  they  agreed  he 
should  go  to  the  place.  He  did  so,  and  found  there  a  man, 
agent  for  the  Lady;  but,  refusing  to  treat  with  any  but  prin- 
cipals after  a  little  difficulty  was  conducted  to  her  in  person, 
and  ^nd  it  was  my  Lady  F.  (S^-  £v.  F.'s  fine  young  widow). 
What  passed  between  them  J  know  npt;  but  that  very  night 
she  was  a^t  Lady  ]>arl°'s  Assembly  (as  she  had  oiSQd  to  be)  and 
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no  notice  taken.  The  next  morning  she  received  a  card  to 
say,  Lady  D*  had  not  escpected  to  see  her  after  tchat  frnd  passed; 
otherwise  she  would  have  ordered  her  porter  not  to  let  her  in. 
The  whole  af&ir  was  immediately  told  to  every  body.  Yet 
she  had  continued  going  about  all  public  places  t^te  kvie,  and  so- 
lemnly denying  the  whole  to  her  acquaintance.  8ince  that  I  hear 
she  owns  it,  and  8a3rB^  her  children  were  unprovided  for,  and 
desires  to  know  which  of  her  friaids  would  not  have  done  the 
same?  but  as  neither  of  these  expedients  succeed  very  well, 
she  has  hired  a  small  house,  and  is  going  into  the  country  for 
the  sunimer. 

Here  has  just  been  a  duel  between  the  duke  of  Bolton  and 
Mr.  Stewart  (a  candidate  fw  the  county  of  Hampshire  at  the 
late  election)  what  the  quarrel  was,  I  do  not  know;  but  they 
met  near  Mary-le-bone,  and  the  D.  in  making  a  pass,  over-reached 
himself^  fell  down  and  hurt  his  knee,  the  other  bid  him  get 
up,  but  he  could  not;  then  he  bid  him  ask  his  life,  but  he 
would  not;  so  he  let  him  alone,  and  that's  all.  Mr.  Stewart 
was  slightly  wdunded. 

The  old  Fondles,  that  sat  on  L^-  G-  Sackville,  (for  they  were 
all  such,  but  two*  Gen.  Cholniondeley  and  L^*  Albermarle)  have 
at  last  hammered  out  their  sentence.  He  is  declared  disobedient 
and  unfit  for  all  military  command.  It  is  said  that  nine  (out 
of  the  fifteen)  were  for  death,  but  as  two  thirds  must  be  unanimous, 
some  of  them  came  over  to  the  merciful  side.  I  do  not  affirm 
the  trath^  of  this.  What  he  will  do  with  himself,  nobody 
guesses.  The  poor  old  duke  went  into  the  country  some  time 
ago,  and  (they  say)  can  hardly  bear  the  sight  of  any  body. 
The  Unembarrassed  countenance,  the  looks  of  sovereign  cootempt 
and  superiority,   that  his  JJ^^-  bestowed  on   his  accusers  diiring 
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the  trial,  were  the  admiratioo  of  ail:  but  his  usual  talents 
and  art  did  not  appear^  in  short  his  cause  would  not  support 
him.  Be  that  as  it  wilU  e?ery  body  blames  somebody,  who 
has  been  out  of  all  temper,  and  intractable  during  the  whole 
time«  Smith  (the  Aid-^le-camp,  and  principal  witness  for  L"^  G.) 
hadiDO  sooner  finished  his  evidence,  but  he  was  forbid  to  mount 
guards  and  ordered  to  sell  out.  The  court  and  the  criminal 
went  halves  in  the  expence  of  the  short-hand  writer,  so  Lf  6* 
has  already  published  the  trial,  before  the  authentic  copy 
appears;  and  in  it  are  all  the  foolish  questions  that  were  asked, 
and  the  absurdities  of  his  judges,  you  may  think  perhaps  that 
he  intends  to  go  abroad,  and  hide  his  head:  au  contraire,  all 
the  world  visits  him  on  his  condemnation.  He  says  himself  his 
situation  is  better  than  ever  it  was ;  the  Scotch  have  all  along 
affected  to  take  him  under  their  protection;  his  wife  has  been 
daily  walking  with  Lady  Augusta  (during  the  trial)  in  Leicerter 
gardens,  and  Lord  B/s  chariot  stands  at  his  door  by  the  hour. 

L^  Ferrers*  has  entertained  the  town  for  three  days;  I  was 
not  there,  but  Masoo  and  Stonehewer  were  in  the  D.  of  An- 
caster's  gallery,  and  in  the  greatest  danger  (which  I  believe  they 
do  not  yet  know  themselves),  for  the  cell  underneath  them  (to 
which  the  prisoner  retires),  was  on  fire  during  the  trial,  and 
the  D.  of  Anc'*  with  the  workmen,  by  sawing  away  some 
timbers,  and  other  assistance,  contrived  to  put  it  out  without 
any  alarm  given  to  the  Court:  several  now  recollect  they 
smelt  burning,  and  heard  a  noise  of  sawing,  but  none  guessed  as 
to  the  cause.  Miss  Johnson,  daughter  to  the  murthered  man, 
appeared  so  cool,  and  gave  so   gentte  an  evidence,  that  at  first 


t  See  a  full  account  of  this  Trial,  in  SmoIlett^s  History  of  England,  Vol.  V. 
p<  181.190. 
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sight  every  one  concluded  she  was  bought  off;  but  this  could 
do  him  little  good.  The  surgeon  and  his  own  servants  laid 
open  such  a  scene  (A'  barbarity  and  long-meditated  malice,  as 
left  no  room  tor  his  plea  of  lunacy,  nor  ai^  tliought  of  pity  in 
the  hearers.  The  oddest  thing  was  this  plea  of  temporary  lu- 
nacy, and  his  producing  two  brothers  of  his  to  prove  it,  one 
a  Clergyman  (suspetided  for  Methodism  by  the  B^  of  London) ; ' 
the  other  a  sort  ot  Squire,  that  goes  in  the  country  by  the 
name  of  Ragged  and  Dangerous.  He  managed  the  cause  him- 
self with  more  cleverness  than  any  of  his  Counsel,  and  (when 
found  guilty,)  asked  pardon  for  his  plea,  and  laid  it  upon  the 
persuasions  of  his  family.  Mrs.  Shirley,  (his  mother).  Lady 
Huntingdon,  and  others  of  the  relations  were  at  Court  yester- 
day with  a  petition  for  mercy ;  but  on  the  5th  of  May  he  is 
to  be   hanged  at  Tyburn. 

Thp  town  .are  reading  the  K.  of  Prussia's  poetry,  (Le  Philo- 
sophe  sans  souci),  and  I  have  done  like  the  town ;  ,  they  do 
not  seem  so  sick  of  it  as  I  am.  It  is  all  the  scuni  of  Vol- 
taire  and  Bolingbroke,  the  cramhe  redtcta  of  our  worst  Free- 
thinkers, tossed  up  in  German-French  rhyme.  Tristram  Shandy 
is  still  a  greater  object  of  admiration,  the  man  as  well  as  the 
book.  One  is  invited  to  dinner,  where  he  dines,  a  fortnight 
beforehand.  I^is  portrait  is  done  by  Reynolds,  and  now  engraving. 
Dodsley  gives  £700  for  a  second  edition,  and  two  new  volumes 
not  yet  written ;  and  to-morrow  will  come  out  two  volumes  of 
Sermons  by  him.  Your  friend,  Mr.  Hall,  has  printed  two 
Lyric  Epistles,  one  to  my  Cousin  Shandy  on  his  coming  to 
town,  the  other  to  the  grown  gentlewomen,  the  Misses  of 
York :  they  seem  to  me  to  be  absolute  madness.  These  are 
the  best  lines  in  them. 

IMl  tell  you  a  story  of  Elijah— 
Close  by  a  mob  of  children  stood, 
Commentiog  on  bis  sober  mood,  &c. 
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And  IwckM  them  (their  opinions)  like  enob  sort  of  folks. 

With  |t  few  stones  and  a  few  jokes : 

Till  weary  of  their  pelting  and  their  prattle. 

He  ordered  out  his  bears  to  battle. 

It  was  delightful  filo 

To  see  them  run 

And  eat  «p  the  young  enttle« 

The  7th  volume  of   Buffon  is  come   over:    do  you  chuse  to 
have  it  ? 


Poor  L<ady  Cobham  is  at  last  delivered  from  a  painful  life, 
she  has'  given  Miss  Speed  above   £30,000. 

Mr.  Brown  is  well :  I  heard  from  him  yesterday,  and  think 
of  visiting  him  soon.  Mason  and  Stonehewer  are  both  in  town, 
and  (if  they  were  here)  would  send  their  best  compliments  to 
you  and  Mrs.  Wh"-  with  mine.  You  see  I  have  left  no  room 
for  weather,  yet  I  have  observed  the  birth  of  the  Spring,  which 
(though  backward)  is  very  beautiful  at  present.  Mind,  from  this 
day  the  thermometer  goes  to  its  old  place  below  in  the  yard, 
and  so  pray  let  its  sister  do.  Mr.  Stillingfleet  (with  whom  I 
am  grown  acquainted)  has  convinced  me  it  ought  to  do  so. 

Adieu ! 


^ 
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LETTER  LXXXVHL 


M»-  «RAY   TO   M«    STONEH^WER. 

L^Mhm,  June  W,  1760. 

THOUOH  you  have  had  but  a  melancholy  employ- 
ment, it  IS  worthy  of  envyv  end  (I  hope)  will  have  all  the  sue- 
cesis  it  desertteft"^.  It  was  the  best  and  most  natural  method  of 
cure,  and  such  as  could  not  have  been  administered  by  any 
but  your  gentle  hand.  I  thank  you  for  communicating  to  me 
what  must  give  you  Bd  Ihubh  d^i&fttatiavi. 

I  too  was  reading  M.  I)*Alembertf  an<i  (tike  you)  am  totally 
disappcttnted  m  his  Elements.  I  ^idd  only  taste  a  Uttltt  isf 
the  fink  ^XMVse  i  it  \vw  ^  as  a  sticky  hfiurd  as  a  stone»  miA 
6^d  ^  a  cucumber.  But  tfaeii  the  letfefiif  tb  itbusseaa  is  like 
hittiself }  and  the  Discbursss  nh  £k>culio%  tad  ^Ma  tbs  Libwty 
of  Mubic^  we  divine.  He  hab  added  t9  bis  irendaticms  findm 
Tamitus ;  feuid  (what  is  rtoifeurkid^le)  theikgli  that  Authcnr's  man* 
her  more  Marl^  resembtes  the  beist  Fraich  Wntew  ef  the  pro- 


•  *^^*ii»» 
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*  Mr.  Stonebewer  was  now  at  Hoogbton-le-Spriiig,  in  the  Bisbopricl^of  Durfaan, 
attending  on  his  siek  father,  rector  o^  that  parish. — Jfofon. 

t  Two  subsequent  Tolumes  of  his  '*  Mdangea  de  literature  fc  Philo8ophie."r— 
VOL.  II.  i  Z 
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sent  age,  than  any  thing,  he  totally  foils  in  the  attempt.  Is  i& 
his  fault,  or  that  of  the  lattiguage  ? 

I  have  received  another  Scotch  packet  with  a  third  spe- 
cimen, inferior  in  kind,  (because  it  is  merely  description)  but 
yet  full  of  nature  and  noble  wild  imagination.  Five  Bards 
pass  the  night  at  the  Castle  of  a  Chief  (himself  a  principal 
Bard) ;  each  goes  out  in  his  turn  to  observe  the  face  of  things^  j 

and  returns  with  an  extempore  picture  of  the  changes  he  has  seen ; 
it  is  an  October  night,  the  (harvest-month  of  the  Highlands.) 
This  is  the  whole  plan ;  yet  there  is  a  contrivance,  and  a  pre- 
paration of  ideas,  that  you  would  not  expect.  The  oddest  thing 
is,  that  every  one  of  them  sees  Ghosts  (more  or  less).  The 
idea,  that  struck  and  surprised  me  most,  is  the  following.  One 
of  them  (describing  a  storm  of  wind  and  rain)   says 

Ghosts  ride  on  the  tempest  to-night : 

Sweet  is  their  voice  between  the  gusts  of  wind  ; 

Their  Mongs  are  of  other  worlds! 

Did  you  never  observe  (while  rocking  winds  are  piping  loud, J  that 
pause,  as  the  gust  is  recollecting  itself,  and  rising  upon  the  ear 
in  a  shrill  and  plaintive  note,  like  the  swell  of  an  .£olian  harp  ? 
I '  do  assure  you  there  is  nothing  in  the  world  so  like  the 
voice  of  a  spirit.  Thomson  had  an  ear  sometimes:  he  was 
not  deaf  to  this^  and  has  described  it  gloriously,  but  given  it 
another  different  turn,  and  of  more  horror,  I  cannot  repeat 
the  lines :  it  is  in  his  Winter.  There  is  another  very  fine 
picture  in  one  of  them.     It  describes  the  breaking  of  the  clouds  ^ 

after  the  storm,  before  it  is  settled  into  a  calm,  and  when  the 
moon  is  seen  by  short  intervals. 

The  waxes  are  tumbling  on  the  lake, 
And  lash  the  rocky  sides. 
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The  boat  is  briiii«fuU  in  the  cove, 

The  oars  on  the  rocking  tide. 

Sad  sits  a  maid  beneath  a  chflT, 

And  eyes  the  rolling  stream  : 

Her  Lover  promised  to  come. 

She  saw  his  boat  (when  it  was  evening)  on  the  lake ; 

Are  tkeMe  his  groans  m  the  gale  f 

Is  this  his  broken  boat  on  the  shore  f* 


*  The  whole  of  this  descriptive  piece  has  been  since  published  in  a  note  to  a 
Poem,  entitled  Croma,  (See  Ossian's  Poems,  VoL  I.  p.  350.  8vo.)  It  is  some* 
what  remarkable  that  the  manuscript,  in  the  translator's  own  hand,  which  I  have 
in  my  possession,  varies  considerably  from  the  printed  copy.  Some  images  are 
omitted,  and  others  added.  I 'will  mention  one  which  is  not  in^lhe  manuscript,  the 
spirit  of  the  mountmm  shrieks.  'In  the  tragedy  of  Douglas^  published  at  ieint 
three  years  before,  I  always  admired  this  ine  line,  the  angry  spirit  of  the  watmr 
shrieVd. — Quere,  Did  Mr.  Home  take  this  sublime  image  from  Ossian^  or  has.  the 
translator  of  Ossian  since  borrowed  it  from  Mr.  Home  ?— JfcMon. 
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LETTER  LXXXIX. 


M^  COkAY  TCK  D^  WHARTON. 

^MA&  I>QCTQR, 

r  HEARD  yesterday  fironji.  your  old  friend  Mr.  Field 

thftt  Mfs^.  WhiWtfML  Had  Intpw^  yiou  %  mm,  «nd  9«  i  siiic«K% 

kope  ttn\  magr  W  some*  acMitioii^  to  ymin  kappinrasi  I  beartity 
congratulate  yoti  both  on  the  occaston;  Another  thing  t  rejoice 
in,  is,  to  know  that  you  not  only  grow  reconciled  to  your 
scene,  but  discover  beauties  round  you,  that  once  were  deformities. 
I  am  persuaded  the  whole  matter  is,  to  have  always  something 
going  forward.  Happy  they  that  can  create  a  rose-tree;  or 
erect  a  honeysuckle;  that  can  watch  the  brood  of  a  hen,  or 
see  a  fleet  of  their  own  ducklings  launch  into  the  water!  It 
is  with  a  sentiment  of  envy  that  I  speak  it,  who  never  shall 
have  even  a  thatched  roof  of  my  own,  nor  gather  a  strawberry, 
but  in  Covent  Garden.  I  will  not  believe  in  the  vocality  of 
Old  Park  till  next  summer,  when  perhaps  I  may  trust  my  own 
ears. 

I  remain,  bating  somb  few  little  excursions  that  I  have  made, 
still  in  town,  though  for  these  three  weeks  I  have  been  going 
into  Oxfordshire  with  Madam  Speed.  But  her  affairs,  as  she 
says,  or  her  vagaries,  as  I  say,  have  obliged  her  to  alter  her 
mind  ten  times  within  that  space.  No  wonder,  for  she  has  got 
at  least   £30,000,  with  a  house  in  town,  plate,  jewels,  china. 


5fl7 

and  aid  japEut  infimte^  io  ihat  indeed  k  would  be  tidiculaiif 
for  her  to  know  her  own  mkuL  I«  who  know  mine,  do  intend 
to  go  to  Cambridge,  but  that  owl,  Fobus,  is  going  thither  to 
the  commencement ;  so  that  I  am  forced  to  stay  till  his  nonsense 
18  at  an.  end.  Chapman  yon  see  is  dead  at  lastj^  which  sig- 
idfies  not  nmch,  i  take  it»  to  any  bo^v  for  his  femily  (they 
say)  are  left  in  good  circumstances.  I  am  neither  sorry  nor 
2^ad»  for  Mason  (I  dcubt)  will  aearce  aueceed  to  his  Prebend. 
"Bie  old  creature  is  down  at  Aston,  where  my  Lord^  has  paid 
ban  a  vi^t  blely,  as  the  town  saya  la  m  miff,  about  the  garter, 
amd  other  Trumps  he  has  met  with  of  late.  I  believe  Htm  at 
least  is.  certain^  that  h&  haa  deserted,  hia  old  attachments^,  and 

« 

worships  another  idol»  who  receives  hia  kicense  with  a  good 
deal  oi  coldaesa  and  negligenoe; 


I  can  tell  ytia  but  little  of  St.  Genmain.  He  saw  Monsieur 
lyAffbay  at  the  Hague,,  (wIsmdi  in  a  day  or  two^  on  receiving  a 
Courier  from  his  own  court)  asked  the  States  leave  to  apprehend 
him,f  but  he  was  gone,  and  arrived  safe  in  St  Mary  Ax, 
whew  he  bad  Uddh^iigSr  (I  fancy)  at  !»»  old  friend  La  Coars, 
thei  Jew-  Phynv  iaoi  After  sotne  day^,  a  nessenger  took  chstfge 
c^  hiin,  and  he  was  examinped  (I  believe)  before  Mr.  Pitt.  Thejy 
luMre\  ea  dtamissed  him,  bat  wilib  orders  to  leave  England  diiectLy . 
Yet  I:  knaw,.  ease  wab  taken  that,  he  should  be  fornished  with 
proper  pas^Mnts  to  got  safe:  through*  Holland^  to  Hamburgh ;  whith 
g^^ves  some  room  to<  believe,  wbat  muiy  at.  first  inaaigined,  that 


^b^rittmit^ 


^•^.         *  » 


*  Lord  Roldernesse. 


f.  Coiwt  der  ShL.  Genmin^  who  oomnaDded  an  arniy  oa  the  Rbiae  of  30,000 
men  against  the  Allied  forces ;,  conoeiviog  disgust  at  being  obliged  to  serve  under 
the. Duke  da  BrogUoi  who  was  his  junior  in  the  service,  relinquished  his  cemmaDd ; 
and  it  is,  I'  eonclude,  to  him  that  Qtay  alliides.  Ccmttt  dTAflFay  wais^  the  J^reneli 
Amftiissader  at'tfate  Hfc|(M.— lU, 
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he  Was'  charged  with  some  proposals  from  the  French  coa^i  He 
is  a  likely  person  enough  to  ipake  them  believe  at  Paris,  that 
he  could  somehow  serve  them  on  such  an  occasion. 

We  are  in  great  alarms  about  Quebec;  the  force  in  the  town 
was  not  8000  men,  sufficient  to  defend  the  place,  (naturally 
strong)  against  any  attack  of  the  French  forces,  unfurnished  as 
they  must  be  for  a  formal  siege ;  but  by  no  means  to  meet 
them  in  the  field.  This  however  is  what  Murray  has  chosen 
to  do,  whether  from  rashness,  or  deceived  by  &\se  intelligence, 
I  cannot  tell.  The  returns  of  our  loss  are  undoubtedly  false,  fep 
we  have  above  10<)  officers  killed,  or  taken.  All  depends  upon 
the  arriviBil  of  our  garrison  firom  Louisberg,  which  was  daily  ex- 
l^ected.  But  even  that  (unless  they  bring  provisions  with  them) 
may  increase  the  distress ;  for  at  the  time  when  we  were  told 
of  the  plenty  and  cheapness  of  all  things  at  Quebec,  I  am  as- 
sured, a  piece  of  fresh  meat  could  not  be  had  for  twenty 
guineas. 

If  you  have  seen  Stonehewer,  he  has  probably  told  you  of 
my  old  Scotch,  (or  rather  Irish)  poetry.  I  am  gone  mad  about 
them.  They  are  said  to  be  translations  (literal  and  in  prose) 
from  the  i^r^e  tongue,  done  by  one  Macpherson,  a  young  clergyman 
in  the  Highlands.  He  means  to  publish  a  collection  he  has 
of  these  specimens  of  antiquity ;  but  what  plagues  me  is,  I 
cannot  come  at  any  certainty  on  that  head.  I  was  so  struck, 
so  extasii  with  their  infinite  beauty,  that  I  writ  into  Scotland 
to  make  a  thousand  enquiries.  The  letters  I  have  in  return, 
are  ill  wrote,  ill  reasoned,  unsatisfactory,  calculated  (one  would 
imagine)  to  'deceive  one,  and  yet  not  cunnings  Enough  to  do  it 
cleverly.  In  short,  'the  whole  external  evidence  would  make 
one  believe  these  fragments  (for  so  he  calls  them,  though  nothing 
can  be   more  entire)  counterfeit;    but  the  internal  is   so  strong 
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on  the  other  side,  that  I  am  resolved  to  believe  them  genuine^ 
spite  of  the  Devil  and  the  Kirk  It  is  impossible  to  convince 
me  that  they  were  invented  by  the  same  man,  that  writes  me 
these  letters.  On  tlie  other  hand,  it  is  almost  as  hard  to  suppose, 
if  they  are  original,  that  he  should  be  able  to  translate  them 
sd  admirably.  What  can  one  do?  since  Stonehewer  went,  I 
have  received  another  of  a  very  different,  and  inferior  kind, 
(being  merely  descriptive)  much  more  modern  than  the  former 
(he  says),  yet  very  old  too.  This  too  in  its  way,  is  extremely 
fine.  In  short,  this  man  is  the  very  Daemon  of  poetry,  or  he 
has  lighted  on  a  treasure  hid  for  ages.  The  Welch  Poets  are 
also  coming  to  light.  I  have  seen  a  Discourse  in  MS.  about 
them  (by  one  Mr.  £vans,  a  clergyman)  with  specimens  of  their 
writings.  This  is  in  Latin,  and  though  it  dont  approach  the 
other,  there  are  fine  scraps  among  it. 

• 

You  will  think  I  am  grown  mighty  poetical  of  a  sudden, 
you  would  think  so  still  more,  if  you  knew  there  was  a  Satire 
printed  against  me  and  Mason  jointly ;  it  is  called  Two  Odes : 
the  one  is  inscribed  to  Obscurity,  (that  is  me)  the  other  to 
Oblivion.  It  tells  me  what  I  never  heard  before ;  for  (speaking 
of  himself)  the  Author  says  though  he  has. 

Nor  the  pride,  nor  adf-opinkn, 

Thitt  possess  the  happy  pair, 

Each  *  of  taste  the  favVite  inioion, 

PraDcing  thro*  the  desert  air : 

Yet  shall  he  mount,  with  classic  housings  graced, 

By  help  mechanick  of  equestrian  block, 

And  all  unheedful  of  the  Critic^s  mock, 

Spur  his  light  courser  o'er  the  bounds  of  Taste. 

The  writer  is  a  Mr,  Colman,  who  published  the  Connjisseur ; 
nephew  to  the  late  Xiady  Bath^  and  a  friend  of  Garrick*s.     I 


360 

bdie<re  his  Odes  ssU  no  ittove  tban  miae  did,  for  I  saw  a  beap 
of  thsni  lie  in  a  bookseller's  window,  wiao  recommended  them 
to  me,  as  a  very  pretty  thing. 

• 

If  I  did  not  mentbn  Tristram  to  you,  it  wns  because  I  thought 
I  had  daiie  so  before.  There  is  much  goed  fun  in  it«  and 
humour  sometirnes  hit,  and  sometimes  missed.  I  agree  with  your 
^fiiiiiOD  of  it,  and  shall  see  th«  two  future  volumes  with  pleasure^ 
Have  you  read  his  sermons  (with  his  own  comic  figure  at  the 
head  of  them)?  they  are  in  the  style,  I  think*  most  proper 
£»  the  pulpity  and  shew  a  very  strong  imagination  and  a  sen*- 
sible  heart.  But  you  see  him  often  tottering  on  the  verge  of 
daughter,  and  ready  to  throw  his  perriwig  in  the  face  of  his 
aadience.    Now  Ibr  my  Season. 

April  10.  I  obsenred  the  elm  putting  out. 

12.  That  and  the  pear  looked  green.    Therm,  at  6S. 
18.  Very  fine ;  white  poplar  and  willow  put  Out. 
15.  Standard  pear  (sheltered)  in  full  bloom. 
18.  Lime  and  horo^beam  green. 

10.  Swallow  flying. 

90.  Therm,  at  00.     Wind  S.  W.    Sky-lark,  ehafinch,  throah,  mew,   and 
robin    sbging.     Horse-chesnut,  wild-briar,  brambte,  &&d    HiiH^W    had 
spread  their  leaves;   haw -thorn    and  Hkc  had  formsd  theif  bloatoms; 
black-thorn,  double-flowered  peach  and  pears  in  fiili  bloom  ;  double  ton- 
qoils,  hyacinths,  anemonesy  single  wall-  flowers,  aad  auriculas,  in  flower. 
In  the  fields, — dog  violets,    daisieS|  dsndeUonSi  butlfr-cups,  ired-arch- 
angel,  and  shepherd*a  purse* 
21.  Almond  out  of  bloom,  and  Spreadiig  it*8  IsaTos^ 
26.  Lilaca  flowering. 
May     1.  Crentianella  in  flower. 

2.  Pear  goes  ofi";  appfe  blows.    Tli^m^  at  •&•  Wind  N.  £«  still  fair  and  dry. 
8.  Evening  and  all  night  hard  raki« 
4.  Th.  at  40.  Wind  N.  E.  rain. 

11,  Very  fine.    Wind  N.  E.    Horse-chesnut  in  full  bloom  ;  walnut  and  vine 

spread  ;  lilacs,  Persian  jasmine,  tulips,  wall-fiowers,  pheasant-eye,  Klly- 
in-the- valley,  in  flower.  In  fh^  fields, — ftme,  d5W8fi|W,  bMre-kflH^  And 
cow-parsnip. 
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May  IS.  Javnine  and  acacia  spread.    Fine  weatfatr. 

18.  Showery.    Wind  liigh. 

19.  Same     Tlicrm.  at  56. 
80.  Thunder,  rain    <.   54. 

,  81.  Raiir,  Wind  N.  E.  58.   ^ 
31.  Green  Peas  I5cl.  a  quart. 
June    1.  Therm,  at  78. 

8.  Scarlet  strawberries,  dulte-cherries.    Hay-making  here. 
3.  Wind  S.  S.  E.  Therm,  at  84,  (the  highest  I  ever  saw  it),  it  was  at  noon ; 
since  which,  till  last  week,  we  had  hot  dry  weather ;  now  it  raba  like 
mad.    Cherries  and  strawberries  in  busbds. 

^  I  believe  there  is  no  fear  of  war  with  Spain. 
[Jubf,  1760.] 


■  J  ■'      ■  f       ,  J— JUX 


LETTER  XC. 


M**  GRAY   TO.  D«-   CLAR&E*. 

Pembroke- HaUt  At^gwt  13,  1760.    ' 

NOT  knowing  whether  you :  are  yet  returned  from 
your  sea^water,  I  write  at  random  to  you.  .  For  me,  I  am  come 
to  my  resting-place,  and  find  it  very  necessary^  after  living  for 
a  month  in  a  house  with  three .  women  that  laug];ied  from  morn* 
ing  to  night,  and  would-  allow  nothing  to  the  sulkiness  of  my 
disposition.  Company  a^nd  cards  at  home,  parties  by  land  and 
water   abroad,   and    (what  they   call)    doing   something ,   that   is. 


«■ 
^ 


*  Physician  at  Epsom.     With  this  gentleman  Mr.  Gray  oommeno^  an  early 
acquaintance  at  College*-— Jfoaoii. 

VOL.  Ih  3  A 


racketting  about  from  moMfigf  t6  higlfiir,  ite  HtcHpitidiii,  i  fifid, 
that  wear  out  my  spirits,  especially  in  a  situation  where  one 
might  sit  still,  and  be  alone  with  pleasute;  for  thto  pllior  was 
a  hill  ^  like  Clifden,  opening  to  a  very  «ict^^v(¥  ^ti  (gkeiki^ed 
landscape,  with  the  Thames,  which  is  tiM^tA^,  hxmitkg  iX  its 
foot. 

I  #9uld  wi^  tD  continue  here  (in  a  V€#y  differetii  scene,  it 
must  be  confessed)  tUl  Mtahft^fihSs  i  hot  I  T(^f  t  nmst  come  tp 
town  much  sooner.  Cambridge  is  a  delight  of  a  place,  now 
there  is  nobody  in  it,  I  do  believe  you  would  like  it,  if  you 
knew  what  it  was  without  inhabitants.  It  is  they,  I  tsiuiV  ;^u, 
that  get  it  an  ill  name  and  spoil  all.  Our  friend  Dr.  *  *  f  (one 
of  its  nuisances)  is  not  expected  here  again  in  a  hurry.  He 
18  gone  to  his  grsw  wm  wfc  mfe  nagkewi  (large  and  full  of 
roe)  in  his  belly.  He  eat  them  all  at  one  dinner ;  but  his  fate 
was  a  turbot  on  Trinity  Sunday,  of  which  he  left  little  for  *  the 
company  besides  bones.  Me  had  Aot  be^n  hearty  all  the  week ; 
but  after  this  sixth  fish  he  never  held  up  his  head  more,  and 
a  violent  looseness  earned  hisi  o& — ^They  say  he  made  a  very 
good  end.  ^ 

* 

Have  you  seed  the  Erse  Fragments  since  they  were  printed? 
I  ma  mm  ^vamd  mat  «¥er  i^mt  tMt  iMq\Atf,  though  I 
§mt  inttlfti^  ^k^m  evMty  hAdlfi  6phi<mJ  t&  fcteliettt  fbtith  M: 
1P(i<jMf  foik  lAve  mmf  8^^  ilr«  the  bfet;  ifiMiljgh  tMeit  al^ 

vbmtt  oettm.  Hdtt  tit^  ^fftfdenetit  too. 


m 
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LETTER  X€f. 


*   Cambridj/e^  Attgust  20^  1760. 

I  HAVE  fient  M^asimm^  ^ck  as  you  desired  met 
scratdied  here  and  there.  And  widi  it  ako  a  Uoecfy  SMtite^f-i 
^rritten  against  no  less  peisons  tiiMi  you  md  I  t^  nome.  t  con^ 
duded  at  first  it  was  Mr.  f  *  *,  l)Maa«e  he  h  iyevr  Inend  and 
my  huml^le  servMt{  hat  I^Mn  I  Hbaugfat  Ke  ^cw  the  woM 
too  well  to  call  us  the  favourite  Minions  of  Taste  and  of  'Fashion; 
especially  as  to  Odes.  For  to  them  his  ridicule  is  confined; 
so  it  is  not  he,  bat  Mr.  CtAfmn,  nephew  to  tMy  Bath,  aaSior 
ef  the  Connoisseur,  a  meiciber  of  one  of  4fhe  inne  o[  cooM:,  and 
a  partieiriar  aemaintance  ef  Mr.  Gmrick.  WhaX  ^have  you  done 
to  Jiimf  for  I  never  '4ieard  tts  aame  hefi^re;  he  «ttkes  veiy 
tcHenltAe  lim  wkh  we  where  I  uadentand  him  (wMdi  is  not 
twery  wiwre) ;  'but  seems  isoie  angvy  untfa  you.  Ijest  peofile 
Aoiild  net  undefBtaad  the  iiumour  ^  the  ik&ag  (whidi  indeed 

toAA  ±l|A|r  nuint  ikasA  ^mr  f  flrririfaans  <>*•  iheir  fiitflwi*  £iids).  Jettenr 
^^^^^       ^^^^W^^^w^        ^■^^■^■•^^^^       ^^^^^^^^F^^^     ^^^^^^^^F     ^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^Kt^^^      ^l^^^F      ^^^^^^^^^^^       ^V^V^^HSH^V^^  ^■■■■iVMKl^wB       wWWP^PVP^K  V^ 

Miin^  <f)#>ji»  MNi^;?  £xffPi9»-J'49$  W  M  4)^  )^^  i«^  7^ 

»  • 

.«  lAU  <toiMlj|lb  A»y  .4*  jttriiejDif  lloiiitigr  «  Mr.  Pipits  JimH^  fa 
•fder  that  1  ni^  oenreet  it  ibr  the  edition  I  was  tiien  preparing  of  -nj  pemt 
— 'Jfoeon. 
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combustion  in  the  Literary  World.  So  if  you  have  any  mind 
to  combustle  about  it  well  and  good ;  for  me,  I  am  neither  sO 
literary  nor  so  combustible*.  The  Monthly  Review,  I  see,  just 
now  has  much  stuff  about  us  on  this  occasion.  It  says  one  of 
us  at  least  has  always  borne  his  faculties  meekly.  I  leave  yo« 
to  guess  which  of  us  that  is ;  I  think  I  know.  You  simpleton 
you  f  you  must  be  meek,  must  you  ?  and  see  what  you  get 
by  it.  . 

I  do.  not  like  your  improvements^  at  Aston,  it  looks  so  like 
pettliBg ;  if  I  come  I  will  set  fire  to  it.  I  will  never  believe 
the ,  B  *  *  s  and  the  C  *  *  s  sire  dead,  though  I  smelt  them ; 
that  sort  of  people  always  live  to  a  good  old  age.  I.  dare  swear 
they  are  only  gone  to  Irelfind,  «nd  we  shall  soon  hear  they 
are  bishops.  ; 

0 

,       «  .  •  •  •  .  -  .• 

Hie  Erse.  Fragments  have  been  published  five  weeks  ago  in 
Scotland,  though  I  had  them  not  (by  a  mistake)  till  the  other 
day*  :  As  you  t^U  me  new  things  do  not  reach  you  soon,  at 
Aston,  I  inclose  lEvhat  I  can ;  the  rest  shall  follow,  when  you 
tell  me  whiether  ybu  have  not  got  the  pamphlet  already.  I 
send  the  two  to  Mr.  Wood  which  I  had  before,  because  he 
has  iiot  /Ae  affectation  qf  not  admiring  f.     I  ^  have  another  from 


'  _    -        ..  .    .  ■  -^ -J  -  ^-^ — ^^— 
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*  Had  Mr.  Pope  disregarded  the  sarcasms  of  the  many  vrriters  that  endeavoured 
to  eclipse  his  poefioal  fame,  as  much  as  Mr.  Gray  here  ap^rs -to* hav^  dou^, 
the  world  would  not  have  .be^n  possessed  of  a  Duneiad ;  but  it  would  have  been 
impressed  with  a  more  amiable  idea  of  its  author's  temper.  It  is  for  the  sake 
of  shewing  how  ^Mr.  Gray  fell  on  snob' oocasions/, that  I  puliiish  this  leUef.-* 

« 

t  It  was  rather  a  want  of  credulity  than  admiration  that  Mr.  Gray  should 
have  laid  to  my  charge.  I  suspected  that,  whether  the  Fragments  were  genmne 
or  not,  they  were  by  no  means  litertdlyt  tnuislatedv  «  I.isuspeet'^so  8till;i  add  a 
former  note  gives  a  sufficient  cause  for  that  suspicion.    8ee-  p^  Miif^-^MctHm.  ' 


•^■'  ?♦■> 
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Mr.  Maepherson,  which  he  hiis^  not  printed ;  it  is  mere  de- 
iMnription,  but  excellent  too  in  its  kind.  If  you  are  good  and 
will  learn  to  admire^  I'  will  transcribe  and  send  it. 

r 
.  •       '  '  .     .  .  ♦  ■   •     J       ^ 

As  to  their  authenticity,  I  have  made  many  enquirite,  arid 
have  lately  procured  a  letter  firom  Mr.  David  Hume  (the  hiS- 
torian),  which  is  more  satisfactory  than  any  thing  I  have  yet 
met  with  on  that  subject.     He  sayiS, 


»       I  •  •         •  k      ' 


a 

4t 
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"  Certain  it  is  that  these  poems -are  in  every  body's  mouth 
*'  in  the  Highlands^  have  been  hafnded  down  from  ^fether  to 
*'  son,  and*  are  of  an  age  beyond  all  memory  and  tradition. 
"  Adam  Smith,  the  celebrated  Professor  in  Glasgow,,  told'm^, 
that  the  Piper  of  the  Argyleshire  Militia  repeated  to  him 
all  those  which  Mr.  Macpherson  had  translated,  and  many 
more  of  equal"  beauty.  Majoi*  Mackay  (Lord  Rae's  brother) 
told  me  that  he  remembers  them  perfectly  well ;  as  likewise 
"  did  the  Laird  of  Macfarline  (the  greatest  antiquarian  we  have 
in  this  country),  ahd;' who  insists*  krongly  on  the  historical 
truth,  as  well  as  the  poetical  beauty  of  these  productions. 
I  could  add  th^  .Laird. and  «Lad|r  H^ael^d,-  with  many  more, 
that  live  in  different  parts  of  the  Highlands,  very  remote 
"  frpm  each  otl^er^.  and  could  only  be  acquainted   with   what 

"  had  become   (in    a   manner)  national    works*.      There    is   a 

/-    ■ :  M  -\    ^ » 

'  ^  Allrtbis  'dttennal  evidence,  and)  mueh  ilMtey  'huA-siiice 'b^  collected  and 
^pul/IisHed  by  >  Dr.  Bl^ir  (see  bis*  A|^peiutiK .  to;  h^  Cridf al*.  pi^ert^tion  oi^ ;  the 
Works  of  Ossian)  -,  and  yet  uutwithi>t$inilin^  a  la,ter  .Irish  ^^ritep  ^las  Ji^t^i^  ^^dy 
enough  to  assert,  that  the  Poems  in  question  abound  with  the  strann^est  ana- 
'chrottisnis :  for'  inirtamie,  •Hmt"-CtietiHtt»4HFe4-ti»-lho  fiwt^  and  Fipyat-  m  the  third 
century ;  two  princes  who  are  said  to  hav^  made  war  with  the  Danes,  a  nation 
never  heard  of  in  Europe  till  the  ninth ;  which  war  could  not  ,|)os,<(it)|y^  Iiave 
happened  tiji  500  years  aiter  the  death  of  the  supposed  poet  who  aiiig^^  it.  ..(Sec 
O'Halloran's  Introduction  to  the  Study  of  the  History  and  Antiquities  of  irela|Ml» 


it 
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"  aadi  as  Ipie  #»  ^M,  .is  |i^jlw^p«  time  qnly  {hsi^q  li^Pg  ti)4lt 
"  knows  it  all,  and  has  never  committed  it  to  writing,  we  are 
*'  in  ^  More  .l^fte  /tP  ffitmsf  9.  ijmmmntt  w\^  will  «er- 
''  (t^nfy  Iw  J«garM  »a  «  (Citrj§«|ty  jii^  th^  J^piiJI^lip  «i^  Mim- 
^  w#  i^v%  ^idVfi^iS.  s^  fll>o)4  >»  Jfl^fH^n  iOf  41  «uirM»  (ST 
«*  two  guineas  apiece,  in  <v4ff  tp  em^  Mr,  Mi$((9pkflP«P9  f» 
-  undertake  a  mission  into  the  Highlands  to  recover  this  poem, 
**  8fi4  4i>kl»  fpi^smm  9f  va^lilty"  Ijb  <b4^  tQft,  ||i§t  4he 
Wom»  (Of  f<»«g%l  ^JNmU  A3l9c«r>  >ft^c.  MEff  stjy^  ulyiw  ip  |b»  liighr 


r^    ifgMfiirj*    ■■AHiww'        Iff  1 1 


I^TTJEB  XOJt. 


M*^  URAflr  TO  i>^  "VVHiUlTeN. 


£Mdb»,  4Wo&0r  *1,  49«0. 


D£AR  Doctor, 


iDONT  ^he  fi^nkl  #f>Be.  I  .itfil  a«t  mim  tiU  you 
t^U  ^me  I  -may ;  though  I  iong  -ireiy  mucli  to  «ee  you.  f  hear 
you  have  let  yoqr  h^r  grow,  and  vMt  i)pne  of  you]r  neighbQunn^ 


quarto^  1778.)  'To  whatever  ^ide  of  tfie  question  truth  n^y  )eaii,  jit  is  of  littk 
ttomeiit  to  'foe;  my  doi^bts  arbiog  {as  I  have  fwid  in  the  former  p^te)*  froip 
intemd  evidence  oiily,  and  a  yy^i  of  proof  of  die  fidelity  of  the  transl|^ti^|i.. — 


3&t 

g(MTf\  tm  (I  )^6tM  ihfnk)  e^pftdl  diimts  in  that  tbxxtlty,  sMi 
ittie^d  itl  dlt  ootJOties.  I  hekt  106  (attid  te^biti)  that  j^au  hate 
rc»^V^)ied  ybui*  h^flfin^.  I  h^ve  tiOthlttg  equally  impbftadt  to 
te£[  y6d  d*  mysdf,  but  th^t  I  h^ve  Aot  had  th«  gbttt  siAtt  I 
^W  yod  t  yet  ddfft  fet  nAe  bnig,  the  H^htit  is  tmt  jtist  begdb. 

I  have  passed  a  part  of  the  summer  on  a  charming  hill  near 
tktiity*»  t^th  the  11t£Mi6S  rUhnhjg  id  ttty  fe^.  But  \h  die 
&ftApi.i(y  of  k  pdiik  dT  VWmeM,  that  «K>1«  iny  ^pirits^  thoUgif 
Ti<tt  tfi^ir  t/i^.  The  test  iff  thb  si^akiMi  I  Wad  &t  Cambridge  ill 
a  ^Uef  4nd  mdK  Mnglsni^f  situMibh.  Did  i  tall  you  ^tiSt  mt 
iH^M  Chaj^h,  «  Week  be>foi^  he  dl^d,  eat  hte  hng6  mftckei^ 
{hi  Sittd  M  df  to6)  ttt  dAe  diittl^,  Whidi  prdduced  kit  irtdi^ 
g&stiittix  hat  oh  Tfinity  Stlrtddy  he  fini^bckl  hiittself  wH^  (be 
heki  paxi  ti/t  a  fM'ge^  turb6t.  whith  he  carri^  t&  his  griate,  fMM- 
itidd !  h&%(iV«i'  htifd  up  bis  h^dd  after*  Ft&ca  C^mbfidg^  I  ittb 
cbttt^  hither,  y^t  am  gbing*  itito  Kent  fof  fl  fdiittigtat  br  Mv    YoU 

ast6kiish  m&  iiii   Wotiderii^   that  my  Lady  Cobhatu  teft  ma 

ridthing.  Pdt  my  paii,  I  W6ndei«d  to  find  ^he  had  givto  me 
^.  fbr   a  Hng,  aff  fnucb  as  ^  gate  to  isevera)  6^  hef  ^Nfitt 

diec^d.    The  vtorld  said,  he(we  h^  death,  that  Mts.  &p«ed  aiid 

I  had  shut  ourselves  up  \inth  her  in  order  to  make  her  wilU  (S^ 
that  afterwards  we  were  to  be  married. 

7^«re  is  a  ^tcM/i  editiott  ef  thie  S66t^  FragiMnti,  ydt  l«ry 

few  admifti  them,  ami  akndse  all  take  them  tbr  ^dSidnA.  I  Mv^ 
a  ittlet  ^om  B.  Hum«,  the  hisffotSad,  that  a«ierts  ihetrt  to  htf 
g<imiin^,  arid  dt<!s  ^e  «iafn^  «f ^veMl  people  (tfiat  kitow  ^a&i- 
languages).  wJbo  have  heard  them  current  in  .the  mouths  of  .pipers,. 

♦  Park  JlE^aoe,  the  deai  of  the  honourable  tteiifj  SeyntWur'  Codway,  ihe'  friend 
and  correspondent  of  Walpdl^. — j^c). 
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and  other  illiterate  perspns  in  various  and  distant  parts  of  the 
Hi/^a  ds.  .  There  is  a  siib^cp|:^iop  for  Mr.  Macpherson,  which' 
will  enable  him  to  .  uiidei take  a  mission  among  the  Moun- 
taineers,  and  pick  up  all  the  scattered  remnants  of  old  Poetry. 
He  is  certainly  an  admirable  judge;  if  his  learned  friends  do 
not  pervert  or  overrule  his  taste. 
'  ... 

Maspn  i^  here  in  town,  but.  so  dissipattd  with  his  duties  at 
Sion-Hill,  or  Jiis  attention .  to  the  BeauxTArts,  that  I  see  but 
little  of  him.  The  last  Spring  (for  the  first  time)  there  was  an 
Exhibition  in  a  public  room  of  Pictures,  Sculptures,  Engravings, 
&c.  sent  in  by  all  th^  Artists,  in  imitation  of  what  has  been 
long  practised  in  Paris.  Among  the  rest  there  is  a^  Mr.  Sandby, 
who  exults  in  Landscape,  with  Figures,  V^ws  of  Buildings, 
Ruins,  &c.  and  has  been  much  employed  by  the  ;puke.  Lord 
Harcpurt,  Lord  Scarborough,  and  others.  Hitherto  heshas  dealt 
in  wash'd  drawings  and  water-colours,  but  has,  of  late  only 
practised  in  oil.  He  (and  Mason  together)  have  cooked  .up  a 
great  picture  of  Mount  Snowdon,  in  which  ^he,  |Bi^rd  and  Ed- 
ward the  First  make  their  appea^rance;  and  this  .is  to  be  his 
E^Jiibitifin-Picture  for  next  year,  but  (till  then)  it  is  a^  sort  of 
secret.  ; 

The  great  Expedition*  takes  up  every  body's  thoughts.  There 
is  such  a  train  of  artillery  on  board,  as  never  was  seen  before 
during  this  war.  Some  talk  of  Brest,  others  pf  Uochfort,  if  the 
wind  (which  is  very  high)  does  not  blow  it  ,awj^.  I  do  be- 
lieve it  will  succeed,  for  the  French  :Seem  in  a  n^iserable  way. 


Jiim^L^mimmm 


*  The  strong  Armament  destined  for  a  seuiet  Expedilion  wascoUected  at  Porta- 
mouth;  l>ut  after  being  detained  there  the  whole  Summer,  the.  design  was  laid 
aside. — See  SmoUetf  9  Hisiory  of  England,  Fii^.  5,^p.  2^6.7— JSTrf.^ 
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The  f>uke  *  is  well  recovered  of  his  paralytic  attack,  though 
it  48  ^till  visible  itt  his  fece  ^hen  he  speaks.  It  has  beetl  oc- 
casion^ bj^  the  lortg  intermission  of  his  uslial  violent  exercises, 
fot  he  ciftkiot  ride  of*  walk  much  on  account  of  ia  dropsy  con- 
fined to  A  certdiH  pitrt^  and  not  dang^rbus  in  itself.  Yet  he 
^p()6ars  at  Newmatket,  but  in  his  chaise. 

Mason  and  Mr.  Brown  send  their  best  services.  Dr.  Heber- 
den  inquires  kindly  after  you,  and  has  his  good  dinners  as  usual. 
Adieu,  dear  Sir,  and  present  my  complinlehts  ix>  Mrs.  Whar- 
ton.   I  am  ev^ 


Truly  yoUrsi 


T.  G. 


•*«  •^  ^     ^  ^^ ^     «^ «k'  *  * «    \  ^ 


Lt.TTtn  xcnt 


W-  €«AY  TO  D^  WHARTOK. 


Pmh.  CoUi  Jm,  l-70f . 


D^AR  DOCtOR, 


THE  bert  ^«ce  of  news  I  have  to  aend  you  v^  ^  ihaC 
Mason  is  Residenfaary  of  York,  which  is  woith  n^ur  j9200  ii 
year.  He  owes  it  to  our  fiiend  Mr4  F.  Mafatagiir  who  is  Bkh 
ther-in-Law  to  Dean  Fountayne.    The  Precentorship  (worth  as 


/ 


-■"^— ^"^^-"^ — .^w^^_N^.>     ^~,^^    w^    >-^>.     t->^.     ,,>,.^.^»^, 
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much  more)  being  vacant  at  the  same  time.  Lord  Holdernesse 
has  obtained  that  too  for  him.  But  for  this,  he  must  come 
and  kiss  hands;  and  as  the  ceremony  is  not  yet  over,  we  do 
not  proclaim  it  aloud  for  the  present.  He  now,  I  think,  may 
wtiit  for  Mr.  Hutton's  exit  with  great  patience;  and  shut  his 
insatiable  repining  mouth.  I  hope  to  see  him  here  in  his  way 
to  town. 

.         *  I  '  •  " 

I  pity  your  brother,  and  have  little  hope  left  of  his  wife's 
recovery;  though  I  have  been  told  that  Dr.  Lowth's,  after  she 
had  continued  for  some  years  in  that  condition,  was  perfectly 
restored.  It  may  be  worth  while  to  enquire  in  what  method 
she  was  treated.  The  papers  were  to  have  been  sent  to  Bos-r 
well  Court,  the  week  after  I  left  London,  to  be  seen,  before 
they  were  packed  up.  Mr.  Jonathan  is  perhaps  unable  to  at- 
tend to  it,  but  doubtless  you  have  ordered  somebody  to  hasten 
Bromwick,  and  see  that  the  sets  are  right.  I  shall  not  be  in 
London  till  the  middle  of  March.  My  old  friend  Miss  Speed 
has  done  what  the  world  calls  a  very  foolish  thing.  She  has 
married  the  Baron  de,  la  Peyriere,.  ^n  to  the  Sardinian  Minis- 

_  _  • 

ter,  the  Comte  de  Viry.  He  is  about  28  years  old  (ten  years 
younger  than  herself)  but  looks  nearer  40.  This  is  not  the 
effect  of  debauchCTy,  for  he  is  a  «vdry  s6ber  man,  good-natured, 
and  honest,  and  no  conjurer.  The  estate  of  the  family  is  about 
JB4000  a  yean  The  Castle  of  Viry  is  in  Savoy,  a  few  miles 
from  Geneva,  commanding  a  fine  view  of  the  Lake.  What  she 
has  done  with  her  money  I  know  not,  but  (I  suspect)  kept  it 
to  herself.  •  Her^  religion  she  need  not  change;  but  she  must 
Bev^r  expect  to  ;be  well  received  at'  that  Court  till  she  does: 
and! I  do. i not  think  ahe  will ^ftiake  quite  a  Julie  in  the  country. 

The  Heloise  cruelly  disappointed  me,  but  it  has  its  partisans, 
among  which  we  see  Mason. and   jVIr.  Hurd.      For  me,   I   ad- 


f 
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mire  nothing  biit*  Fingal,  (I  conclude  you  havfe  read  it,  if 
hot  Stoneliewer  can  lend  it  you)  yet  I  remain  stilV  in  doubt 
about  the  authenticity  of  those  poems,  though  inclining  rather 
to  believe  them  genuine  in  spite  of  the  ■  world.  Whether  thciy 
are  the  inventions  of  antiquity,  or  of  a  modern  Scotchman, 
either  case  to  me  is  alike  unaccountable.    Je  m*y  pers. 

I  take*  no  joy  in  the  Spanish  war,  being  too  old  to  privafefei^, 
and  too  poor  to'  buy  stock :  nor  do  I  hope  for  a  good  end  of 
any  war,  as  it  will  be  now  probably  conducted.*  Oh!  that 
feolishest+  of  Great  Men  that   sold    his    inestimable    diamond ' 


*  In  a  letter  to  another  friend,  informing  him  that  he  htid'Sent  Fingal  down' 
to  him,  he  says,  *'  For  my  part  I  will  stick  to  my  credulity,  and  if  I  am  cheated,' 
^'  think  it  is  worse  for  him  (the  translator)  than  for  me.  The  Epic  Poem  is 
^  foolidily  so  called,  yet  there  is  a  sort  of  plan  and  unity  '\k  it  yery  strange 
for  a'  barbarous'  age ;  yet  what  I  mote  adudire.  al'e  «pme  of  the  \  detaebed  pieces^-i' 
the  rest  I  leave  to  the  discussion  of  antiquarians  apd  Vis(oi^iti|B;  yet  my.  cur^-^ 
osity  is  much  interested  in  their  decision.*'  No  n^an  surely  ever  took  more 
pains  with  himself  to  beliere  any  thing,  than  Mr.  Gray  seems  \j^  have  done  on 
this  occasion. — Mamm.  ''  . 


u 


t  Mr.  Pitt.    ^*  As  I  cannot  put  Mr.  Pitt  to  death  (says  Mr.  Walpole  m  a 

^tter  to  Mr.  Conway)  at  least  I  have  buried  him.    Here  is  his  Epitaph : 

.        .  . 

f  Admire  his  eloquence.-*-lt  mounted  higher 

Than  Attic  purity,  or  Roman  fire, 

Adore  his  services— our  lions  view, 

Ranging  where  Roman  eagles  never  flew; 

Copy  his  soul  supreme  o'er  I^uore's  sphere 

— But  oh!  beware  Three  Thousand  Pounds  a  ye^r.* — , 

Walpole's  Works,  Vol.  V.  p.  85.     See  also  p.  559, 
in  a  Letter  to  the  Countess'  of  Ailesbury. 

•    •  ♦ 

^*  Pitt  insisted  on  a  war  with  Spain,  was  resisted,  and  last  Monday  resigned. 
The  city  breathed  vengeance  on  his  opposers,  the  Council  quaked,  and  the  Lord 
knows  what  would  have  happened.  But  yesterday,  which  was  only  Friday,  as 
this  giant  was  stalking  to  seiie  tiie  Tower  of  London,  be  stumbled  over  a  silver 

3b  2 


Iqr  *i#t3y  peeiag^  and  jp^wn:  tl»  very  night  it  h«4H>we4 
iv:^  I  s^inre^rifig  i^  wj9s  a  damped  lie^.  £)nd  never  cou]d>  1^  Buli 
it;  was.  for  utant  pC  J;e84ing  Thpnasis  ^  l^empis,  who  knew  msip- 
1^4  sp  iW<^  bt^tter  than  l^ 

Young  Va^  (whom  I  believe  you  have  he^xd  me  m^njtiq^)) 
is  returned  to  England.  From  him  I  hope  to  get  much  in- 
fopxjatiw  <jQnQQrpij;ig  Sp^m,  which  nobpdy  h^l^  seep^  He  is  no 
b^fl  Qbsefl;yer.  I  saw  a,  if  ap  yesterday  who  hps,  ho)^  a-^tpp  c^i^ 
M(^nt  ^(na»  i^  su^eo»  tb^  ruins  of  a  temple*  9^  Agrigf^tij^^ 
yfhff^  colun^  (wJien  stanfdiog)  were  96  feet  in  h^ig^.  iV 
moderate  man  might  hide  himself  in  one  of  the  flutings.  By 
the  way,  there  is  a  Mr.  Phelps  (now  gone  Secretary  to  the 
Embassy  tp  Turin)  who  has  been  all  over  SicUy^  and  ine^nst 
tp  give  us  ^n  account  of  it^  remains*  There  are.  two  more^ 
XobWM^Si,  of  ^Buffoo  (tlie  9tb  and  LOth)  arrived:  in  England^  and 
the  twp  last  Mb^  of  1^'AnviUe's  Europe.  One  Mr.  Needham» 
IVitor  to  a  Lord  Gormc^nstqwri,  npw  on  his  tra  vels,  has.  made, 
a  strange  discovery.  He  sa?^  a.  figure  of  Igis  a(:  Turin,  on  whose 
back  was  a  pilaster  of  antique  characters,  i)tj^  bier.ogIypbie8^ 
but   such   as  are  sometiq^es  seen  on  Egyptian  statues.     When 


penny,  picked  it  up,  carried  it  home  to.  Lady  Esther,  and  th^  are  now  as  quiet 
good  sort  of  people  as  my  Lord  and  Lady  Bath,  who  lived  in  the  vinegar- 
bottle. — Iq  fact,  Madau),  this  immaculate  man,  has  accepted  the  Barony  of  Chat- 
ham for  his  wife,  with  a  Pension  of  «£S000  a  year  for  three  lives  :  and  though 
he  has  not  quitted  the  House  of  Commons,  I  think  my  Lord  A — ,  would  be 
now  as  formidable  there.  The  Pension  he  has  left  im  it  a  war  for  3000  lives, 
perhaps  for  twenty  times  three  thousand  .  lives !    but 

P<]^,tl{ip.b€|D^e  1^.  spl^fei:?   ih^  become 
Whom  armies  followed,  and  a  people  loved? 

W|ii^,l  tp.  snf^.  out;  of  tb^  scrape^  prf^Ti^nt;,  p^a^e^spci.  J^yo^j  tb0  Wee,!  bj^^^ 
oo^'s .  cka^v^t^r,  and  all  fw  the.  sak^  of  at.pjatny  wpHJliy,,  a,  lon^-nwk#i4i  P^S»^« 
m4  a  copp^i)^  of  GreIlyi^flp r--rJE[ciF*  ,.; 
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he  came  to  Rome,  in  the  Vatican  Libraiy,  he  was  shewed  a 
Glossary  of  the  ancient  Chinese  Tongue.  He  was  struck  with 
the  similitude  of  the  characters,  and  on  comparing  them  with 
an  exact  copy  he  had  of  the  inscription,  found  that  he  could 
read  it,  and  that  it  signified — (This  statue  of  Isis  is  copied  from 
another,  in  such  a  city;  the  original  is  so  many  measures  in 
height,  and  so  many  in  breadth.) — If  this  be  true,  it  may  open 
many  new  things  to  us.  Deguignes  some  time  ago  wrote  a 
dissertation  to  prove,  that  China  was  peopled  from  Egypt. 

I  still  flatter  myself  with  the  notion  of  seeing  yon  in  Sum*^ 
mer;  but  God  knows  how  it  will  be.  I  am  pensiuading  Mr. 
ftxm^  to  make  a  visit  to  Lady  Strathmore  (who  has  often 
iavited  him),  and  then  you  will  see  him  too.  He  is  at  present 
not  very  well)  having  something  of  the  Sciatica,  \^ich  hangv 
about  him.     Present  my  best  services  to  Mrs.  Wharton. 

I  am  ever  truly  yours, 

T.  G. 


P.  S.   The  Queen  is  said  here  to  be  ill,   and  to  spit  blood« 
She  is  not  with  child,  I  am  afraid. 
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UTTER  XCIVi 


.;■■,•.•■.  •  .•    ;    x-i-    ■■■.■■     ••  ' 


M^  GRAY  TO   M»-   MASON. 


I  • 


I-  ' 


• 


« 


London^  Jan.  22,  176L 


I  CANNOT  pity  you;  au  contraire,  I  wish  I  had  been 
at  A$toi^j>  ^vcrhen  I  was  foolish  enough  to  go  through  the  £x 
volumes .  of  the  Nouvelle  Heloise.  All  I  can  say '  for  myself  is, 
that  I  was,cpnfine4  fpr  three  weeks  at  home  by  a  severe  cold^* 
and  had  nothing  better  to,  do:  there  is  no:  one  event  in  it 
that  might  not  happen  any  day  of  the  weak  (separately  taken) 
in  any  private  family ;  yet  these  eventg  are  so  put  together^ 
that  the  series  of  them  is  more  absurd  and  more  improbable 
than  Amadis  de  Gaul.  The  dramatis  personse  (as  the  author 
says)  are  all  of  them  good  characters,  I  am  sorry  to  hear  it; 
for  had  they  been  all  hanged  at  the  end  of  the  third  volume, 
nobody  (I  believe)  would  have  cared.  In  short,  I  went  on 
and  on,  in  hopes  of  finding  some  wonderful  denouement  iiadit 
would  set  all  right,  and  bring  something  like  nature  and  inte- 
rest out  of  absurdity  and  insipidity.  No  such  thing:  it  grows 
worse  and  worse :  and  (if  it  be  Rousseau's>  which  is  not  doubted) 
is '  the  strongest  instance  I  ever  saw,  tbat  a  very  extraordinary 
man  may  entirely  mistake  his  own  talents.  By  the  motto  and 
preface,  it  appears  to  be  his  own  story,  or  something  similar 
toit.* 


*  If  it  be  considered  that  Mr.  Gray  always  preferred  expression  and  senti- 
ment to  the  arrangement  of  a  story,  it  may  seem  somewhat  extraordinary  that 
the  many  striking  beauties  of  these  kinds^  with  which  this  singular  work  abomidsj 
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The  Opera-House  is  crowded  this  year  like  any  ordinary 
Theafre.  Elisi  is  finer  than  any  thing  that  has  been  here  in 
your  memory ;  yet,  as  I  suspect,  has  been  finer  than  he  is : 
he  appears  to  be  near  forty,  a  little  pot-bellied  and  thick-shoul- 
dered, otherwise  no  bad  figure;  his  action  proper,  and  not  un- 
gracefiil.  We  have  heard  nothing,  since  I  remember  Operas, 
but  eternal  passages,  divisions,  and  flights  of  execution :  of 
these  he  has  absolutely  none ;  whether  merely  from  judgment, 
or  a  little  from  age,  I  will  not  affirm :  his  point  is  expression, 
and  to  that  all  the  graces  and  ornaments  he  inserts  (which  are 
lew  and  short)  .are  evidently  directed.  He  goes  higher  (they 
say)  than  Farinelli ;  but  then  this  celestial  note  you  oo  not  hear 
above  once  in  a  whole  Opera;  and  he  falls  fi-om  this  altitude 
at  once  to  the  mellowest,  softest,  strongest  tones  (about  the 
middle  of  his  compass)  that  can  be  heard.  The  Mattei,'  I  assure 
you,  is  much  improved  by  his  example,  and  by  her  great  suc- 
cess this  winter;  but  then  the  burlettas,  and  the  Paganina,  I 
have  not  been  so  pleased  with  any  thing  these  many  years- 
She  i&  too  fat,  and  above  forty,  yet' handsome  withal,  and  has 
a  face  that  speaks  the  language  of  all  nations.  She  has  not 
the  invention,  the  fite,-and'the  variety  of  action  that  the  Spi- 
letta  had;  yet  ishe  is  light,  agile,  ever  iti  motion;  and  above 
all  graceful ;  but  then  her  voice,  her  ear,  her  taste  in  ^in^ihg  t 
good  God as   Mr.   Richardson  the  '  painter  says.      Pray  ask 

Lord;    for  I  think   I  'have  seen  him  there  ohce  or  twibe,    as 

J. 

much  pleased  as  I  was. 


were  not  excepted  from  so  general  a  censure ;  for  my  own  part  (to  use  a  phrase 
of  his  own)  **  they  strike  me  blinil"  to  all  the  defects  which  he  has  here  enu- 
merated .— Jf asofi. 


« 
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LETTER  X€V. 


M«-   GRAY    1*0   D»-  WHARTON* 


Londauy  Jan*  31^  1761. 


My  Bear  Doctor, 


YOU  seem  to  forget  me;  if  it  were  for  any  other 
r^ftson  than  that  you  aire  very  busy«  that  is,  very  happy,  I 
should  not  so  easily  pass  it  over.  I  send  you  a  Swedish  and 
English  Calendar,  the  first  column  is  by  Berger,  a  dif;cipie  of 
I4nnspus;  the  second,  by  Mr.  Stillingfleet ;  the  thirds  (vory  ini- 
perfect  indeed)  by  me.  You  are  to  observe,  as  yoa  tend  your 
plantations,  and  take  your  walks,  how  the  Spring  advances  in 
the  North,  and  whether  Old  Park  most  resembies  Upsal  or 
Stratton.  This  latter  has  on  one  side  a  barren  black  heathy 
on  the  other  a  Hght  sandy  loam ;  all  the  country  about  it  i$  a 
dead  flat.  You  see  it  is  necessary  you  should  know  the  $ita^ 
ation  (I  dp  not  mean  any  reflectimi  upon  any  body's  place)  and 
this  is  Mr.  Stillingfleet's  descripticm  of  his  friend  Mr.  Maisham's 
seat,  to  which  ii^  Summer  he  retires,  and  botwiixes*  I  have 
lately  made  an  acquaintance  with  this^   Philosopher,  who  lives 

_  « 

in  a  garret  here  in  the  Winter,  that  he  may  support  some  near 
relations  who  depend  upouyhim.  He  is  always  employed,  and 
always  cheerful,   and  seems  to  me  a  very  worthy  honest  man. 


»  I      1 1  I  H    M 


*  See  an  account  of  Mr.  Stillingfleet  in  the  Life  prefixed  to  his  Works  by 
the  Rev.  V^illiam  Coxe,  3  Vols.  8to.  A  Sonnet  by  him  is  published  in  Todd's 
Edition  of  Milton,  Vol.  V.   p.  446. 
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His  present  scheme  is  to  send  some  persons  properly  qualified 
to  reside  a  year  or  two  in  Attica,  to  make  diemselves  ac- 
quainted with  the  climate,  productions,  and  natural  history,  of 
the  country,  that  we  may  *  understand  Aristotle  and  Theopbi;^ 
tus,  &c.  who  have  been  heathen  Greek  to  us  for  so  ma^ 
ages.  This  he  has  got  proposed  to  Lord  Bute,  who  is  no  un- 
likely person  to  put  it  in  execution,  being  himself  a  Botanist, 
and  having  now  in  the  press  a  new  system  of  Botany  of  his 
own  writing,  in  several  volumes;  the  profits  of  which  he  gives 
to  Dr.  Hill  (the  Inspector)  who  has  got  the  place  of  Master 
Gardener  at  Kensington,  reckoned  worth  near  £2000  a  year: 
there  is  an  odd  thing  for  you ! 

One  hears  nothing  of  the  King,  but  what  gives  one  the  best 
t)pinion  of  him  imaginable.  I  hope  it  may  hold.  The  Royal 
Family  run  loose  about  the  world,  and  people  do  not  know 
how  to  treat  them,  nor  they  how  to  be  treated.  They  visit 
and  are  visited.  Some  come  to  the  street-door  to  receive  them, 
and  that  they  say  is  too  much ;  others  to  the  head  of  the 
stairs,  and  that  they  think  is  too  little.  Nobody  sits  down  with 
them,  not  even  in  their  own  houses,  unless  at  a  card  table,  so 
the  world  are  likely  to  grow  very  weary  of  the  honour.  None 
but  the  Duke  of  York  enjoy  themselves  (you  know,  he  always 
did)  but  the  world  seems  weary  of  this  honour  too,  for  a  diffe- 
rent reason.  I  have  just  heard  no  bad  story  of  him.  When 
he  was  at  Southampton,  in  the  Summer,  there  w^  a  Clergy- 
man in  the  neighbourhood  with  two  very  handsoxne  daughters. 
He  had  soon  wind  of  them,  and  dropped  in  for  some  reaaon 
or  other,  came  again  and  again,  and  grew  fiuniliar  enough  to 
eat    a   bone  of  their  mutton.     At  last  he  said  to  the  father. 

Miss  leads  a  mighty  confined  life  here,  always  at  home; 

why  can't  you  let  one  of  them  go  and  take  an  airing  now  and 
then  virith  me  in  my  chaise  ?     Ah !  Sir,   (says  the  Parson)  do 
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but  look  at  them^  a  coaplc  of  hale  fresh-coloured  hearty  wenches ! 
They  Hoed  no  airing,  they  are  well  enough;  hut  there  is  their 
flfiother,  pocflT  woman,  has  be«it  in  a  dedtning  way  many  years : 
If  yoOT  Royal  Highness  would  give  her  an  airing  now  and 
iben,  it  would  be  doing  us  a  great  kindness  indeed  f 

Ydu  sec  old  Wortitey  Montagu*  is  dead  at  last  at  85.  It 
was  not  m»e  Avarice  apd  its  companion  Abstinence,  that  kept 
him  alive  so  long.  He  every  day  drank  (I  think  it  was)  half 
a  pint  of  Tokay,  which  he  imported  hinaself  from  Hungary  in 
greater  quantity  than  he  could  use,  and  sold  the  overplus  for 
any  price  he  chose  to  set  upon  it.  He  has  left  better  than 
half  a  million  of  money.  To  Lady  Mary  £1200  a  year,  in  case 
she  gives  up  her  pretensions  to  dowry,  and  if  not  it  comes  to 


•^■w* 


«  I  qanmot  help  addiog  »  sketch  »ofi  ttiU  remarkable  cbaiActer  bji  Mr.  Wilk 
pok  (Works,  Vol.  V.  p.  272.)  "Well,  you  haye  had  enough  of  magnificence, 
you  shall  repose  in  a  desert.  Old  Wortley  Montagu  lives  on  the  Tery  spot  where 
tte  D^M  of  WaiffUey  did-^-oaly  T  beliew  the  latter  was  maeh  better  lodged. 
You.  uewr  saxs  suck,  n*  wietch^d)  hovel^  Imuy  uBpaioted,  and  ball  iCii  nakedpess 
hareli  shaded  M(ith  hacateen  till  its  cracks.  Here  the  Miser  boards  health  aad 
money,  his  only  two  obj^ts.  He  has  chronicles  in  behalf  of  the  air,  and  fattens 
on  Tokayj  his  single  ^ndulg^enee,  as  he  has  heard  it  is  particularly  salutary.  But 
the  saTageness  of  the  scene  wonhf  charm  youv  Alpine  taste;  it  is  tumbled  with 
jBragmenta  of  mootttaiDs,  that  look  reaitji  made  fbr  buihling  the  world.  One 
fOfapAl^  onwr  a  ki^^e  ierras%,  oa  which  moMSitaia  ashes  aad  Tarioue  trees  spiiiif 
out  of  t)ie  very  rocks :  and  at  the  brow  is  the  l>efi,  but  not  spacious  enough 
for  such  an  inmate.  However,  I  am  persuaded  it  furnished  Pope  with  this  line, 
so  exactly  it  answers  to  the.  picture:  *  Chi  rifled  rocks,  tlie  J^a<;oH*«  late  abodes.* 
1  wanted^  to  aak  ifi  Pbpe  hsd  not  visited  Ladf  Mary  Wortley  here  during  Aeir 
intima^fr^but  f  ould  oa^  p«ii  that  qpestkin  to ,  Akxidifiu  himself  ?  Thene  remains 
aa  iwifvei^  odd  inscription  here  that  has  suok  a.  whimsical  mixture  of  devotion 
and  romanticness,  that  I  must  transcribe  it — ^  Preye  for  tbe  Soule  of  Sir  Thomaa 
Wortley,  Knight  of  the  Body  to  the  Kings  Edward* FV.,  Richard  III.,  Henry  TTI., 
H^rj  inm,  whose  fafdtS'  Go4  paeFdbi>.  He  caused  a  Ledge  to  be  builf  on 
lihis  ct99  ^  ^^^  midat  «f  \¥hwrBcU^  to  hair  the  Barfrb^H  10  tbe  ynar  o£  anr 
Lord  1510.'"— JS7rf. 
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his  son.  To  the  same  son  £1000  per  annum  for  life  cnidy, 
and  after  him  to  his  daugfafm  Lady  Bute :  (now  this  s<xi  k 
about  £80,000  in  debt).  To  aU  Lady  Bute's  childreti,  which 
are  eleven,  £S000  a  piece.  AU  the  rtmainder  to  Lady  Bute, 
and  after  her  tx>  her  second  son,  who  takes  the  name  of  Wort- 
ley,  aod  (if  he  fail)  to  the  next  in  order.  And  after  all  these 
and  their  children,  to  Lord  Sandwich,  to  whom  in  praent  he 
leaves  some  old  manuscripts.  Now  I  must  tell  you  a  8t<»y 
of  Lady  Mary :  as  she  was  on  her  travels,  she  had  occasion  to 
go  somewhere  by  sea,  and  (to  save  charges)  got  a  passage  on 
board  a  man  of  war.  The  ship  was  (I  think)  Commodore 
Barnet's.  When  he  had  landed  her,  she  told  him  Ae  knew 
she  was  not  to  offer  to  pay  for  her  passage ;  but  in  considera* 
tion  of  his  many  civilities,  intreated  him  to  wear  a  ring  for 
her  sake,  and  pressed  him  to  accept  it,  which  he  did.  It  was 
an  emerald  of  remarkable  size  and  beauty.  Some  time  after, 
as  he  wore  it,  some  friend  was  admiriug  it,  and  asking  how  he 
came  by  it.  When  he  heard  from  whence  it  came  he  laughed^, 
and  desired  .  him  to  shew  it  to  a  jeweller,  whom  he  knewi 
The  man  was  sent  for.  He  unset  it:  it  was  a  paste,  not 
worth  forty  shillings. 

The  Ministry  are  much  out  of  joint.  Mr.  Pitt  much  out  of 
humour,  his  popularity  tottering,  chiefly  occasioned  by  a  pampb^ 
let  against  the  German  war,  written  by  that  squeaking  acquaint* 
ance  of  ours,  Mr.  Manduit:  it  has  had  a  vast  run.  The 
Irish  are  very  intractable,  even  the  Lord  J.'s  themselves:  great 
difficulties  about  who  shall  be  sent  over  to  tame  them;  my 
Lord  H^  again  named,  but  (I  am  told)  has  refosed  it ;  every 
body  waits  for  a  new  Parliament  to  settle  their  ideas. 

I  have  had  no  gout  since  you  wait;  I  will  not  brag,  lest 
it  return  with  redoubled  violence.      I  am  very  foolish,  and  do 

3  c  2 


380 

nothing  to  mark  that  I  ever  was.  I  am  going  to  Cambridge 
to  take  the  fresh  air  this  fine  winter,  for  a  month  or  so ;  we 
have  had  snow  one  day  this  winter,  but  it  did  not  Ke,  it  was 
several  months  ago.  The  18th  of  January  I  took  a  walk  to 
Kentish  Taum,  wind  N.  W.  bright  and  fi^osty.  Thermometer,  at 
noon  was  at  43.  The  grass  remarkably  green  and  ilourishing. 
I  observed  on  dry  banks  facing  the  south,  that  Chickweed,  Dan- 
delion,. Groundsel,  Red  Archangel,  and  Shepherd's  Purse  were 
beginning  to  flower.     This  is  all  1  know  of  the  country. 

:  My  best  compliments  to  Mrs.  Wharton.  I  hear  her  butter 
is.  the  best  in  the  bishoprick ;  and  that  even  Deborah  has  learned 
to  spin.  I  rejoice  you  are  all  in  health;  but  why  are  you 
deaf,  and  blind  too,  or  you  could  not  vote  for  F.  V.  I  have 
abundance  more  to  say,  but  my  paper  won't  hear  of  it.    Adieu  I 

1755. 


*  Upsal  in  Sweden, 
Lat.  590  51|". 
Hasel  begins  to  f  12  April 

Snow-drop  F.  .  .  13  April 
(White  Wagtail)  appears  13  April 
Violets  P.  .        .        3  May 

Snow-drop  goes  off     . 

Apricot  f 

Elm  P.       ...        8  May". 
(Swallow  returns)  9  May    • 

(Cackoo  heard)  .        .      12  May    . 


Stratton  in  Nohfolk^ 

Lat.  52^  45". 

.  23  Jan. 

.  26  Jan. 

.  12  Peb. 

.  S8  March 

1  April 

1  April 
.  6  April 
.  17  April 


Cambridge. 


4  FA. 

3  Peb. 

28  Mar. 


*  This  is  only  an  Extract  from  the  two  Calendars  of  A.  M.  Berger^  at  Upsal ; 
and  Mr.  Stillingfleet,  at  Stratton.  See  Stillingfleet's  Tracts,  p.  260— 316«  At 
p.  321,  of  the  same  interesting  work,  is  given  the  Calendar  of  Flora,  by  Theophrastus 
at  Athens.  Lat.  37^  25".  I  am  not  aware  of  any  other  works  of  this  description 
published  in  England,  ^*  except  the  Comparative  View  of  the  two  Calendars  kept 
by  the  Rev.  Gilbert  White,  at  Selborne ;  and  by  William  Markwick,  Esq^  at  Cats- 
field,  near  Battle."    This  is  a  work  of  great  exactness,  and  the  result  of  as  much^ 


Upsal  in  Sweden. 
Lat  59°  51J". 

(Nightingale  sings) 
Birch  L. 


Alder  L. 

Bramble  L. 

Elm  li.  • 

Hawthorn  L. 

Acacia  L.    . 

Liime  L.      • 

Aspen  It.    •        • 

Sycamore  L« 

White  Poplar  L. 

Beech  L.     •        • 

Chesnut  and  Maple  L. 

Oak  L. 

Ash  1j, 

Fig  L. 

Horse  Chesnut  F. 

Mulberry  L. 

Crab  and  Apple  f. 

Cherry  f.     . 

Lilac  f. 

Hawthorn  f. 

Plumb  tree  f. 

Lilly  o*  the  Valley  f. 

Broom  F.  . 

Mulberry  L. 

Elder  f.      . 

Lady  Smock  f.   . 

Pea  and  Bean  f. 

Strawberries  ripe 

Cherries 

Currants 


15  May 

13 
14 
7 
15 
15 
15 
!21 
20 


20 
21 


29  June 
28  May 

•        • 

20  June 
7  July 
9  Jidy 
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Strattom  in  N«bfolk. 
Lat.  Si'  45". 

9  April 
1  April 
7  April 
3  April 
10  April 

•  • 

12  April 

13  Apifl  ' 
96  April 

13  AprU 

17  April 
31  April 

18  April 
18  April 
33  April 
31  April 

15  May 

14  May 

33  Apra 
18  April 
37  April 
10  May 

16  April 
3  May 

34  April 
14  May 

35  April 
18  April 
39  AprU 

9  July 


(on  Walls) 


Cahbsidqe. 


so  June 


16  April. 
10  April, 


16  April 


18  April. 
18  April. 


84  April. 
13  May. 


33  April. 
n  April. 

34  April. 
13  May. 


16  Jane. 

35  June. 

4  July. 


and  as  patient  observation  as  perhaps  was  ever  bronght  to  tlie  subject.  It  is 
formed  upon  an  attentive  comparison  of  the  seasons,  from  1768  to  1793.  See 
White's  Selbome,  8vo.  Vol.  3,  p.  131—156.  It  would  be  extremely,  usrfiil  to  the 
lover  of  nature,  to  have  these  four  calendars  (all  of  tliem  kept  m  difforent  latitudes), 
reprinted  in  one  volume.— ^cf. 
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UP84L  in   SW^PJ^N.  STftATTOV   IN  NoRFOLB:.  CAIffklDGE. 

Lat  59^     51i.  Lat.  52*  45". 

T¥  «  «   Y  1  (near  London).^  ,^ 

Haycul      .        .        .        7grul,     .        .        .        .      I    ^  ^^^    ^18  M.y. 

Rye     .        .      %* .  4  Aug.  ' 19  June. 

Wheat 21  Aug.  .     (latest)     .  15  Sept. 

Barley  ...      16  Aug.     .        .        .    3  Aug.     .  .4  Sept. 

(Cuckoo  siletit)  15  July     .  .  End  of  July        .        « . 

(Swallow  gone)    .  17  Sept.     .  .21  Sept.    .  .28  Sept. 

Birch.  Ehn,  Sycamore, )     e%c%  a    4.  i^oa 

,.'       /     "^      ,      >     82  Sept.    .  .14  Sept.      .  .      — 

liime,  change  colour  3 

Ash  drops  its  leaves     .  6  Oct.  .                 .9  Oct.      •                 .5  Oct« 

Elm  stripped        •  7  Oct.  ...                     ...      

lame  falls    ...  12  Oct.  .   ^ 

Basel  stripped  17  Oct.                                            ...      ~_ 

N*  B-    h  stands  for  opening  its  .leaves.     £.  Tor  in  full  leaf.   /.  for  beginnittg 
to  flawer.    f.  for  full  bloon. 

The  summer  flowers,    especially  such  as  blow  about  the  sol- 
^  stice,  1  take  no  notice  of,    as  they  blow  at  the  same    time  in 
Sweden  and  in  Engird;   at  least  the   difference  is  only  a  day 
or  two. 


Observe,  from  ttiis  calendar  it  appears,  that  there  is  a  won- 
derful diflFerence  between  the  earlier  phaenomena  of  the  spring 
in  Sweden  and  in  England,  no  less  than  78  days  in  the  fol- 
lowing of  the  Snow-drop,  61  days  in  the  appearance  of  the 
Wagtail,  62  days  in  the  bloom  of  the  Lilac,  43  days  in  the 
leafing  of  the  Oak,  40  days  in  the  blooming  of  the  Cherry-tree, 
S6  days  in  the  singing  of  the  Nightingale,  33  in  the  return  of 
the  Swallow,  25. in  that  of  the  Cuckoo,  and  so  on.  Yet  the 
summer  flowers  nearly  keep  time  alike  in  both  climates.  The 
harvest  differs  not  a  fortnight ;  some  of  the  fruits  only  9  days. 
Nay,  Strawberries  come  earlier  there  by  13  days  than  with  us. 
The  Simdlow  stays  with  us  only  4  days  long^  than  with  them. 
And  the  Ash   tree  begins  to  lose  its  leaves  within  3  days  of 
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the  same  time.     These  differences  and  these  unifi)rmities  I  know 
not  how  to  account  for. 

Mr.  Stillingfleet's  calendar  goes  no  farther  than  Octob6i*  S6. 
But  I  observed  that  on  December  2,  many  of  our  Rose-trees 
had  put  out  new  leaves,  and  the  Lauristine,  Polyanthus^  mngle 
yellow,  and  bloody  Wall-flowers,  Cytisus,  and  scarlet  Geraniums 
were  still  in  flower. 

January  15,  1756.  llie  Honeysuckles  Were  in  leaf,  afid  single 
Hepatica  and  Snow-drop  in  flower. 

As  to  the  nctasfe  of  birds,  Mr.   Stitlingfleet  marks  theif  txth^Sis 

thus  in  Norfolk. 

.  •  •       • 

4  Feb.       WoodUrIf  ftiftgkig:. 

12  Ditto.  Rooks,  pair.  ... 

16  Ditta.  Tlirusb  sifligs. 

—  Ditto.  Chaffinch  sings.  .         .         .        • 

22  Ditto.  Partridges  pair. 

2  March.  Rooks  build. 

5  Ditto.  Ring  Dove  cooes. 
14  April.  Bittern  bumps. 

16  Ditto.    Redstart  returns. 
28  Ditto.    Blackcap  sings. 
Ditto.      Whitethroat  seen.' 
5  June.    Goatsucker  (or  Fern-Owl),  heard  io  the  evening.     After  the  end  of 

June,  most  birds  are  silent  for  a  time,  probably  the  moulting  season ; 
only  the  €bldfiac^  YelliMP  HattYne^  aM>  CnMfld  Wren  are  heard 
tt  chirp. 
7  Aug^      Nuthatch  chatters. 

14  Ditto.     Stone  Curlew  whistles  at  night.. 

15  Ditto.    Young  Owls  heard  in  the  evening. 
If  Ditio.    Obatsudser  nof  Idngt^^  Afeaff^. 

9&  BMb.    AebiM  stdgiag. 

16  Sept.     Chaffiftehr  e&ttptng. 

25  Ditto.    Wpodlark  sings,  and  Fieldfares  a»>re*. 
27  0itt6.     Blackbird  sings. 
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20  Aug. 
2  Oct. 
10  DiUo. 
Ditto. 
22  Ditto. 
24  Ditto. 


Thrush  sings. 
Royston  Crow  comes. 
Woodlark  in  fall  song. 
Ringdove  cooes. 
Woodcock  returns. 
Skylark  sings. 


I  add  the    order  of  several    fruits  ripening    at    Stoke    that 
year. 


Hauthoy-Strawberry 
Wall  Duke  Cherry 
Eariy  Apricot 
Black-heart  Cherry 
Raspberry    . 
Gtooseberry   . 
Muscadine  Apricot 
Black  Fig    . 
Muscle 
Orleans 
Green  Qage 
Fnberd 


•  25  June« 
,      Ditto. 

Ditto. 

•  2  July. 

.    4  Ditto. 
.  15  Ditto. 
Ditto. 
.  30  Ditto. 

.  18  Aug. 
Ditto. 


Nectarine 
Newingt.  Peadi 
Morella  Cherry 

Mulberry 
Wabut 

Melon  . 
Burgamot  Pear 
Black  Muspad.  Grape 

Nectarine  oyer 
White  Muscad.  Grape 


4  Sept. 


18  Sept. 


25  Ditto. 

Ditto. 

12  Oct. 


LETTER  XCVI. 


M"^  GRAY    TO   D^  WHAETON. 


Dear  Doctoe, 

I  HAVE  been  very  naughty^  I  confess ;  but  I  in- 
ibrmed  your  brother^  a  good  while  ago,  that  both  your,  letters 
came  safe  to  my  hands.  The  first  indeed  which  went  to  Cam* 
bridge,  had  had  its  seal  broken,  which,  naturally,  I  should,  have 
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attribnted  to  die  curiosity  of  somebody  at  Durham,  bat  as  Mr. 
firoom  (who,  you  know,  is  care  itself)  sent  it  mfe,  without  taking 
notice  of  any  such  thing,  I  rather  believe  it  Was  nier6  atcld^nt, 
and  happened  after  it  had  passed  through  his  hand^. 

m 

I  lon^  to  see  you ;  btit  my  visit  must  te  defeited  to  another 
year,  for  Mr.  Jauncey  having  lost  hi^  bishop,  and  having  settled 
his  son  in  a  curacy,  me&ds  to  let  his  hou^  entire,  and  in  Sep- 
tember I  shaH  be  forced  to  look  out  for  ahdther  place,  and 
must  have  the  plague  6f  removing,  iTie  Glass  Manu^eture 
in  Worcestershire  (I  am  tolcf)  has  failed.  Mr.  Price  here  has 
left  off  business,  and  retired  itito  Wales.  The  person  who  suc- 
ceeds him  does  not  pretend  to  be  acquainted  with  all  the  secrets 
of  his  art.  The  man  at  York  is  now  in  town,  exhibiting  some 
specimens  of  his  skill  to  the  Society  of  Arts;  him  (you  say) 
you  have  already  consulted.  Coats  of  arms  will,  doubtless,  be 
expensive,  (Price  used  to  have  five  guineas  for  a  very  plain  one) 
figures  much  more  so.  Unlos,  therefore,  you  can  pidc  up  sdme 
remnants  of  old  painted  glass,  which  are,  sometimes,  met  with  in 
form  houses,  little  out-of-the-way  churches,  and  vestries,  and 
even  at  country  glaziers'  shops ;  and  as  I  should  advise  to  buy 
plain  coloured  glass  (for  which  they  ask  here  in  St.  Martin's 
Lane  five  shillings  a  pound,  but  it  is  sold  at  York  for  two  or 
three  shillings),  and  make  up  the  tops  of  your  windows  in  a 
mosaic  of  your  own  fency.  The  glass  will  come  to  you  in 
square  plates  (some  part  of  which  is  always  wrinkled,  and  full 
of  little  bubbles,  so  you  must  allow  for  waste),  any  glazier  can 
cut  it  into  quarrels^  and  you  can  dispose  the  pattern  and  colours^ 
red,  blue,  purple,  and  yellow  (there  is  also  green  if  you  like 
it)  as  well,  or  better  than  the  artisan  himself,  and  certainly 
much  cheaper;  I  would  not  border  it  with  the  same,  lest  the 
room  should  be  too  dark.  For  should  the  jqtiarrels  of  clear  glass 
be  too  small  (in  the  inner  part  of  the  window),  if  they  are  but 
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turned  corner  ways  it  is  enough  to  give  it  a  Gothic  aspect. 
If  there  is  any  thing  to  see  (though  it  be  but  a  tree)^  I  should 
put  a  very  large  diamond  pane  in  the  midst  of  each  division. 

I  had  rather  Major  G.  throwed  away  his  money  than  some* 
body  else.  It  is  not  worth  while  even  to  succeed,  unless  gratis. 
Nor  in  any  case  to  be  attempted  without  the  bishop's  absolute 
concurrence.  I  wish  you^joy  of  Dr.  Squire's  bishoprick.  He 
keeps  back  his  livings,  and  is  the  hi^piest  of  devils.  Stone« 
hewer,  who  is  canning,  will  (if  you  see  him),  tell  you  more  news 
viv&  voce  than  I  could  write.  I  therefore  do  not  tap  that 
chapter;  my  best  services  to  Mrs.  Wharton. 

I  am  ever  truly  yours. 


T.  G. 


Jl%  9,  1761. 


I  am  at  last  going  to  Cambridge ;  it  is  strange  else. 

4 
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I 
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LETTER  XCVII. 


M*-  GRAY   TO   D«-  WHARTON. 

< 

Dear  Doctob, 

WHEN  I  received  your  letter,  I  was  stiQ  detained  in 
town ;  but  am  now  at  last  got  to  Cambridge.  I  applied  imme- 
diately to  Dr,  Ashton  (who  was  nearest  at  hand)  for  information 
as  to  the  expences  of  Eton,  without  naming  any  one's  name. 
He  returned  me  the  civilest  of  answers,  and  that  if  the  boy  was 
to  be  on  the  foundation,  I  had  no  more  to  do,  but  send  him 
to  him,  and  the  business  should  be  done.  As  to  the  charges, 
he  was  going  to  Eton,  and  would  send  me  an  account  from 
thence.  Which  he  did  accordingly  on  Sunday  last;  and  hhiQ 
it  is  enclosed  with  his  second  letter.  You  will  easily  conceive 
that  there  must  be  additional  expences.  That  can  be  reduced  to 
no  rules,  as  pocket-money,  clothes,  books,  &c.  and  which  are 
left  to  a  &ther*s  own  discretion. 

My  notion  is,  'that  your  nephew  being  an  only  son,  and 
rather  of  a  delicate  constitution,  ought  not  to  be  exposed  to 
the  hardships  of  the  college.  I  know  that  the  expence  in  that 
way  is  much  lessened ;  but  your  brother  has  but  one  son,  and 
can  afford  to  breed  him  an  oppidant.  I  know  that  a  colleger 
is  sooner  formed  to  scuffle  in  the  world,  that  is,  by  drubbing 
and  tyranny  is  made  more  hardy,  or  more  cunning,  but  these 
in  my  eyes  are  no  such  desirable  acquisitions.  I  know  too, 
that  a  certain  (or  very  probable)  provision  for  life,  is  a  thing 
to  be  wished ;  but  you  must  jrememberf  what  a  thing  a  fellow 
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of  King's  is,  in  short  you  will  judge  for  yourselves;  if  you 
accept  my  good  friends  offer,  1  will  proceed  accordingly.  If 
not,  we  will  thank  him,  and  willingly  let  him  recommend  to  us 
a  cheap  boarding-hous#,  not  disdaining  bis  protection  and  en* 
couragement,  if  it  can  be  of  any  little  use  to  your  nephew. 
He  has  married  one  of  Amyand's  sisters,  with  £12,000,  (I 
suppose  you  know  hen  She  is  an  enchanting  object!),  and 
he  is  settled  in  the  Preachership  of  Iincoln*s  Inn. 

•  Sure  Mr.  Jonathan,  or  some  one  has  told  you,  how  your 
good  friend^  Mr.  L.  hgs  been  horse-whipped,  trampled,  bruised, 
and  p— — <J  upop,  by  a  Mrs.  Mackenzie,  a  sturdy  Scotch 
woman.  It  was  done  in  an  inn-yard  at  Hampstead,  in  the 
fece  of  day,  ^nd  be  has  put  her  in  the  Crown  Office.  It  is 
very  true.  \  win  not  delay  this  letter  to  tell  you  any  more 
stories.    Adieu  !* 

\  am  ever  yours, 


T.  G, 


Pmhrohe  Bafk  Jfan.  23,  176t. 


Mr.  Brown  (the  petit  hon-homme)  joins  his  compliments  to 
mine,  and  presents  them  to  you  and  Mrs.  Wharton.  I  have 
been  dreadfol)y  disappointed  in  Rousseau's  E^lo'ise,  but  Mason 
adnures  it. 


>  t 


» 
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LETTER  XCVin. 


M»-  GRAY   TO  D«-   WHARTON, 


« 


Jt)EAB  DoCTOit, 

AS  you  and  Mr.  R.  Wharton  seemed  detenxuoaed 
for  the  foundation,  I  shall  say  no  more  on  the  subject;  it  h 
pity  you  could  not  resolve  sooner,  for  I  fear  you  are  now 
too  late,  and  must  defer  yotr  design  till  the  next  year;  bb 
the  election  at  Eton  begins  this  day  se'nnight,  and  your  nephew 
ought  to  be  there  on  the  evening  of  the  27  at  farthest,  which 
is  scarce  possible.  You  have  never  told  me  his  age;  but  I 
suppose  you  know  that  after  15  complete,  boys  are  excluded 
from  the  election,  and  that  a  certificate  of  their  age  (that  is, 
an  extract  from  the  Parish  Register^  whepe  they  were  bap- 
tized) is  always  required,  which  must  be  attested  and  signed 
by  the  minister  and  churchwardens  of  the  said  parish.  Your 
nephew  (I  imagine)  is  much  y onogt r  -  tbaa  fifteen,  and  there- 
fore there  will  be  no  great  inconvenience,  if  he  should  be 
placed  at  Eton,  whenever  it  suits  Mr.  Wharton  to  carry  him, 
and  there  wait  for  the  next  election.  This  is^  commonly  prac- 
tised, and  .Dr.  Ashton  (I  do  not  doubt)  will  be  equally  ready 
to  serve  him  then  as  now;  he  will  probably  be  placed  pretty 
iiigh  in  the  school,  having  had  the  same  education,  that  is  in 
use  there,  and  will  have  time  to  familiarize  himself  to  the 
place,  before  he  actually  enters  the  college.  I  have  waited  to 
know  your  intentions  before  F  cuutd  answer  ©T.  Ashton^s  Jettef, 
und  wkb  yoo  would  oott  write  t&  me  what*  you  flnciHy  deter- 
mine.    There  b  a  month's  breaiattg^  op  immediately  ^rer  the 
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Election   which  lasts  a  week,   so  it  is  probable  Mr.  Wharton 
will  hardly  send  his  son  till  those  holidays  are  over. 

I  do  not  mention  the  subject  you  hint  at  for  the  same  rea- 
son you  give  me ;  it  should  be  offered  and  clear  of  all  taxes 
before  I  would  go  into  it,  in  spite  of  the  Mines  in  America, 
on  which  I  congratulate  you. 

I  shall  hope  to  see  Old  Park  next  Summer,  if  I  am  not  bed- 
rid, but  who  can  tell?  Mr.  Brown  presents  his  best  services 
to  the  family,  with  mine;  he  is  older  than  L  Adieu!  the 
Post  waitSi 


f  • » 


^Itam  ev«  truly  yours. 


T.  G- 


July  19,  [1761.]    Pemh.  CoU. 


LETTER  XCIX. 


M*-   GRAY  TO  M»-  MASON. 


^ti$mt,  176]. 


BE  assured  your  York  Canon  never  will  die ;   so  the 
better  the  thing  is  in  value,  the   worse  for  you  ♦.     The  true 


*  This  Wis  written  tt  a  time,  whea^  by  Um  fiiiFoar  ol  Dr*  Foimfayiie,  D^u 
of  Yoricy  I  expected  to  be  made  n  Residentiary  in  bis  Catbedral. — JUtuon. 
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way  to  immortality  is  to  get  you  nominated  onc^s  successor. 
Age  and  Diseases  vanish  at  your  name;  Fevers  turn  to  radical 
heat,  and  Fistulas  to  issues:  it  is  a  judgement  that  waits  on 
your  insatiable  avarice.  You  could  not  let  the  poor  old  man 
die  at  his  ease#  when  he  was  about  it;  and  all  his  family  (I 
suppose)  are  cursing  you  for  it 

I  wrote  to  Lord  *  *  •  *  on  his  recovery ;  and  he  answers  me 
very  cheerfully,  as  if  his  illness  had  been  but  slight,  and  the 
pleurisy  were  no  more  than  a  hole  in  one's  stocking.;  He  got 
it  (he  says)  not  by  scampering,  racketing,  and  riding  post;  as 
I  had  supposed ;  but  by,  going  with  Ladies  to  Vaii^dlialL .  He 
is  the  picture  (and  pray  so  tell  him,  if  you  see  him)  of  an  old 
Alderman  that  I  knew,  who,  after  living  forty  years  on  the  &t 
of  the  land,  (not  milk  and  honey,  but  arrack  punch  and  veni- 
son) and  losing  his  great  toe  with  a  mortification,  saic^  to  the 
l^st,  that  he  owed  it  to  two  grapes,  which  he  ate  one  day 
afler  dinner.  He  felt  them  lie  cold  at  his  stomach  the  minute 
they  were  down. 

» 

Mr.  Montagu  (as  I  guess,  at  your  .  instigation)  has  earnestly 
desired  me  to  write  some  lines  to  be  put  on  a  monument,  which 
he  means  to  erect  at  BeUisle*.  It  is  a  task  I  do  not  love, 
knowing  Sir  William  Williams  so  slightly  as  I  did:  but  he  is 
so  fkiendly  a  person,  and  his  afl3iction  seemed  to  me  so  real, 
that  I  could  not  refuse  him.  I  have  sent  him  the  following 
verses,  which  I  neither  like  myself^  nor  will  he,  I  doubt :  how- 
ever, I  have  shewed  him  that  I  wished  to  oblige  him.  Tell 
me  your  real  opinion. 


m 


LETTER  t 


U^   GRAY  TO   D*-   WHARTON. 

Dear  Doctor, 

I  AM  just  cotae  to  town,  where  I  shall  stay  six 
weeks,  or  more,  and  (if  you  will  send  your  dimensions)  wil! 
look  ont  for  papers  at  the  shops,  I  own  I  nerer  yet  saw  any 
Gothic  papers  to  my  &ncy.  Tliere  is  one  fault  that  is  in  the 
nature  of  the  thing,  and  cannot  be  avoided.  The  great  beauty 
of  all  Gothic  diesigns  is  the'  variety  of  perspectives  they  occa- 
sion. Thi»  a  painter  may  represent  on  the  walls  of  a  room  in 
some  measure,  but  not  a  designer  of  papers,  where  what  is 
represented  on  one  breadth  must  be  exactly  repeated  on  an- 
other, both  in  the  light  and  shade,  and  in  the  dimensions.  This 
we  cannot  help,  but  they  do  not  even  do  what  they  might. 
Hiey  neglect  Hollar,  to  copy  Mr.  Halfpenny's  Architecture,  so 
that  all  they  do  is  more  like  a  goose-pie  than  a  cathedral. 
You  seem  to  suppose  that  they  do  Gothic  papers  in  colours, 
but  I  never  saw  any  but  such  as  were  to  look  like  Stucco; 
nor  indeed  do  I  conceive  that  they  could  have  any  effect  or 
meaning.  Lasdy,  I  never  saw  any  thing  of  gilding,  such  as 
you  mention,  on  paper ;  but  we  shall  see.  Only  pray  leave  as 
little  to  my  judgement  as  possible. 

I  thanked  Dr.  Ashton  before  you  told  me  to  do  so.  He 
writes  me  word  that  (except  the  first  Sunday  of  a  month)  he 
believes  he  shall  be  at  Eton,  till  the  middle  of  November ;  and 
(as  he  now  knows  the  person  in  question  as  your  nephew)  adds. 


3Q3 


I  remembec  Dr.  Wharton  \?iai  greft|t  plea^re,,  and  begj  yW; 
wUl  signify  a»  much  to  him»  when,  you.write. 


The  King  is,  just,  marriedi  ifcisAhe.  hottest. 
AdieuJ  it*  is  l^te.    J  gm^evet 


Yours, 


•  I 


T.  ek 


Tuesday,  [Sept,  8,   1761.] 


•  * 
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LETTER  CI. 


'    I 


M«-  GRAY   TO   D«^   WHARTON, 


Oct.  22,    176lJ.    Smih&mpUm  Rpfif. 


Dear  Doctor, 


DO  not  think  me.  veiy  ^  dilfttory^ .  for  I  hatv^i  beeii> 
sending  away  all  my  things  iromitfaQs  hdnse  (where: ;neivertii6f 
less  I  shall  continue  while  I  stay  in  town)  and. have  hesides; 
been  confined  with  a  severe  cold  to  my  rotun/.  Oni  curama^aQg. 
Mr.  Bromwick's  aqd  several  other  shops,  I  am  foroed  to  tdl  yea 
that  there  are  absolutely  no  papers  at  aH.that.desorye  tbe^  n«iie 
of  Grothic,  or  that  you  would  bear  the.  sigiit  of.  Thcrf  are  all 
what  they  call  fancy,  and.  indeed  resemble,  nothing,  that  ever 
was  in  use  in  any  age  or  country.    I  am  g^ng  to  advise^  what 
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perhaps  you  may  be  deterred  from  by  the  addition  of  expence, 
byt  what,  in  your  case,  I  should  certainly  do.  Anybody  that 
can  draw  the  least  in  the  world  is  capable  of  sketching  in  In- 
dia  ink  a  compartment  or  two  of  <iiaper-work,  or  a  niche,  or 
tabernacle  with  its  firet-work.  Take  such  a  man  with  you  to 
Durham  Cathedra],  and  let  him  copy  one  division  of  any  or- 
nament you  think  will  have  any  efFect,  from  the  high-altar 
suppose,  or  the  nine  altars,  or  what  you  please.  If  nothing 
there  suits  you,  chuse  in  Dart's  Canterbury  or  Dugdale's  War- 
wickshire, &c«  and  send  the  design  hither.  They  will  execute 
it  here,  and  make  a  new  stamp  on  purpose ;  provided  you  will 
take  twenty  pieces  of  it,  and  it  will  come  to  a  halfpenny  or 
A  penny  a  yard,  the  more,  (according  to  the  work  that  is  in 
it).  This  I  really  think  worth  your  while.  I  mention  your 
doing  it  there,  because  it  will  be  then  under  your  own  eye, 
and  at  your  own  choice,  and  you  can  proportion  the  whole 
better  to  the  dimensions  of  yopr  room :  for  if  the  design  be  of 
Arcade* work  or  any  thing  on  a  pretty  large  scale,  and  the 
arches,  or  niches,  are  to  rise  one  above  another,  there  must  be 
some  contrivance  that  they  may  fill  the  entire  space,  and  not 
be  cut  in  sunder  and  incomplete.  This,  indeed,  where  the  work 
is  in  small  compartments,  is  not  to  be  minded.  Say,  therefore, 
if  you  come  into  this,  or  shall  I  take  a  man  here  to  West* 
minster,  and  let  him  copy  some  of  those  firet-works  ?  though  I 
think  in  the  books  that  I  have  named  you  may  find  better 
things.  I  much  doubt  of  the  effect  colours  (any  other  than  the 
tints  ^  Stucco)  would  have  in  a  Gothic  design  on  paper,  and  here 
they  have  nothing  to  judge  from.  Those  I  spoke  of  at  Ely 
were  green  and  pale  Mue,  with  the  raised  work  white,  if  you 
<iare  to  hazard  it.  I  saw  an  all-silver  paper  quite  plain,  and 
it  looked  like  block-tin.  In  short,  there  is  nothing  I  wouW 
venture  to  «end  you.    One  of  3d.  a  yard  in  small  compartments. 
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thus,  ^^     might  perhaps  do  for  the  stairs,  but  very  likely  it 

is  common,  and  besides  it  is  not  pure  Gothicr  therc^ 
fore  I  could  not  send  it  alone.  Adieu*  and;  tell 
Mason  what  I  shall  do.  . 


I   go  to  Cambridge*  in  three  weeks  or  less. 


OSES 


LETTER  CII. 


M«-  GRAY  TO  D«-  WHARTON. 


Nov.  19^  1761.    Ltmdon. 


Dear  Doctor, 


I  WENT  as  soon  as  I  received  your  last  letter,  to 
chuse  papers  for  you  at  Bromwick's.  I  applaud  your  determi- 
nation, for  it  is  mere  pedantry  in  Gothicism  to  stick  to  nothing 
but  Altars  and  Tombs,  and  there  is  no  end  of  it,  if  we  are  to 
sit  upon  nothing  but  Coronation-cbairs,  nor  drink  out  of  nothing 
but  chalices  or  flagons.  The  idea  is  sufficiently  kept  up  if  we 
live  in  ancient  houses,  but  with  modem  conveniences  about  us. 
Nobody  will  expect  the  inhabitants  to  wear  rufis  and  forthin- 
gales.  Besides,  these  things  are  not  to  be  had  unless  we  make 
them  ourselves. 

I  have,  however,  ventured  to  bespeak  (for  the  staircase)  the 
Stucco  paper  of  Sd.  a  yard,  which  I  mentioned  to  you  before. 
It  is  rather  pretty,  and  nearly  Gothic.    The  border  is  entirely 

3e2 


996 

%o,  mA  where  4t  runs  ;ihori290ntally^  wiU  be  iv^iiy  proper.;  where 
^fpendioola^ly  not  5alto«|ether  ho.*  I  dojuot  aoe  how  this  could 
1)0  avokled.  'The  cvimmn  ipaper  is  the  handsomest  I  lever  saw ; 
fix)m  its  simplicity  I  bqjjeve,  as  it  is  :nothing  but  the  same 
dung  repeated  throughout.  Mr.  Trevor  (Hampden)  designed  it 
for  his  own  use ;  the  border  is  a  spiral  scroll,  also  the  prettiest 
I  have  seen.  This  paper  is  8d.  a  yard.  The  blue  is  the  most 
extravagant:  a  Mohair-flock  paper  of  a  shilling  a  yard,  which 
I  fear  you  will  blame  me  for :  but  it  was  so  handsome,  and 
looked  so  warm,  I  could  not  resist  it.  TRie  pattern  is  small, 
and  will  look  like  a  cut- velvet;  the  border  a  scroll  like  the 
last,  but  on  a  larger  scale.  You  will  ask,  why  the  crimson 
(which  is  to  be  the  best)  is  not  d  Mohair-paper  too?  Because 
it  would  have  no  effect  in  that  sort  of  pattern ;  and  it  is  as 
handtome  as  it  .need  to  be,  without  that  expence.  The  Library 
paper  is  a  cloth  colour:  all  I  can  say  for  it  is,  that  it  was 
the  tiext  beet  design  they  had  after  the  former.  I  think  it  is 
7id.  a  yard.  They  do  not  keep  any  quantity  by  them  (only 
samples  of  each  sort)  but  promise  they  shall  be  finished  in  a 
week,  land  sent  to  your  brpther's,  with  whqip  I  have  left  the 
J^li  )aS)  I{ !  ^  myself  to  Cambridge  ,in  a  day  or  two.  I  ndeec^ 
this,  la  very' improper  time  to  |:rouble  \\iisi,  though  when  I  called 
<lh»e.;  lest  tdightj,  J  iwas  t^ld  she  was  a  great,  ef^^/  better.  I  did 
not  tknow  fof  few'4qss  till  ypu  .toldimec  on  whict^  J  went  to  ask 
liowi  they  .di4i  «Pd  jfoURd  him  truly  in  a  very  deplwibje  i^tu- 
I  Ation.     He  .:«a^d  /he   had  wrote  to   you^  but;!  do. not  know 

whttheribe  was^aW^  to  ;give  you  a  full;  aci^ount  of,.     »        ♦ 
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LETTER  Cm. 


I  < 


M«-   GRAY   TO    M»-  WAaJOtE.' 


» •, 


Sunday,  Feb.  28*  IT*!;' 

I  RETURN  you  my  best:  ti»a»ks  for  Ifce  copy  ofyoiir 
book^  which  you  seat  ntie^  aod/hftite  .not  at  :all  tesseiu^d  rmy 
opinion  of  it  ainoe  I  i^ii  it  m  faints  though  the  press  haB 
general  >a  bad  ei&ct  non  tiai '  complexion  of  one  s  works^  The 
engravings  Jook^  as  yoa  s&if,  better  ^than  1 1  had  i' expected;  yet 
not  .altogether  &o  well  {as  I  oould  twh^L  H  irejoice  m  tbeigpod 
dispositions  of  our  Cototr^and'in 'the  Ipffopriaty  cf  their; ilappiir 
cation  to  you:  tbe.:work  isit  Jimg  m  dnauah  to  be  wished; 
hfis  so  near  ia  .oonnection.  with  lthe>  tuflnr  oil  yo»r  studies  and 
of  your  curicsity.;  and  might  it&nd:w<^  :  ample  /materials  amMig 
your  hoards  anil  an  yom*  .head;;  that  it  \>dill  be  a  siti  if  3^011  ilet 
it  drop  and  come  to  nothings  or  wocse  than  -nothing,  :for  :warit 
of  your  assistance^ .  The  historical  part  should  be  in  the  man- 
ner of  Henaqlt,  a imere  abridgement^]: ;   a  series  of  fiucts^seledted 


*  The  Anecdotes  of  Painting. 


\  » 


t  See  a  Note  from  Lord  Bute  in  the  Letters  to  and  from  Ministers  (Wal<- 
pole's  W.oriLs,  Vf I  ^.  p.  :8780  inviting  Mr.  Walpole  to  turn  his  thoughts  to  a 
work  of  this  kind ;  and  Mr.  Walpole's  answer,  offering  to  point  out  and  collect 
mate^ilils,  cataci  jtake  any  trouble  in  aiding,  supervising,  and  directing  the  whole 
plan. — Ed. 

X  See  a  specimen  of  this  Collection  given  by  the  Editor  of  Walpole's  Works» 
in  a  Note  to  this  Letter,  Vol.  V.  p.  400. 
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with  judgement,  that  may  serve  as  a  clue  to  lead  the  mind 
along  in  the  midst  of  those  ruins  and  scattered  monuments  of 
art,  that  time  has  spared.  This  would  be  sufficient,  and  better 
than  Montfaucon's  more  diffuse  narrative.  Such  a  work  (I 
have  heard)  Mr.  Burke  is  now  employed  about,  which,  though 
not  intended  for  this  purpose,  might  be  applied  perhaps  to  this 
use.  Then,  at  the  end  ^f  ^^ch  reign,  should  come  a  disserta- 
tion explanatory  of  the  plates,  and  pointing  out  the  turn  of 
thought,  the  customs,  ceremonials,  arms,  dresses,  luxury,  and 
private  life,  with  the  improvement  or  decline  of  the  arts  during 
that  period.  This  you  must  do  yourself,  beside  taking  upon 
you  the  superintendance,  direction,  and  choice  of  materials.  As 
to  the  expence,  that  must  be  the  King's  own  entirely,  and  be 
must  give  the  book  to  fordgn  Minisfers  and  people  of  note; 
for  it  is  obvious  no  private  man  can  undertake  such  a  tiling 
without  a  subscription,  and  no  gentleman  will  care  for  such  an 
expedient ;  and  a  gentleman  '  it  should  be,  because  he  must 
have  easy  access  to  archives,  cabinets,  and  collections  of  all 
sorts.  I  protest  I  do  not  think  il  impossible  but  they  may  give 
into  such  a  scheme ;  they  approve  the.  design,  they  \rish  to  en- 
courage the  arts,  and  to  be  magnificent,  and  they  have  no 
Versailles  or  Herculaneum. 

I  hope  to  see  you  toward  the  end  of  March.  If  you  be- 
stow a  line  on  me,  pray  tell  me  whether  the  Baronne  de  1^ 
Peyriere  is  gone  to  her  Castle  of  Viry,  and  wJiether  Fingal  be 
discovered  or  shrewdly  suspected  to  be  a  forgery.    Adieu ! 

I  am  yours  ever, 

T.  GRAY. 
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LETTER  CIV. 


f  / 


M«  GRAY  TO   D«    WHARTON. 

Dear  Doctor, 

I  FEEL  very  ungrateful  every  day  that  I  continue 
silent,  and  yet  I  do  not  write  to  you ;  but  now  the  pen  is  in 
liiy  hand,  and  I  am  in  for  it  When  I  left  you,  in  spite  of 
the  rain,  I  went  out  of  my  way  to  Richmond,  and  made  a 
shift  to  see  the  castle,  and  look  down  upon  the  valley,  through 
which  the  Swale  winds,  that  was  all  the  weather  would  permit. 
At  Rippon  I  visited  the  church,  which  we  had  neglected  before^ 
with  some  pleasure,  and  saw  the  Ure  full  to  its  brink,  and  very 
inclinable  to  overflow.  Some  Ikint  gleams  of  sunshine  gave  me 
an  opportunity  of  walking  over  Studley,  and  descending  into 
the  ruins  of  Fountain's  Abbey,  which  I  examined  with  atten* 
tion.  I  passed  over  the  ugly  moor  of  Harrowgate,  made  a  bow  to 
the  Queen's  Head,  and  got  Ifite  at  night  to  Leeds;  here  the 
rain  was  so  perverse  I  could  scarce  see  the  town,  much  less 
go  to  Kirkstall-Abbey,  which  was  my  intention,  so  I  proceeded 
to  Wakefield  and  Wentworth  Castle.  Here  the  sun  again 
'  indulged  me,  and  opened  as  beautiful  a  scene  of  rich  and  cul- 
tivated country  as  (I  am  told)  Yorkshire  affords.  The  water  is 
all  artificial,  but  with  an  air  of  nature,  much  wood,  a  very  good 
house  in  the  Queen  Anne  style,  which  is  now  new-fi'onting  in 
a   far  better  taste  *,    by  the  present  Earl ;    many  pictures  not 


1"  8«e  Waipole's  Obserrations  od  Modern  Gardening,  Vol.  II.  p.  545.  ^  If  a 
model  ki  sought  of  the  most  perfect'  taste  in  architecturei  where  grace  softens 
dignity,  and  lightness  attempers  magnfficenoe;  where  proportion  remotes  every  part 
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worth  a  farthing,  and  a  castle  built  only  for  a  play-thing  on 
the  top  of  the  hill  as  a  point  of  view,  and  to  command  a  noble 
prospect.  I  went  on  to  Sheffield,  liked  the  situation  in  a  valley 
by  a  pretty  river's  side,-  surrcMinded .  with  charming  hills ;  saw 
the  handsome  parish  church,  with  the  chapel,  and  monuments 
of  the  Talbots.  Then  I  entered  the  Peak,  a  country  beyond 
comparison  uglier  than  an5r  otfier  I  have  seen  in  England, 
black,  tedious,  barren,  and  not  mountainous  enough  to  please 
one  with  its  horrors.  This  is  mitigated,  since' -you  were  ftiere, 
by  a  wood  like  a  bowling-green,  which  soon  brougl^t  me  to 
Chatsworth.  The  house  has  the.  air  of  a  palace^  the  hills  rising 
on  three  of  its  ^ides^  shut  out  the  view  of  its  dreary  neigh- 
bourhood,  and  €ire  covered  with ,  wood  to  their  tops ;  the  front 
opens  to  the  Derwent  Winding  thro\:^h  the  valley,  which  by 
the  art  of  Mn  Brown,'  is  ^now  always  visible  and  full,  to  its, 
brim ;  for  heretofore  it  pould  ijot  well  be  seen  (but  in  rainy 
seasons)  from  the  windo^vs*  A  handsome  bridge  is  lately  thrown 
over  it,  and  the  stables  taken  away,  which  stood,  full  in  view 
between  the  hqusQ  and  the  river.  ;The  prospect  opeps  here.  to. 
n  wider  tra^t  of  country,  terminated  by  mpre»  distant  bills V  this 
scene  is  yet  in  its  infancy,,  the  objects  are  thinly,  ^tteyed,  and* 
the  clumps  and  plantations  lately  made^  but  it  promises.  welL 
in  time.  Within  doors  the  furniture  corresponds  to  the  stateli- 
ness  of  the  apartments,  fine  tapestry>  marble  door, cases  ,with 
fruit,  flowers,  and  foliage,  excellently  done  by  ojkl*  Gibber's 
father;  windows  of  plate  glass  in  gilded  frames,  and  such  a 
profusion  of    Gibbon's    best  carving  in  wood,  viz*  dea4  game. 


■^■■■1   ■       11  fimmmmmmm^  ■  ■         ■■■■■■  ■»■   ■  »        i      ■  ■    «■       '  t  f     •     '  ■  *         i  i  ■■   ■   ■       ■        * 


froid  peoiilitr. obtterMtioB)  and  ddioae^  ofexecuiioii  recak  ev«ry  part  to  notice; 
when  tbe- position  is  tbe  most  biippiy,  and  even  the  colour  of  tfee  stone  the.  most 
harmonious,  the  virtuoso  should  be  directed  to  the  new  front  of  WentwoKh 
Cdstre;  the  result  of  the  same  elegant  judgement  that  had  before  distributed  so 
many  beaiitios  o>Yer'that  doBMin;  and  called  from  wood,  water,  UUi,  prospects, 
and  buildings  a  compendium  of  pictoresque  nature,  improved  by  the  chastity  of 
art"— See  also  a  letter  dated  from  Weniwordi  Castle^  VoL  V.  p.  370. 
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fish,  shells,  flowei's,  S^c.  as  I  never  saw  any  where.  The  ceilings 
and  staircases  all  painted  by  Verrio  or  Laguerre,  in  their  usual 
sprawling  way*,  and  no  other  pictures,  but  in  one  room  8  or 
10  ix)rtraits,  some  of  them  very  good,  of  James  and  Charles 
the  first's  time.  The  gardens  are  small,  and  in  the  French 
style,  with  waterworks,  particularly  a  grand  cascade  of  steps^ 
and  a  temple  cCeaux  at  the  head  of  it. 

From  thence  I  went  to  Hardwicke  f.  One  would  think 
Mary  Queen  of  Scots  was  but  Just  walked  down  into  the  park 
with  her  guard  for  half-an-hour.  Her  gallery,  her  room  of 
audience,  her  anti-chamber  with  the  very  canopies,  chair  of 
state,  footstool,  lit-de-repos,  oratory,  carpets,  and  hangings,  just 
as  she  left  them.  A  little  tattered  indeed,  but  the  more 
venerable,  and  all  preserved  with  religious  care,  and  papered 
up  in  winter.  The  park  and  country  are  just  like  Hertford- 
,shire.  I  went  by  Chesterfield  and  Mansfield,  to  revisit  my 
old  friend  the  Trent  at  Nottingham,  where  I  passed  two  or 
three  days,  and  from  thence  took  stage  coach  to  London. 

When  I  arrived  there,  I  found  Professor  Turner  :j:  had  been 
dead  above  a  fortnight,  and  being  cockered  and  spirited  up  by 
some  fiiends  (though  it  was  rather  of  the  latest)  I  got  my  name 
suggested  to  Lord  Bute,  you  may  easily  imagine  who  under- 
took it||,  and  indeed  he  did  it  with  zeal.     I  received  my  answer 

*'  ^'  Where  sprawl  the  saints  of  Venrio  and  La  Guerre.'' — P(^e. 

t  Seat  of  the  Duke  of  DeTonshire  in  Nottinghamshire*-*J!fa«on. 

X  Professor  of  Modem  Languages  in  the  University  of  Cambridge.— ^Ifaton. 

I  This  person  was  the  late  Sir  Henry  Erskine.  As  this  was  the  only  ap- 
plication Mr.  Gray  ever  made  to  ministry,  I  thought  it  necessary  to  insert  his 
own  account  of  it.  The  place  in  question  was  given  to  the  tutor  of  Sir  James 
Lowther. — JfoMm. 

VOL.  II.  3  F 
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very  sopp..  which  was  what  you  may  easily  imagine,  but  JQinerf 
with  gre^  profewions  of  his  desire  to  serve  me  on  any  future 
occasion,  and  many  more  fine  words  that  I  pass  over,  not  oqt 
of  modesty,  but  for  another  reason.  So  you  see  I  have  mode 
my  fortune,  like  Sir  Fr.  Wrongbead.  This  nothing  is  a  profound 
secret,  and  no  qne  here  suspects  it  even  pow ;  to  day  I  hoar, 
that  Delaval  *  has  got  it,  but  we  are  not  yet  certain ;  next  to 
myself  I  wished  for  him. 

You  see  we  have  ms^de  a  peace.  I  shall  be  silent  about  it, 
because  if  \  say  any  thing  anti-ministerial,  you  will  tell  me, 
you  kixow  the  reason;  and  if  I  approve  it,  you  will  tell  nw, 
J  have  expectations  still  all:  I  know  is,  that  the  D.  of  New- 
castle and  Lord  Hardwicke  both  say,  it  is  an  excellent  peaee, 
and  only  ]M[r. ,  Pitt  calls  it  inglorious  and  insidious. 

I  b^^d  a  little  gout  twice  while  1  was  in  towD»  which  conr 
fined  mp  some  time;  yet  I  bespoke  your  chairs.  They  are 
what  is  cal^d  rqut^chairs,  but  ^  they  ar«^  to  be  a  liuh  better 
in  shape  and  materials  than  ordinary,  will  come  to  about 
6^.  yd.  a  chair.  I  desired  your  brother  to  judge,  hew  he  per- 
formed,  and  the  fu*st  that  was  made  was  to  be  sent  to  him  to 


My  bet$  Respects  tQ    Mrs.  Wharton,  who*  I  suppose  receive 
them  in  bed.     How  does  she  do  ?    My  compliments  to  Miss. 


I  am  ever  truly  your^. 


Cambridge^  Dee.  4^  lim. 


Mason  is  in  Yorkshire  now,  but  I  missed  of  him. 


*  Fellow,  of  Pembroke-Hall^  and  9f  the  Royal  Society:.-*Jlfa^pii. 
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LirrtEit  cv. 


M«-  GRAY  TO  M*-  MASON. 

Febi-mry,  8,  1768; 

DOCnSSIME  Domine,  atine  tibi  arrident  compUmenta*  f 
If  so,  I  liope  your  vanity  iS  tickled  with  the  verghe  doro  of  Count 
Algarotti,  and -the  intended  translation  of  Sig^*  Ago^no  Paradisi: 
for  my  part,  I  am  ravishck}  (for  I  too  have  my  i^are).  Are 
y»ou  upon  the  road  to  see  all  these  wonders,  and  snuff  up  the 
itacetise  df  Pisat;  or  ha^  Mr.  Brcwn  abated  your  ardour  by  sending 
you  the  originals?  I  am  waiting  with  ittij^atience  for  your 
coming. 


<■*»*— —fc——  I      !■     mimmm^m^mi^m 


^WilUtiB  Taylor  H»we,  Esq;  of  Stondon  Plaee^  near  OUppiBg-Oog^ar,  in 
EaseXy  an  honorary  Fellow  of  Pembroke-Hall  was  now  on  his  travels  in  Italy, 
where  he  had  made  an  acqusuntance  with  the  celebrated  Count  Algarotti^  and 
had  recommended  to  him  Mr.  Gray^s  Poems  aiid  my  Dramas.  After  the  perusal  he 
received  a  Letter  from  the  Count,  written  in  that  style  of  superliftive  pknegyric 
peeuKaf  to  Italians.  A  copy  of  this  ktter  Mn  Howe  had  jnst  now  sent  to 
our  common  friend  Mr.  Brown,  then  President  of  the  College ;  and  also  another 
of  the  Counts,  addressed  to  Sig.  Paradise  a  Tuscan  Poet;  in  which,  after 
explaniing  the  arguments  of  my  two  Dramatic  Poems,  be  advises  him  to  translate 
them ;:  but  priweipclly  Cidractacus^-^This  aftecdote  not  only  explains  the  above 
paragraph,  but  the  subsefuent  Letter.  The  Latin,  at  the  beginning  of  the  letter, 
aHttdes  io  a  simflar  expression  \¥bieh  a  Fdow  of  a  CoHege  had  made  use  of 
to  a  ^reigner  who  dined  in  the  College  Hail.  Hapving-  oooasion  Xc^  ask  him  if  b« 
would  eat  any  cabbage  to  his  boiMF  beef,  he  said  ^'anne  tibi  arridesit  Herbae?** — 

5p2 
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I  am  obliged  to  you  for  your  Drawing  and  very  learned  dis- 
sertation annexed*.  You  have  made  out  your  point  with  a 
great  degree  of  probability,  (for  though  the  nimis  adhasit  might 
startle  one,  yet  the  sale  of  the  tithes  and  chapel  to  Webster 
seems  to  set  all  right  again)  and  I  do  believe  the  building  in 
question  was  the  chapel  of  St.  Sepulchre.  But  then,  that  the  ruin 
now  standing  was  the  individual  chapel  as  erected  by  Archbishop 
Roger,  I  can  by  no  means  think:  I  found  myself  merely  on  the  style 
and  taste  of  architecture.  The  vaults  under  the  choir  are  still 
in  being,  and  were  undoubtedly  built  by  this  very  Archbishop : 
they  are  truly  Saxon ;  only  that  the  arches  are  pointed,  though 
very  obtusely.  It  is  the  south  transept  (not  the  north)  that  is 
the  oldest  part  of  the  minster  now  above  ground:  it  is  said  to 
have  been  begun  by  Geoffrey  Plantagenet,  who  died  about  thirty 
years  after  Roger^  and  left  it  unfinished.  His  successor,  Walter 
Grey,  compleated  it;  so  we  do  not  exactly  know  to  which 
of  these  two  prelates  we  are  to  ascribe  any  certain  part  of  it. 
Grey  lived  a  long  time,  and  was  Archbishop  from  1216  to 
1255  (59  Henry  IH.) ;  and  in  this  reign  it  was,  that  the  beauty 
of  the  Gothic  architecture  began  to  appear.  The  chapter*hou^ 
is  in  all  probability  his  work,  and  (I  should  suppose)  built 
in  his  latter  days ;  whereas  what  he  did  of  the  south  transept 
might  be  performed  soon  after  his  accession.  It  is  in  the  second 
order  of  this  building,  that  the  round  arches  appear  including 
a  row  of  pointed  ones,   (which  you  mention,  and  which  I  also 


'  ^Thifl  relates  to  the  ruia  of  a  small  Gothic  chapel  near  the  north-west  end 
of  the  cathedral  at  York,  not  noticed  by  Drake  in  hia  Eboracum.  When  Mr. 
^ray  made  me  a  yisit  at  that  place  the  summer  before,  he  was  much  struck 
with  the  beautiful  proportion  of  the  windows  in  it,  which  induced  me  to  get 
Mr.  Paul  Sandby  to  make  a  drawing  of  it ;  and  also  to  endeavour,  in  a  Letter 
to  Mr.  Gray,  to  explain  to  what  foundation  it  belonged.  As  his  answer  contains  some 
excellent  general  remarks  on  gotbic  buiding,  I  thought  proper  to  publish  it,  though 
the  particular  matter  which  occasioned  thcnx  tras  not  of  any  great  consequence.^ 
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ohservejd)  similar  t6  those  in  St.  Sepulchre's  Chapel,  though  far 
inferior  in  the  proportions  and  neatness  of  workmanship.  The 
same  thing  is  repeated  in  the  north  transept;  but  this  is  only 
an  imitation  of  the  other,  done  for  the  sake  of  regularity ;  for 
this  part  of  the  building  is  no  older  than  Archbishop  Romaine, 
who  came  to  the  see  in  1285,  and  died  1295. 

All  the  buildings  of  Henry  the  Second's  time  (under  whom 
Roger  lived  and  died,  1185)  are  of  a  clumsy  and  heavy  proportion, 
with  a  few  rude  and  awkward  ornaments;  and  this  style  con- 
tinues to  the  beginning  of  Henry  the  Third's  reign,  though 
with  a  little  improvement,  as  in  the  nave  of  Fountain's  abbey, 
&c.  then  all  at  once  come  in  the  tall  picked  arches,  the  light 
clustered  columns,  the  capitals  of  curling  foliage,  the  fretted 
tabernacles  and  vaultings,  and  a  profusion  of  statues,  &c.  that 
constitute  the  good  Gothic  style ;  together  with  decreasing  and 
flying  buttresses,  and  pinnacles,  on  the  outside.  Nor  must  you 
conclude  any  thing  from  Roger's  own  tomb,  which  has  (I  re- 
member) a  wide  surbased  arch  with  scolloped  ornaments,  &c. 
for  this  can  be  no  older  than  the  nave  itself^  which  was  built  by 
Archbishop  Melton  after  the  year  1315,  one  hundred  and  thirty 
years  after  Roger's  death. 

I  have  compared  Helvetius*  and  Elfrida,  as  you  desired  mef , 


*  See  the  Life  of  HeWetias,  p.   17,  and  Essay,  p.  205. 

t  As  the  plagiarism,  to  which  Mr.  Gray  here  alludes,  is  but  little  known,  and 
X  think,  for  its  singularity,  is  somewhat  curious,  I  shall  beg  the  reader^s  patience 
while  I  dilate  upon  it;  though  I  am  aware  it  will  stretch  this  note  to  an  un- 
conscionable length.  M.  HeWetius,  in  the  third  chapter  of  his  third  Essay  de 
TEsprit,  which  treats  of  the  Extent  of  Memory,  means  to  prove  that  this  faculty, 
in  the  extreme^  is  not  necessary  to  constitute  a  great  Genius.  For  this,  pur- 
pose he  examines  whether  the   greatness  of  the  very  different  talents  of  Locke 
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and  find  thirteen  parallel  passages ;  five  of  which^  at  lea^  are 
so  direct  and  close  as  to  leave  no  shadow  of  a  doubt,  and 
therefore  confirm  all  the  rest  It  is  a  phenomenon  that  you 
will  be  in  the  right  to  inform  yourself  about^  and  whic^  I  long 


^i^*^H»*^Ba«>h«i*«*MAaA«iaaaB*MMI***l«i*M«kMi«M«^«< 


and  of  MiltoQ  ought  to  be  considered  as  the  eflect  of  their  possessing  this  talent 
in  an  extraordinary  degree.  He  then  proceeds  as  follows :  ^'  As  the  last  example 
'^  of  the  small  extent  of  menoory  necessary  to  a  fine  imagination,  I  shall  give  in 
^'  a  note  the  translation  of  a  piece  of  English  poetry;  wbidi,  with  the  pre- 
^  ceding,  will,  I  believe^  prove  to  those  who  would  decompose  the  works  of  illos- 
'^  trious  men,  that  a  great  genius  does  not  necessarily  suppose  a  great  memory.** 
I  now  set  down  that  note  with  referenees  to  Elfrida  underneath  it,  and  I  choose 
to  give  it  in  the  English  tra&slatioD  printed  in  175^  that  the  parallel  pa^ges 
may  be  the  more  obvious  at  first  sight.  '^  A  young  Virgin^  awaked  and  guided 
<<  by  Love,  goes  before  the  appearance  of  Aurora  to  a  valley^  where  she  waits 
^  for  the  coming  of  her  Lover,  who,  at  the  rising  of  the  sun,  is  to  offer  a  sa- 
^  orifice  to  the  Gods.  Her  soul,  in-  the  soft  situation  in  vrhich  she  is  placed  by 
<<  the  hopes  of  approaching  happifkess,  indulges,  while  waiting  fdr  him,  the  plea- 
<<  sure  of  contemplating  the  beauties  of  Nature,  and  the  rising  of  that  luminary 
<<  that  was  to  bring  the  object  of  her  tenderness."    She  expresses  herself  thus: 

**  Already  the  Sun  ffUde  the  tope  of  those  antique  Oaksy  and  the  waves 
'*  of  those /aUing  torrents  that  rear  among  the  rocks  shine  with  his  beams; 
*^  already  I  perceice  the  summit  of  those  shaggy  mountains  whence  arise 
^'  the  vaults  which,  half-concealed  in  the  air,  offer  a  formidable  retreat  to 
^^  the  Solitary,  who  there  retires\  Might  folds  up  her  veil.  Te  wanton  fires 
^  that  mislead  the  wandering  traveller,  retir^   to  the  quagmires  and  marshy 

*  How  nobly  does  this  venerable  wood. 
Gilt  with  the  glories  of  the  orient  sun, 
Embosom  yon  fair  mansion! 

— On  the  shaggy  mound, 

Where  tumbling  torrents  roar  around; 
Where  pendant  mountains  o*er  your  head 
Stretch  a  formidable  shade——*- 
Where  luird  in  pious  peace  the  Hermit  lies. 

^  Away  ye  goblins  all, 
Wont  the  bewilderM  traveller  to  daunt 
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to  understand.  Another  phenomenon  is,  that  I  teed  it  with- 
out finding  it  out:  all  I  ramember  is,  that  I  thou^it  it  not  at 
all   English,  and  did  not  much  like  it;  and  the  reason  is  plain^, 


'^  fens ;  and  thou  Mun^  lord  of  the  heavensy  mho  JilleH  the  air  with  reviving 
'^  heat,  who  sowest  with  dewy  pearls  the  Jlowers  of  the$e  meadows,  and 
^^  ffivest  colours  to  the  varied  beauties  of  naiure,  receive  my  first  homage^, 
^'  and  hasten  tby  course.  Thy  appearance  proclaims  that  of  my  lover  Freed 
*^  from  the  pious  cares  that  detain  him  stiU  at  the  foot  of  the  altars,  love 
'<  will  soon  bring  him  to  mine*.  Let  all  around  me  partake  of  my  joy.  Let 
^^  all  bless  t|ie  rising  luminary  by  which  we  are  enlightened.  Ye  flowers  that 
*^  inclose  in  your  bosoms  the  odours  that  cool  night  condenses  there»  open  your 
'^  buds,  and  exhale  in  the  air  your  balmy  vapours.  I  know  not  whether  tb« 
^'  delightful  intoxication  that  possesses  my  soul,  does  not  embellish  whatever  I 
**  behold ;  but  the  rivulet,  that  in  pleasing  meanders  winds  along  this  valley,  en- 
^^  chants  me  with  his  murmurs.  Zephyrus  caresses  me  with  his  breath ;  the 
*^  fragrant  plants^  pressed  under  my  feet,  waft  to  my  senses  their  perfume 
^^  Oh  I  if  Felicity  sometimes  condescends  to  visU  the  abode  of  mortals,  to 
^*  these  places  doubtless,  she  retires^.  But  with  what  secret  trouble  am  I  agtr 
*'  iated?    Ahready  Impatience  mingles  its  poison  with   the  sweetness  of  my  e^l 

^  Hail  to  thy  living 
Ambrosial  M orn— ^ 


That  bids  each  dewy-spangled  flow'ret  rise. 

And  dart  around  its  vermil  dies 

Unfolds  the  scene  of  glory  t»  our  eye^ 

Where,  throned  in  artless  majesty. 

The  Cherub  Beauty  sits  on  Natnre^s  rustic  shrine.- 

'  'Twill  not  be  long,  ere  bis  unbending  mind 
Shall  lose  in  sweet  oblivroo  every  care 
Among  th*  embowering  shades  that  veil  Elftrida. 

«  The  soft  air 
Sttluteff  me  with  most  cool  and  tempenrte  breath. 
And,  as  I  tread,  the  flower-besprinkled  la\^n 
Sends  up  a  gale  of  fragrance.    I  should  guest. 
If  e'er  Content  deign'd  visit  mortal  clime, 
This  was  her  place  of  dearest  residence. 
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for  the  lyric  flights  and  choral  flowers  suited  not  in  the  least 
with  the  circumstances  or  character  of  the  speaker,  as  he  had 
contrived  it. 


'*  pectatioD.  This  valley  has  already  lost  all  its  beauties.  Is  joy  then  so  fleet. 
<^  ing  ?  It  is  as  easy  to  snatch  it  from  us,  as  for  the  light  dawn  of  these 
-^^  plants  to  he  blown  away  by  the  breath  of  the  Zephyrs^.  In  vain  have  I 
<<  recourse  to  flattering  Hope.  Each  moment  encreases  my  disturbance.  He  will 
<<  come  no  more.  Who  keeps  him  at  a  -distance  from  meP  What  duty  more 
'<  sacred  than  that  of  calming  the  inquietudes  of  Love !  But  what  do  I  say  ? 
<<  JFly  jealous  suspicions,  injurious  to  his  fidelity^,  and  formed  to  extinguish  my 
**  tenderness.  If  Jealousy  grows  by  the  side  of  Love,  it  will  sUjle  it,  if  not 
<'  pulled  up  by  the  roots ;  it  is  the  Ivy  which,  by  a  verdant  chain,  embraces, 
'<  but  dries  up  the  trunk  which  serves  for  its  support^  I  know  my  Lover  too 
^  well  to  doubt  of  his  tenderness.  He,  like  me,  has,  far  from  the  pomp  of 
**  courts,  sought  the  tranquil  asylum  of  the  Fields.  Touched  by  the  simplicity 
^*  of  my  heart,  and  by  my  beauty,  my  sensual  rivals  call  him  in  vain  to  their  arms. 
^*  Shall  he  be  seduced  by  the  advances  of  coquetry,  which,  on  the  cheek  of  the 
**  young  maid,  tarnishes  the  snow  of  innocence  and  the  carnation  of  modesty^ 
.  '^  and  dmubs  it  with  the  whiteness  of  art  and  the  paint  of  effronteryK  What 
^<  do  I  say  ?  bis  contempt  for  her  is  perhaps  only  a  snare  for  me.    Can  I  be  ig« 

'For  Safety  now  sits  wav'ring  on  your  love, 
like  the  light  down  upon  the  thistle's  beard, 
Which  ev'ry  breeze  may  part 

■  Avaunt!  ye  vain  delusive  fears. 

^  See  Elfrida; 
Ah  see !  how  round  yon  brancbiog  Elm  the  Ivy 
Clasps  its  green  chain,  and  poisons  what  supports  it. 
Not  less  ii^urious  to   the  shoots  of  Love 
Is  sickly  Jealousy. 

*  — To  guard 
Your  beauties  from  the  blast  of  courtly  gales. 
The  crimson  blush  of  virgin  modesty. 
The  delicate  soft  tints  of  innocence, 
There  all  fly  ofl^  and  leave  no  boast  behind 
But  well-ranged,  faded  features. 
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*^  norant  of  the  partiality  of  men,  and  the  arts  they  employ  to  seduce  us  i  Nourished 

**  in  a  contempt  for  our  sex,  it  is  not  us,  it  is  their  pleasures  that  they  loYe. 

**  Cruel  as   they  are,  they  have  placed  in  the  rank  of  the  virtues  the  barbarous 

"  fury  of  revenge,  and   the    mad  love  of   their  country;    but  never  have   they 

'^  reckoned  fidelity  among  the  virtues.     Without  remorse  they  abuse  innocence, 

^<  and  often  their  vanity  contemplates  our  griefs  with  delight.     But  no;  fly  far 

<'  from  me,  ye  odious  thoughts,  my  lover  will  come  !     A  thousand  times  have  I 

'^  experienced  it :  Ag  goon  cu  I  perceive  him  my  agitated  mind  is  calmy  and 

'^  I  often  forget  the  too  just  cause   I  have  for  CBmplamt ;  for  near  him  I 

^^  can  only  know  happiness  K    Yet  if  he  is  treacherous  to  me ;  if,  in  the  very 

'<  moment  i^hen  my  love  accuses  him,  he  consummates  the  crime  of  infidelity  in 

'*  another  bosom,  may  all  nature  take  up  arms  in  revenge !  may  he  perish  !  What 

'^  do  I  say  ?    Ye  Elements^    he  deaf  to    my  cries !     Thou  Earth,  open   not 

^  ^hy  profound  abyss  f  let  the  mofister  walk  the  time  prescribed  him  on  thy 

^*  splendid  surfttcey  let  him  stiU  comsmii  new  crimee,  and  siUl  cmue  the  tears 

"  of  the  too  credulous  maids  to  jflow ;     and  if  heaven   aveshges   them    cvitf 

'^  punishes  him,  may  it  at  least  be  at  the  prayer  of  some  other  us^fortimaie 

"  womanK*^ 

^  — My  truant  heart 

Forgets  each  lesson  that  Resentment  taught, 

And  in  thy  sight  knows  only  to  be  happy. 

In  the  French  it  is  more  literal,  **  Pres  de  Ini  je  dc  s^Ms'qft'etre  hsureoa*.'* 

'  TiQ  then,  ye  deuients,  rest;  and  thou  Una  earth. 
Ope  not  thy  yawning  jaws ;  but  let  this  moostcr 
Stalk  his  due  time  on  thine  afirighiad  surface : 
Yes,  let  him  still  go  on,  still  execute 
His  savage  purposes,  and  dsily  make 
More  widows  weep,  as  I  do. 

Here  ends  this  odd  inataaoe  of  plagiarism.  When  M.  Helvetias  was  in  Kag* 
land,  a  year  or  two  after  I  had  made  the  discovery  of  it,  I  took  my  BMMsarts 
(as  Mr.  Gray  advised  me)  to  learn  how  he  came  by  it ;  and  accordingly  requested 
two  noblemen,  to  whom  he  was  introduced,  to  ask  him  some  questions  concerning 
it;  but  I  could  gain  no  satisfactory  atiswer.  I  do  not,  however,  by  any  means, 
suppose  that  the  person  who  cook<3d  op  the  disjointed  parts  of  my  drama  into 
this  strange  fricassee,  was  M.  Helvetius  himself;  I  ratfaer  imagine  (as  I  diA  from 
the  first)  that  he  was  imposed  upon  by  some  young  English  traveller,  who  con- 
trived this  expedient  in  order  to  pass  with  him  for  a  poet.  The  great  philosopher, 
it  is  true,  has  in  this  note  been  proved  to  be  the  receiver  of  stolen  goods; 
but  out  of  respect  to  his  numerous  fashionable  disciples,  both  abroad  and  at 
home,  whose  credit  might  suffer  with  that  of  their  master,  I  acquit  him  of  what 
would  only  be  held  criminal  at  the  Old  Bailey,  that  he  received  these  goods 
knowing  them  to  he  «loIen.— JftMon.- 

YOU  II.  3  G 
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LETTER  CVI. 


M»    GRAY    TO    M"-  BROWN*. 

February  17,  1763. 

YOU  will  make  my  best  acknowledgments  to  Mr. 
Howe ;  who,  not  content  to  rank  me  in  the  number  of  his 
friends,  is  so  polite  as  to  make  excuses  for  having  done  me 
that  honour. 

I  was  not  bom  so  far  from  (he  sun,  as  to  be  ignorant  of  Count 
Algarotti's  name  and  reputation;  nor  am  I  so  far  advanced  in 
years,  or  in  philosophy,  as  not  to  feel  the  warmth  of  his  ap- 
probation. The  Odes  in  question,  as  their  motto  shews,  were 
meant  to  be  vocal  to  the  intelligent  alone.  How  few  they  were 
in  my  own  country,  Mr.  Howe  can  testify ;  and  yet  my  am- 
bition was  terminated  by  that  small  circle.  I  have  good  reason 
to  be  proud,  if  my  voice  has  reached  the  ear  and  appre- 
hension of  a  stranger,  distinguished  as  one  of  the  best  judges  in 
Europe. 

I  am  equally  pleased  with  the  just  applause  he  bestows  on 
Mr.  Mason ;  and  particularly  on  his  Caractacus,  which  is  the 
work  of  a  Man:  whereas  Elfnda  is  only  that  of  a  boy,  a 
promising  boy  indeed,  and  of  no  common  genius :  yet  this  is 
the  popular  performance,  and  the  other  little  known  in  com- 
parison. 

■ II  I  I     mtm  ■  -  ~  -     ■    .        .  ^       — . 

'^  Now  Master  of  Pembroke-Hall. — Maaon. 
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Neither  Count  Algarotti  nor  Mr.  Howe  (I  believe)  have 
heard  of  Ossian,  the  Son  of  Fingal.  If  Mr.  Howe  were  not 
'upon  the  wing,  and  on  hi^  way  homewards,  I  would  send  it 
to  him  in  Italy.  He  would  there  see  that  Imagination  dwelt 
many  hundred  years  ago,  in  all  her  pomp,  on  the  cold  and 
barren  mountains  of  Scotland.  The  truth  (I  believe)  is,  that 
without  any  respect  of  climates,  she  reigns  in  all  nascent  societies 
of  men,  where  the  necessities  of  life,  force  every  one  to  think 
and  act  much  for  himself*. 

Adieu ! 


*  One  is  led  to  think  from  this  paragraph  that  the  scepticisiD,  which  Mr. 
Gray  had  expressed  before,  concerning  these  works  of  Ossian,  was  now  entirely 
removed.  I  know  no  way  of  accounting  for  this  (as  he  had  certainly  received 
no  stronger  evidence  of  their  authenticity)  but  from  the  turn  of  his  studies  at 
the  time.  He  had  of  late  much  busied  himself  in  antiquities,  and . consequently 
had  imbibed  too  much  of  the  spirit  of  a  profest  antiquarian ;  now  we  know,  tnm 
a  thousand  instances,  that  no  set  of  men  are  more  willingly  duped  than  these, 
especially  by  any  thing  that  comes  to  them  under  the  fascinating  form  of  a  new 
discovery . — Ma$on. 
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LETTER    CVII. 


COUNT    ALGAROTTI    TO    M"^  GKAY. 


,  24  AprUe,  1763. 

SONO  stato  lungo  tempo  in  dubbio  se  un  dilettante 
quale  io  sono,  dovea  mandare  alcune  sue  coserelle  a  un  Profes- 
sore  quale  6  V.  S.  Illus?!!?,  a  un  arbitro  di  ogni  poetica  eleganza. 
N^  ci  volea  meno  che  Tautorit^  del  valorissimo  Sig'-  How  per 
persuadermi  a  cio  fare.  V.  S.  lite  accolga  queste  mie  coserelle 
GOQ  quella  medesima  hoati  con  cui  ha  voluto  accogliere  quella 
leifctera  che  dice  pwr  poco  delle  tante  cose,  che  fanno  sentire 
alle  anime  armoniche  di  ammirabili  suoi  versi.  Io  saro  per 
quanto  io  porro,  Praco  laudum  tuarum,  e  quella  mia  lettera  si 
stamper^  in  un  nuovo  Giornale,  che  si  fa  in  Venezia,  intitolato 
la  Minerva,  perche  sappia  la  Italia  che  la  Inghilterra,  ricca  di 
un  *Omero,  di  uno  -f  Archimede,  di  un  :|:  Demostene,  non  manca 
del  suo  Pindaro.  Al  Sig'-  How  le  non  saprei  dire  quanti  obblighi 
io  abbia,  ma  si  maggiore  6  certamente  queljo  di  avermi  pre- 
sentato  alia  sua  Musa,  e  di  avermi  procurato  la  occasione  di 
poterla  assicurare  della  perfetta  ed  altissima  stima,  con  cui  io 
ho  rhonore  di  sottescrivermi, 

De  Y.  S.  Illus!!!? 

Devotis.  &c. 

ALGAROTTI. 


mm,^,m^ 


.  • 


•  Milton.  t  Newton.  f  Mr.  Rtt. 
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LETTER    CVIII. 


M^   GK^Y   TO  D«-  WHARTON. 

Dear  Doctor, 

YOU  may  well  wonder  at  my  long  taciturnity :  I 
wonder  too,  and  know  not  what  cause  to  assign,  for  it  is  cer- 
tain I  think  of  you  daily,  I  believe  it  is  owing  to  the  nothing- 
ness of  my  history,  for  except  six  weeks  that  I  passed  in  town, 
towards  the  end  of  Spring,  and  a  little  jaunt  to  Epsom  and 
Box-hiil,  I  have  been  here  time  out  of  mind,  in  a  place  where 
no  events  grow,  though  we  preserve  those  of  former  days  by 
way  of  Hortus  Siccus  in  our  libraries.  My  slumbers  were  dis- 
turbed the  other  day  by  an  unexpected  visit  from  Mr.  Wal- 
pole,  who  dined  with  me ;  seemed  mighty  happy  for  the  time 
he  stayed,  and  said  he  could  like  to  live  here;  but  hurried 
home  in  the  evening  to  his  new  gallery,  which  is  all  gothicism 
and  gold,  and  crimson,  and  looking-glass.  He  has  purchased, 
at  an  auction*  in  Suffolk,  ebony  chairs  and  old  moveables,  enough 
to  load  a  waggon. 

Mason  and  I  have  received  letters  from  Count  Algarotti, 
Chambellan  de  sa  Majest6  le  Roi  de  Prusse,  with  observations 
(that  is  panegyrics)  on  our  Tragedies  and  our  Odes,  and  a 
present  of  certain  Italian  Disseilations,  which  he  has  lately 
published,   on  the  state  of  Painting  and   Musick  :   one  of  them 


wm^m^timm^-mi^^m^mm^it^^^m 


*  See  Mr.  Walpole's  Letter  on  the  subject  to  G*  Moqtftgue.     Works,  Vol.  V. 
p.  639. 
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is  dedicated  to  Mr.  Pitt,  whom  he  styles — Uomo  immortale  € 
Restitutore  cCInghilterra  Amico  del  gran  Frederico. 

I  was  in  town    when   Mr.  Middleton  died,    and   immediately 

9/ 

got  all  the  information  I  could  (first  from  Stonehewer,  and  then 
from  your  brother)  of  the  dispositions  he  had  made.  I  sup- 
pose they  are  as  good  as  you  expected,  and  though  the  pros- 
pect is  but  small,  that  you  should  enjoy  the  benefit  of  them 
in  your  own  person,  yet  that  is  not  impossible;  and  your  son 
(I  think)  stands  a  very  good  chance,  which  cannot  chuse,  but 
open  an  agreeable  prospect  to  you,  in  which  I  take  a  part, 
and  congratulate  you  both  upon  it.  I  doubt  you  have  not 
read  Rousseau's*  Eiiiite :  every  body  that  has  children  should 
read  it  more  than  once,  for  though  it  abounds  with  his  usual 
glorious  absurdity,  though  his  general  scheme  of  education  be 
an  impracticable  chimera;  yet  there  are  a  thousand  lights 
struck  out,  a  thousand  important  truths  better  expressed  than 
ever  they  were  before,  that  may  be  of  service  to  the  wisest  man ; 
particularly,    I   think,   he    has  observed   children  with  more  at- 


*  That  I  may  put  tc^eCher  the  rest  of  Mr.  Gray's  sentimenta  concernio^  this 
singular  writer,  I  insert  here  an  extract  from  a  Letter  of  a  later  date,  written 
to  myself.  *^  I  have  not  read  the  Philosophic  Dictionnry.  !  can  now  stay  with 
^' great  patience  for  any  thing  that  comes  from  Voltaire.  They  tell  me  it  is 
**  flippery,  and  blasphemy,  and  wit.  I  could  have  forgiven  myself  if  I  had  not 
**  read  Rousseau's  Lettres  de  la  Montague.  Always  excepting  the  Contract  sodali 
^^it  is  the  dullest  performance  he  ever  publisheci  It  is  a  weak  attempt  to  separate 
'^the  miracles  from  the  morality  of  the  gospel.  The  latter  (he  would  have  you 
**  think)  he  believes  was  sent  from  God ;  and  the  former  he  very  explicitly  takes 
''for  an  imposture:  this  is  in  order  to  prove  the  cruelty  and  injustice  of  the 
''  SUte  of  Geneva  in  burning  his  Emile.  The  latter  part  of  his  book  is  to  shew 
**  the  abuses  that  have  crept  into  the  constitution  of  his  country,  which  point,  if 
''you  are  concerned  about  it,  he  makes  out  very  well;  and  his  intention  in  this  is 
**  plainly  to  raise  a  tumult  in  the  city,  and  to  be  revenged  on  the  Petit  Cofueil, 
**  who  condemned  his  writings  to  the  flames.^* — Mason. 
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tention,  and  knows  their  meaning  and  the  working  of  their 
little  passions  better  than  any  other  writer.  As  tb  his  religious 
discussions^  which  have  alarmed  the  world,  and  engaged  their 
thoughts  more  than  any  other  part  of  his  book ;  I  set  them  all 
at  nought,  and  wish  they  had  been  omitted.  Mrs.  Jonathan 
told  me  you  begun  your  evening  prayer  as  soon  as  I  was 
gone,  and  that  it  had  a  great  effect  upon  the  congregation  :  I 
hope  you  have  not  grown  weary  of  it,  nor  lay  it  aside  when 
com|mny  comes.  Poor  Mrs.  Bonfoy  (who  taught  me  to  pray) 
is  dead  ;  she  struggled  near  a  week  against  the  Iliac  Passion 
(I  fear)  in  great  torture,  with  all  her  senses  about  her,  and  with 
much  resolution  took  leave  of  her  physician  some  days  before 
she  expired,  and  would  suffer  no  one  to  see  her  afterwards 
but   common  servants. 

You  describe  Winston  con  tanto  amore,  that  I  take  it  amiss  I 
was  not  suffered  to  see  it,  and  want  to  be  buried  there  too. 
But  enough  of  death !  I  have  forgot  to  tell  you  that  Dr.  Long 
has  had  an  audience  of  the  King  and  Queen,  an  hour  long,  at 
Buckingiiam  House.  His  errand  wste  to  present  them  with  a 
Lyricord  (such  a  one !)  of  his  own  maKing,  and  a  glass  sphere : 
he  had  long  been  soliciting  this  honour,  which  Lord  Bute  at 
last  procured  him,  and  he  is  very  happy.  The  King  told  him 
he  bid  fair  for  a  century  of  life  at  least ;  asked  him  whether 
he  preached ;  why  he  did  not  write  verses  in  the  Cambridge 
collection ;  and  what  not !  The  Q.  spoke  French  to  him,  and 
asked  how  he  liked  Handel.  And  I  ask  you  how  you  like 
the  present  times?  whether  you  had  not  rather  be  a  printer's 
devil  than  a  secretary  of  state  ?  You  are  to  expect  (I  hear)  a 
new  ministry,  composed  of  the  Earl  of  Shelburne,  Mr.  Rigby, 
Duke  and  Dutchess  of  Bedford,  Eai-l  Gower,  &c.  which  doubt- 
less will  give  universal  satisfection.  The  great  Lord  Holland, 
who  is  at  Paris,  being  lately  asked  by  a  young  man,  who  waa 


416 

returning  home,  whether  he  had  any  commands  in  £ngland, 
made  no  reply  but  by  shrugging  up  his  shooklerst  and  fetch* 
ing  a  deep  sigh. 

I  kept  an  exact  account  of  heat  and  cold  here  in  the  Spring ; 
the  sum  and  substance  of  which  is,  that  (at  nine  in  the  morn* 
ing)  on  the  18th  of  January,  the  therdi.  was  at  31 ;  and  the 
small  birds  were  so  tame  you  might  take  them  up  with  your 
hand :  this  was  the  greatest  cold.  On  the  15th  of  April  it  was 
at  58,  and  the  same  afternoon  at  65,  which  was  the  greatest 
heat  from  Jan.   to  May  1st. 

Feb.      3.  Snowdrops  flowered. 

12.  Crocus  and  hepaticafl.  the  snow  then  lieing,  and  therm,  at  45, 

18.  Chaffinch  sings.     Bees  appear. 

21.  White  butterfly  abroad* 

25.  Gnats  fly,  and  large  flies.     Mezereon  fl. 

27.  Honeysuckle  and  gooseberry  unfold  their  leaves. 
March    1.  Violet  flowers  (in  the  garden )     Rose  opens  its  leaf. 

3.  Daffodil  and  siagle  hyacinth  fl.     Spider  spine. 

5.  TbruBh  aingiag. 

6.  Elder  in  leaf.    Currant  ^nd  weeping  wHkyw  in  leaf. 
8.  Apricot  blows.     Skylark  singing. 

11.  Wind  very  high  at  SE.  which  continued  with  hard  frost. 
16.  Frost  gone. 

18.  Apricot  in  full  bloom. 

19.  Almond  flowers.     Lilac,  barberry,  and  guelder-rose  in  leaf. 

April      2.  Standard  apricot,  and  wall-pears  flower.     Quince,  apple,  and  sweet-briar, 

in  leaf.     Currant  flowers.     Dutch  elm  opens  its  leaf. 

4.  Plumb  in  leaf. 

5.  Crown  imperial  fl. 

6.  Plumb  flowers  -,  hawthorn,  horse-ohesnut,  mountain-ash  in  leaf. 

0.  Lime-tree  in  leaf;  jonquil  and  single  anemone  flower.     Lady-birds  seen* 
11.  Cowslip  flowers,  and   auriculas.     Swallows  appear.     Young  rooks  caw 
in  the  nest. 

14.  Red-start  appears.    Cherries  in  full  bloom. 

15.  Frontignac  Tine  ia  leaf;  double  wall-flower  Mows. 

16.  Nightingale  sings.    Apple  blossoms. 


J 
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Apijl  19.  Chaffinch  ud  red-start  sit  on  their  <[;^  «  ' 

20.  Eim,  willow^  and  jah  in.  flower,    (with  the  UadL-thoni),  hawthorn  in 

full  leaf. 

21.  Sycamore  quite  green.    Oak  puts  out. 

•  T 

Pray  present  my  respects  to  Mrs.  and  Miss  Wharton. 


I  am  ever  sincerely  yours. 


Pembroke,  August  6th,  176S. 


We  have  nothing  but  rain  and  thunder  of  late. 


wSiSSSS 


LETTER   CIX. 


Ma.  GRAY   TO   COUNT   ALGAIJOTTI. 


Cambru^e,  Sep.  Qth,  t763. 


SiK, 


I  RECEIVED  sometime  since  the  unexpected  honour 
of  a  Letter  firom  you,^  and  the  promise  of  a  pleasure,  which 


*  Mr.  Taylor  How  was  the  channel  of  intercourse^  between  Mr.  Gray,  Mr. 
Mason,  and  Count  Algarotti ;  with  the  latter  he  was  particularly  intimate,  and 
it  seems  only  to  have  been  from  the  disapprobation  expressed  by  Mr.  Gray^  that 
he  was  induced  to  lay  aside  his  favourite  intention  of  republishing  the  Count's  works 
in  England.  By  the  kindness  and  liberality  of  the  same  gentleman,  who  has 
furnished  him  with  the  Originals  of  Mr.  Gray's  Letters  to  Mr.  How  and  Count 
Algarotti,  the  Editcnr  is  enabled  in  this  note  to  lay  before  the  reader  the  great 
Lord  <2hatham's  opinion  of  the  Count,  as  expressed  in  tWo  letters ;  the  first  of 
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till  of  late  I  had  not  the  <^>poH;uiiity  of  cAJQj^mg.  For^ve  me 
if  I  ttlftkfe  my  tLbk{ity^\tdgtm^t&  iti  my  native  tongue,  as  I 
see  it  is  perfectly  familiar  to  you,  and  I  (though  not  unacquainted 
with  the  writings  of  Italy)  should  from  disuse  speak  its  language 
with  an  ill  graoe,  and  with  still  more  cciqstraint  to  one,  who 
possesses  it  in  all  its  strength  and  purity. 

1  see  with  great  satisfaction  y^ur  efforts  to  reunite  the  con- 
genial arts  of  poetry,  music,  and  the  dance,  which  with  the 
assistance  of  painting  and  architecture,  regulated  by  taste,  aad 
supported  by  magnificence  and  power,  might  form  the  noblest 
scene,  and  bestow  the  sublimest  pleasure,  that  the  imagination 
can  conceive.  But  who  shall  realize  these  delightful  visions? 
There  is,  I  own,  one  Prince  in  Europe,  that  wants  neither  the 


irbich  is  addressed  to  Mr.  HoAiSi  (aft^W^id^  Mr.  HoUis  Brandy  dated  Hayes, 
Dec.  ft7,  1762.-^—^^  With  regard  to  the  great  honour  destined  to  him  from  Pisa 
Mr.  ]Pitt  blushes  while  he  reads  and  while  he  answers;  and  standing  as  an 
example  of  ham.a|i  Vnnil^,  ^ede(it»  tdlb  ptHe  Ivbat  bt  tod  wdd  knows  he  has 
not  the  least  title  to  receive." 

LUU^  did  hife  drelim  that  hlB  name  was  to  live  to  posterity  before  Count 
Algarotti,  by  joining  it  with  his  own,  forbid  it  to  die,  *^  till  literature  shall  be 
no  more,  thus  giving  him  to  be  indeed  immortal.*' — "Mr.  Pitt  desires  the 
favour  of  Mr.  Hdlis  to  convey  to  Count  Algaroti%  as  «oon  as  mty  be,  these 
sentiments  of  respect  and  gratitude,  at  the  same  time  ofiering  to  Mr.  How  his 
blest  aAno^edgeteents,  ^Mth  the  assurances  of  great  esteem  and , consideration. 


f» 


Lord  CliaAiam  m  a  Letter  to  Mr.  Itow,  dated  Hayes,  July  4th,  1764,  on  the 
dedECh  0f  Oouat  AMgwMiy  inentfons  him  hk  th«ee  toruMi :--«  The  iMU^ser  W  your 
cU%iQg  LiBtter  froln  Sya,  Invii^ht  Ma  the  mehuvclidly  news  of  Ceunt  Algarolti's 
4nlb,  tofffMher  wMh  Ae  MbroMitei  «f  the  last  iwry  «ibi0ling  testlmofty  of  esteem 
whiek  thM  gehtkUa^ni  hn  kft  behind  kite  m  favenr  eif  one>  Mio  xmly  knew  hm 
in  ftis  worJn,  and  sa  his  fame;  and  wbo  Auat  for  «ver  resi;^  the  pleftwng  hope 
ba  hk£  fomed  bf  a  personai  afcqwaintiMioe  and  fiisndrfitp  with  a  person,  who 
dies  eifiitl  iMvour  to  Ldttvrs  b^  the  clegattce  ef  hfs  <roni>po^tidns,  and  to 
hfemiM  liaMre  kf  thh  •ntegriity;^  eaadow,  and  getierorfty  of  4ms  cbaraeler.**— ^cf . 
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^ill,  the  spirit,  nor  iht  ability :  but  can  he  call  up  Milton  from 
his  grave  ?  can  he  re-animate  Marcdlo,  pr  bid  the  Barbeuna, 
or  the  Sall^  move  again?  can  he  (as  mtich  a  king  as  he  is) 
govern  an  Italian  Virtwta,  destroy  her  cafirice  and  impertinence, 
without  hurting  her  talents,  or  command  those  unmeaning  gi'aces 
and  tricks  of  voice  to  be  silent,  that  have  gained  the  adoration 
of  her  own  country. 


One  cause,  that  so  long  has  bindepad,  and  (I  fear)  will  hinder 
that  happy  union,  which  you  propoee,  seems  to  be  iSmi  tfiat 
poetry  (which,  as  you  allow,  must  lead  the  way,  and  direct  die 
operation  of  the  subordinate  arts)  implies  at  leaet  a  l^ral  edu- 
cation, a  degree  of  literature,  and  variou$  knowledge,  iVh^reas 
the  others  (with  a  &«r  exceptions)  are  in  the  hands  of  slaves 
and  mercenaries,  I  mean  of  people  without  education,  who,  though 
neither  destitute  of  genius,  nor  insensible  to  fame,  must  yet  make 
gain  their  principal  end,  and  subject  themselves  to  the  pre- 
vailing taste  c^  those,  whose  fortune  only  distinguishes  them  from 
the  multitude. 

I  cannot  help  telling  you,  that  eight  or  ten  years  ago,  I 
was  a  witness  to  the  power  of  your  comic  mvsic. — There  was 
a  little  troop  of  Buffi,  that  exhibited  a  Burletta  in  London, 
not  in  the  Opera  House,  wht^re  the  audience  is  chiefly  of  the 
better  sort,  but  on  one  of  the  cocpnion  Theatres  full  of  all  kinds 
of  people,  and  (I  believe)  the  fuller  frpm  that  natural  aversion 
we  bear  to  foreigners ;  their  looks  and  their  nojbe  made  it  evident, 
they  did  not  come  thither  to  hear;  and  on  similar  occasions 
I  have  known  candles  lighted,  brdcen  bottles,  and  pen  knives 
fking  on  the  stage,  the  benches  torn  up,  the  scenes  hurried  into 
the  street  and  set  on  fire.  The  curtain  drew  up,  the  music 
was  of  Cooehi,  with  a  few  airs  of  Pergolesi  interspersed.  The 
were  (as  usual)  deplorable,  but  there  was  one  girl  (she 

3  H  2 
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called  herself  the  Niccolina)  with  little  voice  aqd  less  beauty? 
but  with  the  utmost  justness  of  ear,  the  strongest  expression  <^ 
countenance,  the  most  speaking  eyes,  the  greatest  vivacity  and 
variety  of  gesture.  Her  first  appearance  instantly  fixed  their 
attention;  the  tumult  sunk  at  once,  or  if  any  murmur  rose, 
it  was  hushed  by  a  general  cry  for  silence.  Her  first  air  ra- 
vished every  body ;  they  forgot  their  prejudices,  they  forgot 
that  they  did  not  understand  a  word  of  the  language;  they 
entered  into  all  the  humour  of  the  part ;  made  her  repeat  all 
her  song^  and  continued  their  transports,  their  laughter,  and 
applause  to  the  end  of  the  piece.  Within  these  three  last  years 
the  Paganini  and  Amici  have  met  with  almost  the  same  ap^dause 
once  a  week  from  a  politer  audience  on  the  Opera  stage.  The 
truth  is,  the  Opera  itself^  though  supported  here  at  a  great 
expence  for  so  many  years,  has  rather  maintained  itself  by  the 
admiration  bestowed  on  a  few  particular  voices^  on  the  borrowed 
taste  of  a  few  men  of  condition,  that  have  learned  in  Italy 
how  to  admire,  than  by  any  genuine  love  we  bear  to  the  best 
Italian  music :  nor  have  we  yet  got  any  style  of  our  own,  and 
this  I  attribute  in  great  measure  to  the  language,  which  in 
spite  of  its  energy,  plenty,  and  the  crowd  of  excellent  writers 
this  nation  has  produced,  does  yet  (I  am  sorry  to  say  it)  retain 
too  much  of  its  barbarous  original  to. adapt  itself  to  musical 
composition.  I  by  no  means  wish  to  have  been  born  any  thing 
but  an  Englishman ;  yet  I  should  rejoice  to  exchange  tongues 
with  Italy.  Why  this  nation  has  made  no  advances  hitherto 
in  painting  and  sculpture  it  is  hard  lo  say.  The  fact  is  undeniable, 
and  we  have  the  vanity  to  apologize  for  ourselves,  as  Virgil 
did  for  the  Romans,  Excudent  alii,  Kc.  It  is  sure  that  architecture 
had  introduced  itself  in  the  reign  of  the  unfortunate  Charles  I. 
and  Inigo  Jones  has  lefb  us  some  few  monuments  of  his  skill, 
that  shew  him  capable  of  greater  things.  Charles  had  not  only 
a  love  for  the   beautiful  arts,  but    some   taste  in  them.    The 
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confusion  that  soon  followed,  swept  away  his  magnificent  col- 
lection; the  artists  were  dispersed,  or  ruined,  and  the  arts  dis- 
regarded till  very  lately.  The  young  monarch  now  on  the  throne 
is  said  to  esteem  and  understand  them.  I  wish  he  may  have 
the  leisure  to  cultivate  and  the  skill  to  encourage  them  with 
due  regard  to  merit ;  otherwise  it  is  better  to  neglect  them.  You, 
Sir,  have  pointed  out  the  true  sources,  and  the  best  examples 
to  your  countrymen ;  they  have  nothing  to  do,  but  to  be  what 
they  once  were:  and  yet  perhaps  it  is  more  difficult  to  restore 
good  taste  to  a  nation,  that  has  degenerated,  than  to  introduce  it 
in  one,  where  as  yet  it  has  never  flourished.  You  are  generous 
enough  to  wish,  and  sanguine  enough  to  foresee,  that  it  shall 
one  day  flourish  in  England.  I  too  must  wish,  but  can  hardly 
extend  my  hopes  so  far.  It  is  well  for  us  that  you  do  not  see 
our  public  exhibitions. — But  our  artists  are  yet  in  their  infancy, 
and  therefore  I  will  not  absolutely  despair. 

r 

1  owe  to  Mr.  How  the  honour  I  have  of  conversing  .with 
Count  Algarotti,  and  it  seems  as  if  I  meant  to  indulge  myself 
in  the  opportunity :  but  I  have  done.  Sir,  I  will  only  add,  that 
I  am  proud  of  your  approbation,  having  no  relish  for  any  other 
feme,  than  what  is  conferred  by  the  few  real  judges,  that  are 
so  thinly  scattered  over  the  face  of  the  earth.. 

I  am.  Sir,  with  great  respect. 

Your  most  obliged  humble  Servant, 

T.  GRAY. 
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LETTER   ex. 


M«-  GRAY  TO  M«.  HOW. 

« 

CanOmdge,  Sept.  10,  1763. 

I  OUGHT  long  since  to  have  made  you  my  acknow- 
ledgments for  the  obliging  testimonies  of  your  esteem  that  you 
have  conferred  upon  me;  but  Count  Algarottfs  books*  did  not 
come  to  my  hands  till  the  end  of  July,  and  since  that  time 
I  have  been  prevented  by  illness  from  doing  any  of  my  duties. 
I  have  read  them  more  than  once,  with  increasing  satisfaction; 
and  should  wish  mankind  had  eyes  to  descry  the  genuine  sources 
of  their  own  pleasoresi  and  judgment  to  know  the  extent  that 
nature  has  prescribed  to  them.  If  this  were  the  case,  it  would 
be  their  interest  to  appoint  Count  Algarotti  their  "  Arbiter 
Elegantiarum.**  He  is  highly  civil  to  our  nation ;  but  there  is 
one  point  in  ^vhich  he  does  not  do  us  justice :  I  am  the  more 
solicitous  about  it,  because  it  relates  to  the  only  taste  we  can 
call  out  own ;  the  only  proof  of  our  original  talent  in  matter 
of  pleasure,  I  mean  our  skill  in  gardening,  or  rather^  laying  out 
grounds;  and  this  is  no  small  honour  to  us,  since  neither  Italy  nor 
France  have  ever  had  the  least  notion  of  it,  nor  yet  do  at  all  com' 
prefkcnd  it  token  they  see  it  J.  That  the  Chinese  have  this  beau- 
tiful art  in  high  perfection,   seems  very  probable  from  the  Je- 


*  Three  small  treatises  on  Paintiog,  the  Opera,  and  the  French  Academy  for 
Painters  in  Italy;  they  have  been  since  collected  in  the  Leghorn  edition  of  his 
works« — Mcuon. 

t  And — ^MS.  X  This  is  not  in  the  Original  in  this  place. — JEd^ 


I 
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suits'  Letters,  and  more  from  Chambers's  little  discourse,  published 
some  years  ago* ;  but  it  is  very  certain  we  copied  nothing  fron^ 
them,  nor  had  any  thipg  but  nature  for  our  model.  It  is  noi; 
forty  years  since  the  art  was  born  among  us-f-;  and  it  is  sure 
that  there  was  nothing  in  Europe  like  it;  and  as  sure,  we 
then  had  no  information  on  this  head  from  China  at  all  f . 

I  shall  rejoice  to  see  you  in  England,  and  talk  over  these 
and  many  other  matters  with  you  at  leisure.  Do  not  despair 
of  your  healthy  because  you  have  not  found  j^ll  the  effects  you 
had  promised  yourself  from  a  fmer  dimate*  I  I^ve  Juiown 
people  who  have  experieoced  the  same  thing,  ajid  -^^  ^t  Jjjejir 
return,  have  lost  all  their  complaint^  ^  bj  miracle^ 

P.S.  I  have  answered  C.  Algarotti^  whose  letter  I  conveyed 
to  Mr.  Mason,  but  whether  he  has  received  his  books  1  have 
not  yet  heard.  Mr.  Brpwa  cjbarges  note  with  bi^  b(^  <;fiDipli- 
ments. 

"^  T^  4u(|iflr  biui  wne e  «i1aqgpd,  and  poUiihed  ii  under  4ie  tide  cf  a  Disser- 
tation on  OnpnUl  Q^rd^Biag ;  in  ^ich  be  has  pat  it  curt  «f  all  do^t,  fbat  tbe 
€tbine8e  and  English  tastes  are  totally  dissimilar. — Iffifpn. 

t  See  Mr.  Wtt^le's  liislorjr  of  tfiis  art  «t  the  eii4  lif  the  kwt  ^ame  of  his 
Anecdotes  of  Paiaters,  «ben  be  fa¥A^r8  tl|e  w^rld  ynf^  its  pfblisatioa^—ilfacofi. 

X  I  <][uestion  \rhether  this  be  nt)t  saying  too  much.  Sir  William  Templets 
ai^cewt  of  Hm  CUnese  gardcoa  was  pabKebed  sone  jFears  beftxre  this  period ; 
and  ii  is  probable  that  fi^gbt  ba^e  pfoiyoked  <aor  epdeawntB^  nat  inAeed  of  imi- 
tatifig  them^  but  of  iiQit^ttag  <«rhat  he  sjgid  ivas  their  arcbel^e)  ^U4^r^.-r-jU^«|t.  - 
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EXTRACT  OF  A  LETTER 


FROlf 


M»-  HOW  TO  M«-  GRAY. 


Brussels,  Nov.  8,  1768. 

AS  in  the  letter  with  which  you  honoured  me  of 
late,  you  expressed  a  solicitude  about  the  imputation,  laid  upon 
us  by  Count  Algarotti,  of  a  borrowed  taste  in  our  method  of 
laying  out  grounds,  this,  I  think,  may  well  warrant,  and  per- 
haps even  demand  of  me  the  communication  of  a  passage  in 
his  last  letter  relative  to  that  point. 


44 
it 
it 


Mi  spiace  solamente  che  quella  critica  concetnente  i  Giardini 
Inglesi  non  la  abbia  fetta  &  me  medesimo;  quasi  egli  dovesse 
credermi  piu  amico  della  mia  opinione  che  della  Teriti  Ecco, 
''  come  ho  cangiato  qual  luogo.  Dopo  le  parole  nel  tesser  ta 
"  favola  di  un  poema.  *  Simili  ai  Giardini  della  Cina*  sono 
"  quelli  che  piantano  gl'Inglesi  dietro  al  medesimo  modello 
^*  della  Natura/  Quanto  ella  ha  di  vago  6  di  vario,  boschetti, 
•^  coUinette,  acque  vive,  praterie  con  dei  tempietti,  degli  obe- 
^'  lischi,  ed  anche  di  belle  rovine  che  spuntano  qu4  e.  ld«  si 
'*  trova  quivi  reunito  dal  gusto  dei  Kent^  e  <iei  Chambers*, 
^'  che  hanno  di  tanto  sorpassato  il  le  Nautre,  tenuto  gi&  il 
*'  maestro  dell'  Architettura,  diro  cosi,   dfe  Giardini.   Dalle  Ville   • 


*  As  he  had  written  on  the  Babject,  this  mistake  was  natural  enough  in  Count 
AlgarottL — Mown. 


«-   « 


-     * 
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''  d'lnglnHBim  A  sbttiditft  fat  Milinetria  Fnnoeae*  i:  pii 

^*  payoBo  miturtli^  II  •culto  4.nibld  cd  negtoolo,.' 6:  liiittsMdii 

^^  olie  vi  regaa  6  TeffettD  dell>  wktia  lat  msglb  oidhuita^''  "I  cl 

May  I  teke  ^n^  Hbeity.  of  remirjuog  here,  Sir,  tliit  «r6*5t/ 
Author  of  a  refHitatioo  ^o  esteblnbed.  will r  not  <^«|j^  mI  etffi^inwv 
read^y>  and  so  explicitly  giv^  up  Ub  own  opinioit  in  (Mora 
to  that  of  anodier*  or  even  to  conyict&oa  itaelfi'  Not 
would  Atf  so  fioon  hav>e  |uss<4  the  «¥l.  fipom  any  vrilyr 
hut  be  is  thomuglily  infotttodl  te^  wbom  oomdHaa  be  whtmia^ 


r-i 


»  •    I  ..• 


> 


<      < 
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LETTER  CXL 


«  • 


M"-  GRAY   TO   THE   R«^-   WILLIAM   ROBINSON. 

.- .     .  _  .        . 

•r 

^Wi^llAe  ^aiTi.  <M^;  lOf  11763, 


• « 


•  .   .  .       •       .  f    •      '         •  i        .  "  '  ^       .    V 

Dear  (Reverend)  Billy,  : 

HAVING  been  upon  the  ramble^  I  have  neglected 
all  my  *  duties,  in  hopes  of  finding  pleasures  in  their  room; 
which,  after  all  (as  you  know  well),  one  never  finds.  My  con* 
science  reproaches  me ''with  your  obliging  letter,  and  would  (I 
^  Veally  think)  carry  me  'into  Somersetshire,  did  not  poverty  and 
winter  stare  me  in  the,  fitce,  and  bid  me  sit  stilL  I  well  re- 
member Dr.  Ross's  kind  invitation,  and  in  better  days  still 
hope  to  accept  it.  Doubt  not  but  my  inclinations  will  be 
quickened  by  the  hopes  I  entertain  of  seeing  "^  you  in  so  many 

VOL.  II.  3  I  ' 
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'  _ 

Mw*  light^  Ibe  trftvdled  Mr.  Bobinsoii,  ^with^  vt>  dHnuand  im. 
portftofc  ain .  vikA  jpraoto,  so  mudi  mr/ic,   80  muoh  sfteooir-vion  /  * 
the  husbtiad,.  the  &ther,  the  rich  «lergyiiian,   wann,  snug,   and 
contented  as  a  bishop.    My  mouth  waters;  bat  sure — the  iamily 
will  be  in  town  this  winter,  and  I  shall  see  you  there  in  No-' 
vomber.    Is  tluf  the  6ne  autumn  you  ■  promised  me  ?    Oh !   I  ^ 
hnr  you  (not  cu»e^  you  must  not,  but)  ...  .  this  untoward  ' 
cfinifite.    I  doubt  not   but   you    write   to    Mason,    though  he 
does  not  tell  me  so.     There  is  hie,  repining '  at  his    four-and- 
Iw^ity  weeks  residence  at  York,  unable  to  visit  his  bowers,  the 
work  of  his  own  hands,  at  Aston,  except  in  the  depth  of  win- 
ter;   and  longing //or  the  flesh-pots  and  coffee-houses  of  Cam- 
bridge.    Hiere   is  nobody  contented  but  you  and    I-M)h  yes, 
imd  Dr.  Ross,  who  (I  shrewdly  suspect)  is  the  happiest  of  the 
tiu:ee.    Adieu,  dear  Sir,  and  beliere  me  sincerely 


Your  friend  and  humble  servant^ 


T,  GRAY. 


a  m 

Present  my  compliments  to  Mrs.  Robinson.  Some  time  or 
other  I  hope  to  have  the  honour  of  being  better  known  to  her. 
Mr«  Brown  is  well,  and  much  obliged  to  you  for  your  kind 
remembrance  of  him» ;  , 


-    "•  «, 


*   I 


V        '^     « 


• 
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LETTER  CXII. 


M«   GRAY   TO  M"^   HOW. 


>* 


*  l^iHdon,  November^  1763.  • 

I  AM  ashamed  of  my*  own  indolence  in  not  answef-^^ 
ing  your  former  letter:  a  second,  which  I  have  since  receivedr 
.  adds  to  my  shame,  and  quickeihs  my  motions.  I  can  see  no 
manner  of  objection  to  your  design  of  publishing  C  A/s  works 
complete  in  your  own  country^  It  will  be  an « evidence  of  your 
regard  for  him,  that  cannot  but  be  very  acceptable  to  him. 
The  Glasgow-press,  or  that  of  Baskerville,  have  given  specimens 
of  their  art,  equal  (at  least)  in  beauty  to  any  thing  that  Europe 

•  -  can  produce.    The  expence  you  will  not  much  regard  on  such 
an  pccasipn,  and  (if  yOu  suffer  them  to  be  sold)  that  would  be 

'^  greatly  diminished,  and  most  probably  reimbursed.  As  to  notei" 
(and  I  think  some  will  be  tiecessary)  I  easily .  believe  you 
will  not  overload  the  teict  with  them,  and  besides  every  thing 
of  that  kind  will  be  concerted  between  you.  If  you  propose 
any  vignetted  or  other  matters  of  ornament,  it  would  be  well 
they  were  designed  in  Italy,  and  the  gravings  executed  eithel^ 
there '^  or  in  France,  for  in  this  country  they  are  iiiroeflil  and 
beyond  measure  dear.    The  revising  of  the  press  xxniA  be  your 

/own  labour^  as  tedious  as  it  is  inglorious;  but  to  this  you  must 


•  .  ... 

*  The  following:  Letter,  with  the  exoqition  of  two  or  tluree  short  sentenoei^ 
does  not  appear  id  Mason'a  JBdition  of  Gray.  It  li  addressed  to  Mr.'  How,  at 
Bnissels.-^JS7(I. 

3  I  5 


y 


• 


•     «^ 


submit  As  we  improve -in  ouf  types,  we  grcny  daily  more  • 
negligent  in  point  of  correctno^,  and  this  even  in  our /own  / 
tongue.    What  wiU  it  be  in  the  Italian?   "^   *  /  .  '  *     ^ 

I  did  not  mean  you  should  have  told   C.   A.^  my  objection^ 
at  least  not  as  from  me,  who  have  no  pretence  to  t&ke  such  a  ^ 
liberty  with  him ;   but  I   am^gjiad  be  has  altered  tlye  passage* 
He  cannot  wonder,  if  I  wished  to.  save  to  our  nation  the^  only 
honour  it  has  in  matters  of  taste,  and  no*  small  one,  «ince  neither " 
Italy  ,nor  France  have  ever  had  the  least  ao^on  of  It,  nor  yet 
do  at  all  comprehend  iti  when  they  see  it  -   Mr.  Mascm  has 
received  the  books  in  question  i^m  an  unknQ>vn  hand;  which  I 
take  lo  he  Mr.  Holiis*  from  whom  I  too  have  received  a  beau-- 
tjfiil  se]t  of  Eng?uvings,  as  a  present;  I  knpw.  not  whyy  unles? 
as  a  iriend  of  yours.    I  saw  and  read,  the  begioniog  of  this 
year,    ihs^ .  Congresso  di  CitiirM,  and  was   excessively  pleased  in 
i^pite  of  piejudifl^,  fcr  I    am  naturally  no  friend  to, aUegory, 
«9r  tp.pcMB^cai  ^Jirose.     EiMtc  jnous»    what,  gives  me  the.lea4. . 
pleaauie  of  ^y  oif  his  writjings^  that  I,  have  seen,  is  the  Nan- 
imioftiiL^    It  is  so  dkect  an  ijODdtaJdon  of  FonteneUe^  a  writer  not. 
easy  to  in^ita^ .  aqd  least  of  .all  m  the  ItaUap  tongue,    whose 
dnuracter  and  graces  are  of  a  highei:   ^yle^  and   never  adapt 
tbems^^^  ^^y  to  t^e  elegant  badinage  aod  Ug^ret^  of  cdnvep- 
MtioDf   that  fiets  so  well  on  the  French.     But  ^his  is  a  secret  * 
between  us*  .     i 

•  '  •  •  •  • 

.  lam  |;liad  to  he^  be  ^thinks  of  reWsiting  England;  though 
4  am  a  little  ashs^ed  of  my  country  at  this  prpseat*-*  0«r 
late  acquired  glory  does  not  set  becomingly  upon  us ;  and  even 


iisfefa  to  tnolber  t^itnu^t  |cobi  Go^nt  ^Jgarotti's  Letter,.  gi?tn  by 
18  Letter  to  Mr,  Gray,  dated  Bmsfiels,  Not.  8,  1768,;.  n|  nipfib 
!DtioD8  the  probability  of  his  ynsHdng  England. — Sd*^ 


«. 


»  • 


»  .    *       ,  ^ 


*v 


1 
I 


A 


^^  «  the  Author  of  it,  thfifc  Meaitutar  d^IngbUterra^  is  doing  God  ki 
^  whatl    If  he  sfaoi^.  design 'to«  follow  the:  track  of  ridgar 


« 


♦ 


nisten^.  and  Kgain  bb  po^er  by  ^vays  injqpous*  to  hb  ferae, 
whoia  isao  ^e  'trust  -hereafter  1  '  M»  db  Nivemois  on  fa»  retmn 
to*  FAaoe  sa^s.  (I  hear)  of  Eaglaod,  ^  Quel  Roy,  quel  Peupfe^ 
queUe  Sopiet6!    A^d  so  say  L    Adieu,  Sir,  Ii  am^ 


•    « 


Your  most  humble  servant. 


w*  ••  •    p 


T.  G. 


• 


*  •  s 

>    •  «*  I.il  ■    I 
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LETTER  CXIII. 


M«-   GRAY  TO  !)«•   WHARTON. 


Febrvary  Sf,  17^4. 


DlilA  DOCTOB, 


»     '  ^ 


IF  the  ill-news  be  true^  trlueh  your  last  letter  to  Mr* 
Bro\«n  makes  very  probable,  I  an  heartily .  sorry  £>r  the  loss 
.     .  you  have  had  of   poor  Mr.   R.  WhartoQ,..  as  I  am.  sui«  yo\i 
cannot  but  feel  it  very  sensibly  in  many  respects. . 

I  have  indeed  been  very  remiss  in  writing  to  you,, nor  c^ 
allege  any  other  excuse  for  it  but  the  lowness  of  spirits,  which 
takes  jfrom  me  the  power  of  doing  every  thing  I  ought  *  this 
is  not  altogether  without  cau^,  for  ever  since  I  went  last  tp 
town,  in  the.  beginning  of  November,   I  have  sufibred  a  good 


4»  »     -  *  ♦ 


•  *      •  -'^ 


43q: 


»  -    » 


dead  fn>m  4  cotnpfoidt,  isthich  I  often  mentioned ^^ to  yotr^  and* 
wKich  is  now  almost  constant  «  I'  have  left  off  wine,  eat  le^ 
than  common,  ;haye  made  use  of  the  common  applicbitions  in 
such  cases,  and .  am .  now  taking  soap ;  yet  find  no  essential  * 
amendment .  in  myself^ '  so  that  I  have  but  an  !unc(>mfortab]e 
prospect  before  me,  even  if  things  remain^  they  are,  but  I 
own  what  I  apprehend  is  still  wprse,         \  ^       ^ .   *    '      '    * 


•♦ 


Mason  has  passed  thr^  we^ks  here,  with  mQ  in  his  way  tp  . 
town.  The  general  .report^  was;  that  he  was  going  to  he 
married  out  of  hand;  but  I  find  it  was  only  a  faint  sort  of 
tendency  that  way,  that  may,  or  may 'not  come  4;o  something 
of  maturity,  just  as  the  seasoq  of  the  year  shall  incline  \i\xnt 
The  best  I  can  tell  you  of  ^her  is,  that  she  -is^  no  fine  lady, 
and  the  worst,  that  her  fortune ,  is  ^  not  large.  Now  you  know 
^t  might  have  been  a  fine  lady  with  no  money  at  all.  He  still 
talks  of  visiting  Old- Park  before  he  is  tied  down  to  his  summer 
residence.  «  .  * 

This  silly  dirty  place  has  had  all  its.  thoughts  taken  up-  with 
choosing  a  new  high  stewar^,  %nd  had  not  Lord  Hardwicke  sur-^ 
prisingly  and  to  the  shame  of  the  feculty,  recovered  by  a  quack 
medicine,  I  believe  in  my ^  conscience  the  noble.  Earl  of  Sand- 
wich had  been  chosen,  though  (let  me  .do  them  the  justice  to 
say)  not  without  a  considerable  opposition;     His  principal  Agents 
are  Dr.  Broojc  of  St.   John's,    Mr.    Brocket,  and    Dr.  Long,' 
whose  old  tory  nqtions,  that   had  long  lain  by  neglected  and 
forgotten,  are  brought  out  again  and  fiirbished  for  present  use^ 
though  rusty  and  out  of  joint,  like  his  own  spheres  and  orreries. 
Hieir  crests  are  much  fallen,  and  countenances  lengthened  by 
the  transactions  of  last  week,  for  the  ministry  on  Tuesday  last 
(after  sitting  till    near  eight   in  the  morning)    carried  a   small* 
point  by    a    majority  of   only   40,    and    on    another  previous 
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;    'ditdsion  by,  qne  of  10  only/  and  oh'  Friday  last  (at  five  in  the 
^.nKxnihg)  'there  were  220  to  234,  and  by  this  the  court   only 
obtained  *  to;  adjourn   the   debate .  for  four  months,  and  not  to 
get  any  declaration,  in  favour  of  their  measures/     If  they  hold 
their  eround    many  weeks  after  this,  I  shall  wonder;   but  the 
n^w    reign   has  already  >  produced   many    wonders.     The  other 
.  house,  I  hear,  will  soon  take  in  hand  a  book  lately  published 
by  some  scoundrel    lawyer    on   the   Prerogative;    in   which  is 
^      '  scraped  together  all  the  flattery  and  blasphemy  of  our  old  law 
books  in  honour  of  kings.      I    presume   it  is  understood  that 
the  court   will    support  the   cause  of  this    impudent   scribbler. 
There  is  another  impudent  fellow  of  the  same  profeission,  but 
somewhat  more  oonspici|ous  by  bis  -  place  (a  friend  of  yours,  with 
whom  I  supped  at  your  house  ten  or  eleven  years  ago)   that 
,    *       has  gained  to  himself  the  most  general  and   universal  detesta- 
tion of  any  man  perhaps  in  this  age.     I  congratulate  you  on 
" '    your  acquaintance  with  him. 

Mr.  Brown  is   preparing  your  grafb,    which  are  to  be  sent 

about  a  week  hence,  for  that  is  the  proper  time;   but  as  your 

parcels  used'  to  be  carried  to  your  brother^s,  we  are  afraid  they 

.*  *     may  be' neglected  there  in  the  present  confusion.     If  you  think 

so,  you  will  direct  him  fbrtiiiwith  to  whom  he  may  address  'them^  • 
♦     «  .  Pray  tell  me,  when  you  are  at  leisure,  all  the.  transactions  and 
improvements  of  01d*Park,    that  I  may  rectify  and  model  my  ^ 
ideas  accordingly.     What '  has  become  of  you  in  these  inunda^ 
^        tioQs,  that  have  drowned  us  all,  and  in  this  ho6  «uid  unseason- 
able  winter?  present  my  respects  to  Mrs.  Wharton>  and  my' 
«    .  compliments  to  Mi$s.    How  do  (iie  liyle  family  do?^ 

I  am  eyer.  sincerely,  yours..    . 


•♦ 


%  ,    * 


0 
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LETTER  €X1V. 


•  *  » 


M«-  GRAY   TO   P*-  WHARTOfJ^. 

C«mbri(lffet  July  10,  1764. 

Dear  Doct6r, 

I  BO  iranemhei'.  and  e^sdl  ever  Femeflaber«  as  I 
ou^tv  y<Mir  extreme  kiodnes$  jn  oaring  to  be  present*  iwd 
to  assist  me  in  tbe  ptrilam  hmr.  Wh^  I  vepeived  your  letter 
I  WW  plwsed  lo  find*  I  iwd  done  evf^y  thing  idinoat  i^Mt  you 

vdviaed.     The  fturit  li^y  in  4e^erriQg  matbeis  too  long.        *  - 

•  ♦  *  *  *  ■#  «  »•" 

ft 

I'     Mine  Of:  tfm  Jtrokei  .of  the  lsa)c^^  and  the  apf^tip^  of 

%  Qftuftic.  with  fiHnentiitieiis  inttuo»enAhkv   i;  ^ulfei^  m^nBtUy: 

indeed  the  peifi  ifi  .idea  h  much  greater  thao  iit  lefdity, .  «od 

now  i  lam  g^d  I  Jomw  it«    It  i»  (»fftaiii>  I  amihetter  «t  Vneseoit* 

.  tbw.  1  had  beeoL  in  9k.  leeat'a  yeair  beiore  Ib^  i)f)trftti«fi.     I 

■'  ^ottld  tell  you/.tibet  i^r.  AMse.  day»  be^  J  awbjwttteid  to  it, 

-  Ihad  taken  aeap  in  large:  quantHies,  and  fcr  Adgbt  i  kmw, 

«  ,    UMJoflanmiation  Dughtbe  xalit^  ix¥:rea(f€yd  by  it.    JOr^  Whytt 

(I  iieBMa»bar);'Speakaiigx«f  the  um  oflitoMvuler  and  smp,  jwira. 

thwt  tf  the  0itii^  hAiau^ject  t«  the  pile^  he  ininst  xmit  tktt 

latter.    To^i^a  the  eQd,of  my  oonBneiiient;  doring  wl»9h  (yim 

f  may  believe)  I  lived  on  nothing,   came ,  the  gout  in  one  foot, 

but  so    tame  yon    might  have  stroked  it* ;    such   a  minikin^  3[ou 


«.« 


4  ' 


,  k 


»     •< 


*  George  Montaga  add  of  our  last  earthquake.  **  tliat  it  was  so  tame  you*       t 
might  hare  stroked  it.**    WaIpo]e*s  Letters,  y.  |01.     I  hate  mentioiied  aereral 
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might  have    pbyed  -with  k ;    ia.  t^e  '  or  fout*  dajrs  it  diflap- 
4)eared. 

i 

It  wa^i  true,  as  Stonefaewer  tdd:  you,  that  I  had  ii  ^*eat 
tendency  fenvards  Okl-Park  and  Hart*te-pool ;  but  op  prudent 
consideration  I  find  I  cannot  well  afibrd  it,  and  mmt  defer 
that  pleasure  to  another  summer*  The  minikin  askd  I  act:  Upon 
the  same  principles:  she  cannot  be  a  river,. nor  I  a  tratdter, 
without  money.  If  we  had  but  a  head,  we  should,  both  of  us, 
make  a  figure  in  the  wcrid. 

Mason  does  not  seem  very  iaapatieiitii  ibr  hk  utrrilKB  .word, 
■that  ke  is  bui^  in  rnvRielliiig  &ntiqafe  ymes.  in  olay;  !«imI  m 
Teadiog  a  :  cowi9e  of  ^iMslciaiastical  history,  when  I  ^xpeetbd 
tmsamtruttion,  and  was  prayiag^  lieiwai  .to  give  him  a  good  itnd 
•geatle  govemes^;  no  waa  traotit'  such  a  thing  raoie»  iji  dU 
sofises;  but  hi»  greatest  wa&ts  dof'not  makfe  him  ;]tloi»-i^.  fiidt 
the /faster,  rior  has  h«,  funrptrfy  ttpeaikniig,  any  'thin^:otie  can 
call  a  passion  about  him,  except  a  little  malice  and  revenge^ 

Our  d«etioii  is  in  Westmin^r  HaU ;  but  it  is  not  likely  <ihat 
Mif  great'  OMtter  <}an  b&done  in  tfctiU  MieliaiinHUi  Viinh  Mwt. 
In  the  mean  timtt  Lofd  SancMoh  and  his  friendt  dc^  whfeft  ftey 
€fati  to  keep  vtgt  aii  interMt  and  a  kfOBtte^  H^it  is  d  pooir 
sctfbblei*  thftt  he  laie&  to  itrite  a  wtekly"  pap^  (Med  the 
SefUtdMty  m^  by  idtUse  of  diaieotenr  4.oH  «H  in  fab  ponrctr  to 

fVov^cdBei  {Mopla ;  but  camot  ser  miUch  m  gtt  hudKlf  n^mtemd, 

•  .     •       .    .  ■      ■  •  '.•.'■•■ 


eoincideiices  of  thooght  and  expression  of  this  kind  in  the  letters  ai^  ^^Tf  ^aid 
Wftlpole,  whioh  I  oonoeiTed  io  be  a  kind  of  common  property ;  thd  ifi$toM  indMd 
¥rill  reeogniie  much  of  that  species  of  hnmoor  whidi  distingnisbes  Gray's  corres- 
pwAncer  id  tber  leltenr  of  Walpnle,  ;idbHH  I  thmki  in  ilv  comi^  feror;  sotae- 
iiflisi' donating  ^o 'ftr  i|om  jfropiiety<  in  jearob  of  eol^ect^  for  the  di^lay  of  its 
talent,  an4  not  altogether  free  from  affectation.*»£<i 
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I  could  not  find  any  one  in  town  that  ever  beard  pf  it  (though 
the  subject  is  well  known  there)  and  if  any  body  saw  its  name  ijdl 
the  advertisements^  I  believe  they  only  took  it  for  a  scrutoire  to 
be  sold.  The  Nation  is  in  the  same  hands  as  the  University^ 
and  really  does  not  make  so  manful  a  resistance.  Grumble  ior 
deed  every  one  does,  but  since  Wilkes's  affiur,  they  fiUl  off  their 
metal,  and  seem,  to  shrink  under  the  brajeen  hand  of  NorCcMi 
affd  his  colleagues.  \ 

I  hear  there  will  be  no  parliament  till  after  Christmas.  If 
the  French  should  be  so  unwise  as  to  suffer  the  Sjianish  Court 
to  go  on  in  their  present  measures  (for  they  refuse  :to  pay  the 
iftnsom  of  Manilla,  and  have  driven  away  our  logwood  cutters 
already),  down  go  their  friends  in  the  ministry,  and  all  the 
scheines  of  right  divine,  and  prerogative;  and  this  is  perhaps 
the  best  chance  we  have^  Are  you  not  struck  with  do^  great 
fiimilarity  thete  is  betwew  the  first  years  of  Charles  I,  and  the 
.present  times?  who  would  have  thoii^ht  it  possible  five  years 
ago? 

The  old  rogue  Lord  Bath  is  dead  at  last.  I  understood  the 
.contest  i<x  his  spoils  lay  between. your  Qoble  friend  at  Raby, 
and  Mr.  C6lman»  the  coouc  poet,  but  whether  thi^  are  Alien 
lo  either  of  them  I  hcive  not  heard  as  yet  Pray,  what  is  tlie 
pdicy  of  that  castle  ?  the  elder  brother  lives  more  th^n  usual 
in  the  countiy,  as  if  he  were  not  in  the  best  bwnoor  vrith 
bis  friends  at  court;  and  the  younger  has  been  at  times  am 
prator^in  the  opposition.  Have  they  been  disobliged,  or  do 
.they  fear  to  disoblige .  their  former  friends  who  may  come  into 
play  again? 
• 

Two  more   volumes  of   Buffon  are  come  over;   I  mentiim 

•  _ 

them  in  case  you  choose  to  have  diem,     I  know  of  nothing 
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else,  except  half  a  dozen  new  works  of  that  inexhaustible, 
eternal,  entertaining  scribbler  Voltaire,  who  at  last  (I  fear)  will 
go  to  heaven,  for  to  him  entirely  it  is  owing,  that  the  king  of 
France  and  his  council  have  received  and  set  aside  the  decision 
of  the  parliament  of  Thoulonse  in  the  ai&ir  of  Galas :  the  poor 
man,  'tis  true,  has  been  broke  on  the  wheel  long  ago;  but  his 
widow  and  wretched  fianily  may  have  some  reparation,  and  his 
murtherers  may  smart  a  little  for  it.  You  see  a  scribbler  m^y 
be  of  some  use  in  the  world. 

If  you  see  Stpnehewer  at  his  return  from  Buxton,  be  so 
good  to  tell  him,  that  there  will  be  only  200  *  copied  of  Lord 
Herbert's  Life  printed,  half  of  which  are  fer  Lord  Powis,  and 
the  rest  will  be  given  away  only.  If  I  happen  to  have  two 
(which  I  do  not  expect)  he  shall  have  cme  of  them. 

Ah!  poor  James  Lyon! — ^how  do  thQ  family  bear  it?  My 
best  respects  to  the  lady  of  Old-Park  (the  duchess  I  should 
say)  and  lady  Mary,  &c.  I  hope  they  are  all  well.  Are  Mr. 
9Bd  Mrs»  Jonathan  with  you?  Do  you  say  your  pmfen 
o'nights?    Adieu! 

I  am  ever  yours^ 

T.  G. 

Mr.  Brown,  who  isr  quite  well,  present^  his  humble  service. 
He  would  wish  to  come  to-morrow,  only  he  thinks  it  impo^ 
sible,  and  does  not  believe  any  body  did  ever  really  go  so  fer* 

*  Tbe  life  of  Lord  HtHbert  of  Cherbury,  fcr  the  first  time  t>rinted  at  the  Straw- 
berry Hm  PN08,  in  smal  4to.  in  1764.    900  Copies.    See  Wal^le^s  Works,  II. 
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LETTER    CXV. 


M«-   GRAY  TO  M«-  NICHOUiS, 


.{ 


!  .  i  I^ECEIVEPt  your  letter  at  Southamptofii^  ah^  as 
1  woiilcl  '  wiih  <b  teeat  eveiy  body,  aeeonKng  to  their  owir 
mie  and  meaauQ  oi  good  breedings  have/  agaimt  mj  incliha- 
tioiif  waited  titt  now  before  I  answered  it^  ^rely  out  of  f^av 
and  respect,  and  an  ingenuous  diffidence  of  my  own  abilities, 
if  you  will  ttot  take  this  a^^  an  excuse,  accept  it  at  least  as  a 
itieU^tumied'  penfeKl,  w>hich  is  always  my  principd'  concerm 

So  i  prooe^  lo  tell  yoii  that  my  health  is  mucik  -improreS^ 
by  the  sea,  not  that  I  drank  it,  or  bathed  in  it,  as  the  common 
people  do :  no  !  I  only  walked  by  it,  and  looked  upon  it.  The 
climate  is  remarkably  mild,  even  in  October  and  November; 
no  S90W  has  been  seen  to  lie  there  for  these  thirty  years  past  i 
the  myrtles  grow  in  the  ground  against  the  houses,  and  Gu^n- 
s6y  lili^  Woom  in  tvery  window;  the*  town,  clean  and  welj- 
bnilti  surrounded  by  its  old  stone- walls, '  witU  tHeiir  towers  arid 
gateways, ..  stands  at  the  point  of  a  peninsula,  and' opens  full 
south,  to.  an,  arm  of  the.  sea,  which,  having  fbroMd-  twa>  b^uti-- 

ful  baya^.Qo  ^ch  h^nd  of  it*  siroteJb**  ajy^y  an,  direct  view,  ^U 

it)  J9W8  thQ  Botish  Chaopel;  it  is  skirted  <»  oithM  ^de  witb 
gently-rising  grounds,  cloathed  with  thick  wood,  an<J  dirccdy 
cross  its  mouth   rise  the  high.  Is^n^s  of  the  Isle  of   Wight  at 


437 

distance,  but  distinctly  seen.  In  the  bosom  of  the  woods  (con- 
cealed from  prophane  eyes)  lie  hid  the  ruins  of  Netley  abbey; 
there  may  be  richer  and  greater  houses  of  religion,  but  thfe 
Abbot  is  content  with'  his  situation.  See  there,  at  the  top  of 
that  hanging  meadow,  under  the  shade  of  those  old  trees  that 
bend  into  a  half  circle  about  it,  he  is  walking  slowly  (good 
man!)  and  bidding  his  beads  for  the  souls  of  his  benefactors, 
interred  in  that  venerable  pile  that  lies  beneath  him.  Beyond 
it  (the  meadow  still  descending)  nods  a  thicket  of  oaks  that 
mask  the  building,  and  have  excluded  a  view  too  garish  and 
luxuriant  for  a  holy  eye ;  ctoly  on  either  hand  they  leave  an 
opening  to  the  blue  glittering  sea.  Did  you  not  observe  how, 
as  that  white  sail  shot  by  and  was  lost,  he  turned  and  crossed 
himself  to  drive  die  tfempter  from:  him  that  had  thrown  that 
distribution  in  his  way?  I  should  tell  you  that  the  ferryman 
who  rowed  me,  •  losty  young  fellow,  told  me  that  he  would 
not  for  all  the  world  pass  a  night  at  the  abbey  (there  were 
snch  thMgs  seen  near  it)  thetigl^  there  was  a  potter  of  money 
hid  there;  Fmrn  thence  I  weaa^  t&  Salisbury,  Wilton>  and 
Stoneheogpe ;  but  of  tbese  I  say  no  more,  they  wil!^  be  published 
at  the  University  pvess. 

P.  8.  I  must  not  close  my  letter  without  giving  you  one 
principal  event  of  my  history ; .  which  was,  that  (in  the  course 
of  my  late  toui)  I  set  out  one  mcntiii^  beibre  fire  o'doek;  fhe 
meoit  flhining  tibrough  s  dark  and  misty  autumhai  aii^,  and' ^ 
to  die  sea-coast  time  enough  to  be  at  the  Sun's  lievee. .  1  saw 
the  clouds  and  dark  vapours  open  gradually,  to  eight  and  leiH 
rolling  over  fuae  another  in  great  sneky  wPuAm  «nxi  the  tkle 
(as  it  Howed  gently  in  upon'  tfa^  saudd)  first  wbii!enhl^  titeh 
slightly  tanged  with  gold  and  blue;  and^  all  at  c»ice  a  Utile 
line  of  insuflferable  brightness  that  (Before  I  can  write  these  five 
words)  was  grown  to  half  ^axi  ofW  and  now  to  a  whole  one^ 
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too  glorious  to  be  distinctly  seen*.  It  is  very  odd  it  makes  no 
figure  on  pi^r;  yet  I  shall  remember  it  as  long  as  the  sun, 
0t  at  least  a&  long  as  I  endure.  I  wonder  whether  any  body 
ever  saw  it  before?    I  hardly  believe  it. 


\ 
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LETTER  CXVI. 


U*-  GRAY   TO   M«-   WALPOLB. 

Sundi^,  DecaO,  1764. 

I  HAV£  received  the  Castle  of  Otranto»  and  return 
you  my  thanks  for  it  It  engages  our  attention  heref,  makes 
some  of  us  cry  a  little,  and  all  in  gen^^  afraid  to  go  (b  bed 
o'  nights.  We  take  it  for  a  translation,  and  should  believe  it 
to  be  a  true  story,  if  it  were  not  for.  St  Nicholas. 


f " « 


'  *  Thifl  pats  me  in  mmd  of  a  stmihir  deaoription  written  by  Dr.' Jeremy  Tty* 
lor,  ifbkh  I  shell  kere  beg  leare  to  present  to  tbe  feeder,  who  wfll  ind  by  it 
thet  the  old  DiTine  hid  ooeeeionelly  ee  much  power  of  deaoription  ee  even  our 
moderh  Poet  ^  As  when  the  sun  approaches  towards  the  galea  of  the  morning, 
**  he  irat  opena  a  little  eye  of  heaTen,  and  aends  away  the  apirita  of  darkness ; 
^  girea  Mght  to  the  eoek,  and  ealla  np  the  lark  to  mattbis;  and  by  and  by  gOda 
'<  the  firfngm  of  a  dond,  and  peeps  over  the  eaatem  hilla,  throating  ont  hia  golden 
<<  heme  «^««;  and  stUl  (while  a  man  telb  the  story)  the  aun  gela  up  higher  tiU 
<<  be  shews  a  Cur  face  and  a  full  Eght/'-nT.  Taytor'a  Holy  Dying,  p.  17.~JI/asan. 


t  At  Cambridge* 


—  I* 
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When  your  pen  was  in.  your  hand  yon  might  have  been  a 
little  more  communicative,  for  though  disposed  enough  to  be« 
lieve  the  opposition  rather  consumptive,  I  am  entirely  ignorant 
of  all  the  symptoms.  Your  canonical  book  I  have  been  read* 
ing  with  great  satisfaction*  He  speaketh  as  one  having  autho* 
rity.  If  Englishmen  have  any  feeling  left»  methinks  they  must 
feel  now ;  and  if  the  Ministry  have  any  feeling  (whom  nobody 
will  suspect  of  insensibility)  they  *  must  cut  off  the  author*4» 
ears,  for  it  is  in  all^e  forms  a  most  wicked  libel.  Is  the  old 
man  and  the  lawyer  put  on,  or  is  it  real  ?  or  has  some  real 
lawyer  furnished  a  good  part  of  the  materials,  and  another  per^ 
son  employed  them  ?  This  I  guess ;  for  there  is  an  uncouth- 
^ess  of  diction  in  the  beginning  which  is  hot  supported  through- 
out, though  it  now  and  then  occurs  again,  as  if  the  writer*  was 
weary  of  supporting  die  diaracter  he  had  assumed*  when*  the 
subject  had  warmed  him,  beyond  dissimulation. 

Rousseau's  Letters f  I  am  reading  hearily,  heavily!  He 
justifies  himself,  till  he  convinces  me  that  he  deserved  to  be 
burnt,  at  least  that  bis  book  did.  I  am  not  got  through  hiin/ 
and  you  never  wilL  '  Voltmre  1  detest,  and  have  not  seen  his 
book :  I  shall  in  good  time.  ¥ou  surprise  me,  when  you  talk 
of  going  in{  February.  Pray,  does  all  the  minority  go  too? 
I  hope  you  have  a  reason.  Desperare  de  republica  is  a  deadly 
sin  in  politics. 


*  Mr.  Graj  maj  {MnlmUy  allude  to  a  Pamphlet  caUed  *^  A  heUer  ooQcerninf 
Libeb,  Warraots,  Seisure  of  Papers,  and  Security  for  the  Peace  or  Bdiarkmr, 
with  a  View  to  aonie  late  Proceedings,  and  the  Defence  of  them  by  the  Miu'o* 
rity  :'*--«apiioeed  to  iare  been  writlea  by  William.  QraaTea^  Baq.  a  Miater  in 
Chaneeryi  under  the  inspection  of  the  late  Lord  Camden.^— fii.  of  WalpM^B 

t  Thn  Letters  de  Is  Montagne.  '  |  To  Paris. 
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]mi  I  will  iiQti  t«ke  my  leare  of  you;  for  (you  pearceive] 
ifk^m  to.  bog  «noth?r^  when  you  can  spnre  a  little* 
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LETTER  CXVIL 


m*-  GRAY  I'D  M**  PALORAVf:*. 


»       •      ■     ' 


•      t 


Monk,  196ft. 


.  1\JY  jpi^Qtion^  of  which  you  are  so  desirous^  are  two- 

fold V^  ^^^  P^^  rebjkes  to  what  id  past/  and  that  will  he  rather 
diffiise:  the  secood»  to  what  is;  to  come;  spiA  th^if  we  9haU  treat 
more  succinctly,  and  with  all  due  brevity. 

I  .  •         '  .        I  .     ' 

•  K  •  1  »  ' 

First,  whipn  you  come  to  Paris  you.wiU  f^t  &il  t€ivi9it  the 
clcMSIter  of  the  Chartreusei  where  Le  Sueuf  Qb  the  histoi^y^f^,  St 
Bruno)  has  ali^Qst  equalled  B^p|iaeL  Then  your  Gothic  inelioa:- 
tioiis  will  naturally  lead.  you.>V>  ^he  Sainte  ChapeUe  builjb  by 
St  liQtuis:  in  the  treasury  is.  preservfd  one  of  tfa|B  noblest,  geais 
of  the  Augustan  age.  When  you  take  a  trip  into  jthe  coonlry, 
there  is  a  fine  old  chapel  at  Vincennes  with  admiraUA  pein^d 
windows;  and  at  Fontainebleau,  the  remains  of  Francis  the  First's 
magnificence  might  give  you  some  pleasure.  In  your  way  to 
Lyons  you  will  take  notice  of  the  view  over  tne  Saone»  fi'ora 
about.  Tournus  and  Macon.  Fail  not  tO'  walk  a  £ew  mibs  alrag 
the  banks  of  the  Bihone^  dowa  the  river*      I  woirid:  certainty 


*   Mr.  Ghcay*!  dsumspondent  was  now  makiog, 


II*  »■ 
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make  a  little  journey  to  the  Gronde  CheHreuse,  u^^the  mountains : 
at  your  return  out  of  Italy  this  will  have  little  effect.  At  Turin 
you  will  visit  the  Capuchins'  convait  just  without  the  city,  and 
die  Superga  at  no  great  distancer  for  the  sake  of  the  views.  At 
Genoa  observe  the  Terrenoof  the  Palacfe  Brignoli,  as  a  mo<tei 
of  an  apartment  elegantly  disposed  in  a  hot  climate.  At  Parma 
you  will  adore  the  great  Madonna  and  St.  Jerom,  once  at 
St.  Antonio  Abbate,  but  now  (I  am  told)  in  the  Ducal  Palace. 
In  the  Madonna  della  Steccata  observe .  the  Moses  breaking  the 
tables,  a  chiaroscuro  figure  of  the  Parmeggiano  at  too  great  a 
height,  and  ill-lighted,  but  immense.  At  the  Capuchins,  the 
great  Piet&  of  Annib.  Carracci;  in  the  Villa  Ducale,  the  room 
painted  by  Carlo  Cignani;  and  the  last  works  of  .Agostino 
Caracci  at  Modena*.     I  know  not  what  remains  now,  the  flower 


^    When  our  Author  was  himself  in  Italy,  he  studied  with  much  attention  th^ 

m 

diflferent  manners  of  the  old  masters.  I  find  a  paper  mtten  at  the  time  .i^-  which  he 
has  set  down  several  aulyects  proper  for  painting,  whidi  he  had  never  seen  eoEecuted, 
and  has  affixed  the  names  of  different  masters  to  each  pieee^  to  show  which  of  their 
pencils  he  thought  would  have  been  most  prefer  to  treat  it.  As  I  doubt  not  but  this 
paper  will  be  an  acceptable  present  to  the  Reynoldses  and  Wests  of  the  age,  I  shall 
here  insert  it. 

An  Altar  Piece, Guide. 

He  top,  a  Heaven ;  in  the  middle,  at  a  distance,  the  Padre- Eterno'  indistinctly 
seen,  and  lost,  as  it  were,  in  glory.  On  either  hand.  Angels  of  all  degrees  in  atti- 
tttdes.of  adoration  and  wonder.  ^  A  little  lower,  and  next  the  eye,,  supported  on  the 
wings  of  Serq>hs,  Christ  (the  principal  figure)  with  an  air  of  calm  and  serene 
majesty,  his  hand  extended,  as  commanding  the  elements  to  thor  several  places :  near 
him  an  Angel  of  superior  rank  bearing  the  golden  conqiasses  (that  Milton  describes) ; 
beneath  the  Chaos,  like,  a  dark  and  turbulent. ocean,  only  iUfimined  by  theSpurU^ 
who  is  broodmg  over  it. 

A  small  Picture.— <7orreg|^o. 

Eve  newly  created,  admiring  her  own  shadow  in  the  lake. 
VOL.  II,  3  L 
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of  the  eoHectioB  h  pme  to  'Dresden.  Bologna  is  too  vast  a  sub* 
ject  for  me  to  treat:  the  pakces  and  churches  ^are  open;  you. have 
nothing  to  do  but  to  see  them  all.  In  comii^  down  tJie  Apjpenniiie 
you  will  see  (if  the  sun  shinea)  all  Tuscany  bdbre  you.  Ami 
80  I  have  brought  you  to  Florence^  wheris  to  be  sure  there  is 
nothing  worth  seeing.    Secondly^ 


The  famous  VenUM  of  this  nuuter^  now  in  the  poMsesHon  of  Sir  William 
BamUUMf  proves  how  judiciously  Mr,  Gray  fixed  upon  his  pencil  for  the 
'execution  qf  this  charming  subject.    M. 

4^notber«-*— Domenichiiio. 

•    •       •  •  •    * 

Bfoddft  in  a  pesriTe  poslate,  wtth  remge  and  joatenud  sflbciicni  sdiTiiigf  m  her 
'naage'a  her  two  difldreQ  ai  'thjw  t^toffing  >wi4b  one  anather  befiiie  ber.  On. one  aide 
a  bust  of  JasoDy  to  whidi  they  bear  aome  resemblance. 

A  Statue. ^Michael  Angelo. 


AgaTe  iii  the  moment  she  returns  to  her  teh9ed;'the  head  of  heir  Son,  fallen  on  the 
ground  from  her  hand. 


FufeOmoT.  Jfee.  lib.  iii.  1.701.  &c.    M. 

A  Picture. Salyator  Rosa. 

^neas  and  the  Sybil  sacrificing  to  Pluto  by  torch  light  in  the  wood|  the  assistants 
in  a. flight.  The  Day  beginning  to  breal^^  saasdimly  to,  show  the  mouth  of  the 
caTern.  .       . . w 

Sigimonda  with  the  heart  of  Guiscardo  ;before  her.  I  have  seen  a  small  print  on 
this  sidgect^  where  the  expression  is  admirable,  said  to  be  graved  from  a  picture  of 
Coneggio.         . 

Afterwairdsy  when  he  had  seen  the  original  in  ihe  possession  of  the  late 
Sir  Imke  Schaubj  he  always  expressed  the  highest  (sdmirationofit;  (hough 
we  seoy  by  his  here  giting  U  to  Sahator  Bosot  he  thought  the  subject  too  horrid 
to  be  treated  by  Correggio ;  and  indeed  I  believe  it  is  agreed  (hat  the  capital 
picture  in  question  is  not  of  hishmnd.    M« 


, » •  . 


AAS 
I.  Vide,  quodcunquf  Tidendum  est. 

^.  Quo^cunque  dgo  aon  vidi,  id  ta  Tide. 

d« , QuodciinqijL^.  yideris,  scribe  &  describe;  memoriai  Qe  fide.^ 

■ 

4.  Scribendo  nil  admirare;  &  cum  pictor  non  sis^   verbis,  omnia 
depinge. 

Another. Albano,  or  th^  Parnieggiano* 


fy 


Iphigenitkwle^  by.lfae  fiMudua- «Mb«  her  nudds  titaatihtri  Gpu«  .gwacDganl 

Thi8  subject  has  been  ofUn  treated;  once  imdeed  very  cmriouBly  by  Sir  "Peter 
Lelyf  in  the  yomf  of  pertraii,  when  hie  eaered  Mttyesty^  Okarhe  the  Second^ 
tept/^eemied  Cymon^and  tile  9MeJkM«  4ff  ClgetJmnL  and^  Mpi^..  JS!le0no»  Owim 

(in  a9im^ent,attibl4^  qe  kie^roynBd,  tmtfp  etnUipnitciii^^.iiffi^  J|4w»ffl  <W*rf 
%er  attendfmte.  ^  "i/L  i 


{^    ti   i         i 


Anotfier. Domenichino,  or  the  GtrraooL  '  •  >  /  • 

Electra  with  the  urn,  in  which  she  imagined  were  her  Brother's  ashes^lamenting 
oTer  them ;  Orestes  smothering  his  conq^om. 


Another. Corr^gio. 


.  * 


Ithmriel  and  Zephon  entering  the  bower  of  Adam  and  Eve;  they  sleeping.  The 
light  to  proceed  from  theAngsb. 

Another.— ^-Nicholas  Poussin. 

Aloestis  dying ;  her  children  weeping,  and  hanging  upon  her  robe ;  the  youngest  of 
tbemi  a  litUe  boy,  crying  too,  but  appearing  rather  to  d<f  so,  becanse-the  others  are 
affiqted,  than  from  any  sense  of  the  reason  of  their  sorrow :  her,  rigltt.^nn  sbouh^  be 
round  this,  heat  left  extended  towards  the  rest,  as  recoqumendupig  tbe^  to  her  Lord's 
care;  he  fainting,  and  supported  by  the  attendants. 

*  See  Fhilo  de  Miraculis,  p.  e. 
3  L  2 
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5.  Tritam  viatorum  compitam  calca^  &  cum  poteris^  desere. 

6.  Erne,    quodcunque    emendum    est;    I  do  not  mean  pictut^ 

medals,  gems,  drawings,  &c.  only;  but  clothes,  stockings, 
shoes,  handkerchiefs,  little  moveables ;  every  thing  you 
may  want  all  your  life  long:  but  have  a  care  of  the 
customhouse. 

Pray  present  my  most  respectful  compliments  to  Mr.  Weddell*. 
I  conclude  when  the  winter  is  over,  and  you  have  seen  Rome 
and  Naples,  you  will  strike  out  of  the  beaten  path  of  English 
travellers,  mm!  see  a  little  of  the  country,  thro>w.  yourselves  into  the 
bosom  of  the  Appennine,  survey  the  horrid  lake  of  Amsanctus  (look 
in  Cluver's  Italy),  catch,  the  breezes  on  the  coast  of  Taranto  and 
Salerno,  expatiate  to  the  very  toe  of  the  continent,  perhaps  strike 
over  the  Faro  of  Messina,  and  having  measured  the  gigantic 
e6lumns.  cC^  Gtrgenti,  and  the  trem^endous  caverns  of  Syracusa, 
refresh  yourselves  amidst  the  fragrant  vale  of  Enna.  Oh!  cfae 
bel  riposo !  Addio* 


SftlTtttor  Rosa. 

psssing  the  Alps ;  the  mountaineera  roDiDg  down  rocks  upon  his  anay; 
elephants  tttmbluig  down  the  preci[Mce9« 

•  •  •  • 

•  ■  *    . 

Another. Domenichino. 

Arria  giymg  Claudias's  order  to  P»tus,  and  stabbing  herself  at  the  same  time. 

N.  Poussin,  or  Le  Seur. 

•  .  .      . 

•  •  •        •  >  • 

VlrginiUs  intirddrittg  tiis  daughter;  Appius  at  a  distance,  starting  up  from  his 

tdbunld  i  (he  pedpte  amazed^  but  few  of  them  seeing  the  action  itself.  ' 


«         «  «      4 


»  VFilUam  Wedddl,  Esq.  of  Neinrby,  in  Yorl^shire.— Jfeitfon. 


<  • 
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LETTER  OXVIIL 


W^  GRAY   TO   D*    WHARTON. 


Camb.  20th  April,  1765. 


Dear  Doctor, 


I  HAVE  lately  heard,  that  you  have  been  very  ill,  and 
that  in  the  midst  of  your  illness  *  ^  ^  «  ^  ^as  obliged  to  fly 
from  her  pertiecutor^  and  put  herself  undm*  your  protection.  .  Fray 
inform  me^  as  soon  as  you  can^  of  the  state  of  your  heal&  in 
the  first  place;  and  next^  how  you  have  been  able  to  secure 
a  poor  frighted  woman  fix>m  the  brutality  of  such  a  husband, 
.which  under  our  excellent  constituti<»  (I  take .  it)  is  rather  a 
more  difficult  thing,  than  it  would  be  in  Turkey.  For  me  I 
passed  the  latter  part  of  the  last  Autumn  at  Southampton  all 
alone  (for  I  went  to  no  room,  nor  saw  any  company,  as  they 
call  it)  in  a  most  beautiful  .country  and  very  gentle  climate* 
The  air  and  the  walks  agreed  with  me  wonderiklly.  The  jsea- 
water  I  scarce  <  tried  (as  the  winter  approached)  enougbi  to  say 
whether  it  would  suit  me  or  not*  Sometime  after  I  returned 
hither,  ctoie  the  .gout  in  both  feet  successively,  very  gentle. as 
to  pmn,  but  it  left  a  weakness .  and  sense  of.  lassitude  behind  it, 
that  even  yet  is  not  wholly  dis^pated*  I .  have  a  great  prc^nsity 
to  Hardepool  this  summepj  it  is  in  your  neighbourhood,  and. 
that  is  to  make  up  for  climate  and  for  jtrees. .  The  sefl»  the.  turf » 
and  the  rocks,  I  remember,  have  merit  enough  of  their  own,  Mr. 
Brown  is  so  invincibly  attacheSTto^ his  duties  of  treasurer,  and  tutor, 
and  I  know  not  what,  that  I  '^  give  up  all  hopes  of  bringing  him 


446 

with  me:  nor  do  I  (till  I  have  been  at  London)  speak  deter- 
minately  as  to  myself:  perhaps  I  may  find  good  reasons  (against 
my  inclination)  to  change  my  mind. 


«,  *  %     ^  .        *     »  * 


Your  Mother,  the  University,  has  succeeded  in  her  great  cause 
against  the  Secretary  of  State.  L^-  Hardwicke  is  declared  duly 
elected  by  a  majority'  of  one-  voitfe.  -  AH  the  Judges  of  the 
King's-bench  took  occasion  to  declare  their  opinion  in  set  speeches 
on  tbtf  question ;  I  suppose,  in  order  to  gain  a  little  popularity, 
for  whatever  seems  against  Lord  Sandwich  must .  be  popular. 
L^'  Mansfield  was  express  on  two  points,  that  the  Universities 
t¥€re  not  arubyect  toiiany  Royal  Visitations,  but  might  always 
apf3hf  to- and;  femive  redress  from  his  Majesty's  Cbuits  of  Justice; 
ami  that  they  ipraiB  bcmiid  by  no  statutes,  but-  sneli  as  they 
themselves  had  though  fit  to  Kceive.  These  things  are  doubtless 
of  fiw  more  conwquenoe  to  tdiem  than  the  cause  in*  question* 
for  which  I  am  the  less  concerned,  because  I  do  believe  the 
two  Pretendojrs  had>  ())rivat^ly)  agreed  the  matter  befofe-^hand, 
for  tiie  House  of  Yorke  hav^  undoubtedUy.  been  long  making 
up  to  t)ie  Cwxtt.  I  should  tell  you,  that  Dr.  Long^s  affidavit 
waS'  oidlyt  beguft  to  be  read,  and  laid  aside*  as  of  no  (Consequence. 
I  suppose  you  know  hj  this  tiine,  tint  our  friend*  <^  Bishop 
of  Chester  was  the  private  Ambassador  of  L*  Sandwich  to  thib 
place*  and,  made  proposals  in  his  name.  He  also  was  {nresent  on 
the  side  of  that  wordiy  nobleman  at  the  remarkable  int«lrview  with 
Mn  Charles  Yorke.  It  is  certain  he  lefuaed  the  Archbishoprick 
of  Avriiagh;  but  why,  I  cannot  yet  leom-:  some  8«y»f  because 
they  vitended  to  quarter  so  many  pennons  upon  it:  othen^ 
Jiecause  liiey  would  keep  to  themsdves  the  di^MMsd  of  all  the 
preferment.    But  neither  of  these  seem  to  be  sufficieiit  reascms. 


— '.^'^^■i^PiT— ^    I  ■    I  I  I  >— ^^i^>y» 


^  Dr.  Edaiwd  KMae:.!  possMs  onD  or.  iw^  <  tpmrtim  Bpyi^wk  wniteii  %ff 
Mr.  Graj,  on  this  geDtleman. — E<L 


M7 

It  is  sure  he  wrote  circular  letters  to  his  friends  to  acquaint, 
them  of  this  refusal,  and  that  he  was  snubbed  for  doing  sb. 
Whereas  B^-  Newton,  to  whom  it  was  first  offered,  made  a  great 
secret  of  it,  as  a  good  courtier  should  do.  Now  I  am  talking 
of  Bishops,  I  must  tell  you  that  not  long  ago  Bp-  Warburton 
in  a  sermon  at  Court  asserted,  that  all  preferments  were  be- 
stowed on  the  most  illiterate  and  worthless  objects,  and  in  speaking 
turned  himself  about  and  stared  directly  at  the  Bp-  of  London, 
he  added,  that  if  any  one  arose  distinguished  for  merit  and 
learning,  there  was  a  combination  of  dunces  to  keep  him  down. 
I  need  not  tell  you  that  he  e^ipected  the  Bishoprick  of  London 

himself  when  Terrick  got  it :  iso  ends  nly  ecclesiastical  history. 

,  .   .  •  •   •  • 

Our  friend  the  Precentor,  who  has  so  long  been  in  a  rnari- 
turient  way,  is  not  yet  married,  and  I  doubt,  it  is  all  gone  ofil 
I  dare  not  ask  about  it,  but  if  I  go  northward,  shall  take 
him  in  my  way,  and  see  whether  he  will*  tell  me.     Present  my 

best  compliments  to  Mrs.  Wharton,  and  Miss.     I  have  no  idea 

.    •  •  .  ...» 

of  the  family  at  present,  and  expect  to  see  a  multitude  of  little 

«  

*ew  faces,  that  know  not  Joseph. 

Adieu!  dear  Sir, 

I. am  .ever  most  .sincerely  yours, 

T.  G. 
I  hear  you  are  weH  againi,   but  pray  tell  me  how  well. 
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LETTER  CXIX. 


.•        t 


M«-  GRAY   TO   D»-  WHARTON. 

Thursday f  Qth  June,  1165,  York. 

Deai»  Doctor, 

HERE  am  I  (thanks  to  Mr.  Precentor's  hospitalit}') 
laid  up  with  the  gout:  yet  as  to  day  I  begin  to  walk  again 
about  the  house  on  two  legs,  I  (latter  myself  I  shall  be  able 
to  see  you  next  week  at  Old  Park.  As  to  mine  host  of  the 
Minster  his  eyes  are  very  bad  (in  imitation  of  Horace)  and  he 
is  besides  tied  down  here  to  residence :  yet  he  talks  as  if  we 
might  chance  to  see  him.  in  the  bishoprick  during  the  summer 
foe  a  little  while*  His  compliments  join  themselves  to  mine, 
and  beg  you  would  present  them  to  Mrs.  Wharton,  and  the 
numerous  fiunily.  Adieu !  no  Mr.  Brown !  he  is  immersed  tq(^ 
deep  in  Quintilian   and  livy* 


LETTER  CXX, 


M*^  GRAY  TO  D*-  WHARTON. 

Dear  Doctor, 

I  DEFERRED  writing  to  you,  till  I  had  seen  a  little 
tnore  of  this  country,  than  you  yourself  had   seen,  and  now 
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beii^  JMl  returned  from  an  excursion^  which  I  and  the  Major 
have  been  making  intp  the  Highlands,  I  sit  down  to  tell  yoiT 
about  it :  hut  first  I  must  return  to  my  journey  hither,  on  i|vbii^> 
I  shall  be  y^  short,  partly  because  you  know  the  wiay  as'&r 
as  Edinburgh^  and  partly  that  there  was  not  a  great  deal  worth 
remarking.  The  first  night  we  passed  at  Tweedmouth  (77  miks^) 
the  ne2£t  at  Edinburgh  (53  miles ;)  where  Lord  Strathmore  1^ 
the  Major  and  me,  to  go  to  Lepox-love,  (L^  Blantyve's)  where 
his  aunt  lives.  So  that  afternoon  and  all  next  day  I  had  leisure 
to  visit  the  castk,  Holy^^Rood-House^  Heriot's  Hospital,  Arthur-s 
Seat^  &c.  ^and  am  not  sorry  to  have  seen  that  most  picturesque 
(at  a  di^taaoe)  and  nastiest  (when  near)  of  all  capital  cities. 

I  supped  with  Dr.  Eojbertson  ^nd  otber  hter^fi,  and  the  q^ 
mori)ing  Lord  S.  (^ame  for  us.  We  crossed  the  Queen's  Feiry 
in  a  four^oared  yaw),  \yijthout  a  sail,  af^  were  tos^d  abo^t  rather: 
more  than  I  should  wish  tf>  ha^sard  ag£^in.  ^y  at  I^erth,  a  IfM^g^. 
Scotch  Town,  with  much  wood  about  it,  on  the  banks  of  the  T^y, 
a  very  noble  river:  nexit  pooroipg  ferried  over  it|  ^nd  camp.  J[iy 
dinner  time  to  Glamis,  being  (Irom  ]^nburgh}  Q7  mile^ ;  wl^iph 
makes  in  all  from  Hetton,  197  mil^^r .!  ^The  castle  staiMlsin  Strath*- 
more  (that  is  the  ^reat  valley),  which  winds  about  ^o^i  3tonebaveii 
qn  the  east  coast  of  JBancairdinshire,  obliquely  as  for  qs  Stirlingt 
near  100  miles  in  lengths  and  firopi  7  to  10  miles  in  breadth,  culjti^ 
vated  every  where  to  the  foot  of  the  hills  on  either  hap4  with  oats 
or  bere-barley,  except  where  the  soil  is  mere  peat  ear^h  (bl^k  a« 
a  coal),  or  barren  sand  covered  only  with  broom  and  he^th,  or  a 
short  grass  fit  for  sheep.  Here  and  there  appeaxi  JH^t  above 
ground,  the  huts  of  the  inhabitants,  which  they  call  towns,  built 
of  and  covered  with  turf;   and  among  them,  at  gre;^t  di^i^ces! 

i 

*  This  is  said  to  be  the  very  Castle  in  which  Duncaii  was  murdered  by  Macbeth. 
VOL.  II.  3  H 
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the  gentlemen's  houses,  with  indosures  and  a  fe^  tree^  round  tfaeni« 
Amidst  these  our  castle  distinguishes  itself,  the,  middle  part  of  it 
rising  proudly  out  of  what  seems  a  thick  wood  of  tall  trees,  with  a 
cluster  of  hanging  towers  at  the  top.  You  descend  to  it  gradually 
from  the  south,  through  a  double  and  triple  ayehue  of  Scotch  firs, 
60  or  70  feet  high,  under  three  gateways.  This  approach  is  a  full 
mik  long,  and  when  you  have  passed  the 'second  gate,  the  firs 
change  to  limes,  and  another  oblique  avenue  goes  off  on  either  hand 
tow£ffd  tibe  offices ;  these  as  well  as  all  the  enclosures  4liat  surround 
the  house,  are  botdered  with  three  or  four  rknks  of  sycamores, 
ashes,  and  white  poplars  of  the  noblest  height,  and  from  70  to  100 
yeaj»  old.  Other  alleys  there  are  that  go  c^at  right  angles  with 
the  long  one,  small  groves  and  walled  gardens  of  Earl  Patrick's 
plantings  full  of  broad  leaved  elms,  oaks,  birch,  black  cherry  trees, 
laburnums,  &c.  all  of  great  stature  and  size,  which  have  not  till 
this  wteek  begun  to  show  the  least  sense  of  morning  frosts.  The 
ttiird  gate  delivers  you  into  a  court  with  a  broad  pavement  and 
grass  plats,  adorned  with  statues  of  thfe  four  Stuart  kings,  bordered 
with  old  silvter  fits  and  yew  trees  alternately,  and  opening  with  an 
iron  palisade  on  either  side  to  two  square  old 'fashiohed  parterres, 
unrounded  by  stone  fruit  walls.  The^  tioiise  frdrh  the  height  of  it^ 
l3ie  greatness  of  its  mass,  the  many  toweris  a-top,  the  spread  of  its 
wings,  has  really  a  veiy  singular  and  strikinjg  appearance,  like  nothing 
I  ever  saw.  You  will  coniprehend  something  of  its  shape,  from 
the  plan  of  the  second  floor,  which  I  efaclose ;  tlie  wings  are 
about  fifty  feet  high,  the  body  (which'  is  the  old  castle  with  walls 
ten  feet  thick)  is  near  100  from  the  leads.  I  see  to  the  South 
of  me,  (just  iait  the  end  of  the  aVehie)  the  little  town  of  Glames, 
the  houses  built  of  stone  and  slated;  with  a  neat  kirk  and 
small  square  tower,  (a  rarity  in  this  region),  just  beyond  it  rises 
a  beautiful  round  hill,  and  another  ridge  of  a  larger  form  ad- 
jacent to  it,  both  covered  Avith  woods  of  tall  fir :  beyond  them 
peep  over  the  black  hills  of  Sid-lawp  over  which  winds  the  road 


451 

to  Dundee.  To  the  North,  within  about  seven  miles  of  me, 
begin  to  rise  the  Grampians,  hill  above  hill,  on  whose  tops  three- 
weeks  ago,  I  could  plainly  see  some  traces  of  the  snow,  fhait 
fell  in  May  last.  To  the  East  winds  away  the  Strath  sucli  ^ 
I  have  before  described  it,  among  the  hills  which  sink  lowet 
and  lowar,  as  they  am>roach  the  sea.  To  the  West,  the  sanie 
valley,  (not  plain,  but  broken,  unequal  ground)  runs  on  ferabbve 
twenty  miles  in  view.  There  I  see  the  crags  above  Dunkeld; 
there  Beni-ghe  and  Beni-more  rise  above  the  clouds,  and  there 
is  ih^  Ske^Wudlian  that  spires  into  a  cone  above  them  all,  and 
lies  at  kast  45  miles  (in  a  direct  line)  from  this  place.  L^-  S.' 
who  is  the  greatest  farmer  in  this  neighbourhood,  is  from  break 
of  day:  to  dark  night  among  his  husbandmen  and  labourers  V 
he  has  near  2000  acres  of  Isuids  in  his  own  hand,  and  is  at 
present  employed  in  building  a  low »  wall  of  four  miles  long; 
and  in  widening  the  bed  of  the  little  river  Deane,  which  runs 
to  S.  and-  S.  E.  of  the  house,  from  about  twenty  to  fifty  feet  wide, 
both  to  prevent  inundations,  and  to  drain  the  lake  of  Forfar. 
This  work  will  be  two  years  more  in  completing;  and  must 
be  three  miles  in  length.  All  the  Highlanders  that  can  be  got, 
are  emfiloyed'  in  it;  OMfany  of  them  know  no  English,  arid  I 
hear  them  singing  Erse-songs  all  day  long.  The  price  of  labour 
is  eight-pence  a  day ;  but  to  such  as  will  join  togethier  aYid  engage 
to  perform  a  certain  portion  in  a  limited  time,  two  shillings,  I 
must  say  that  all  our  labours  seem  to  prosper,  and  my  Lf  has 
casually  found  in  digging  such  quantities  of  shell-marle,  as  not 
only  to  fertilize  his  own  grounds,  but  are  disposed  of  at  a  good 
price  to  all  his  neighbours.  In  his  nurseries  are  thousands  bf 
oaks,  beech,  larches  horee-chesnuts,  spruce-fir,  &c.,  thick  ^  they 
can  stand,  and  whose  only  fault  is,  that  they  are  grown  tall 
and  vigorous  bdfore  he  has  determined  where  td  plant  them  out. 
The  most  advantageous  spot  we  have  for  beauty  lies  West  of 
the  house,  where  (when  the  stone  walls  of  the  meadows  are  taken 

3m2 
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away)  the  grounds. (naturally  unequal)  w^l  h^e  a  very  park-like 
appearance^  they  are  already  fiiU  of  trees^  :which  lieed  <HiIy  thinmng 
here  and  there  to  break  the  regularity  of  their  linesy  and  through 
them  winds  the  Bum  of  Gtanzes,  a  clear  and  rapid  troat-stream, 
which  joins  the  R.  Deane  hard  by.  Purwmg  the  course  of 
this  brook  upwards,  you  come  to  a  narrow  sequestered  valley^ 
sheltered  fr<Mn  all  winds,  through  whieh  it  runs  murmuring  amcmg 
great  stones ;  on  one  hcuid  the  'gronmd  gentily  rises  into  a  kilU 
on  the  other  are  the  rocky  banks  of  the  rivAlet  almost  perpen- 
dijcular,  yet  covered  with  sycamore  ash,  and  fir,  that  (though 
it  seems  to  have  no  place,  or  soil  to  grow  in,  yet)  has  risen 
to  a  good  height,  and  forms  a  thick  shade.  You  may  ccxitinue 
along  this  gill,  and  passing  hy  one  ^nd  of  the  village  and  it^ 
church  for  half-a-mile,  it  leads  ,to  ah  opening  between  the  two 
hills  covered  with  fir^-wooda,  that  I  mentioned  above,  through 
which  the  ^ream  makes  its  way,  and  ferdis  a  cascade  of  ten  or 
twelve  feet  over  brc^n  rocks.  A  very  little  art  is  neoessary  to 
make  all  this  a  beautiful  soene.  The  >1ri^ither  till  tJbe  last  week 
has  been  in  general  very  'fine  and  warm*:  we  haivre  had  no  fires 
till  now,  and  often  have  sat  wteh^liUie.  tr^idows  ep^i  an  hour 
after  sunset  Now  and  then  a  ^howerihas  come,  and  (shpiefcimes 
sudden  gusts  of  wind  descend  finom  the  mountains  that  (finish 
as  suddenly  as  they  arose :  but  to-day  it  blows  a  hurricane. 
Upon  the  whole  I  have  been  exceedingly  lucky  in  my  weather, 
and  particularly  in  my  highlsmd  expedition  <^  five  days. 

We  set  out  then  the  11th  of  September!  oaad  continuing  aloi^ 
the  Strath  to  the  West  passed  through  Jlf^gtU,  (where  is  the 
tomb  of  Queen  Wanders,  that  was  riven  to  dfthfi  by  staned-fwrses 
for  nae  gude  that  she  did.  So  the  women  theve  told  me,  I  am 
sure)  through  Cowper  oi  Angus,  over  the  rive*  Ha,  then  over 
a  wide  and  dismal  heath  fit  for  an  assembly  of  witches,  till  we 
came  to  a  string  of  four  small  lakes  in  a  valley,  whose  deep 
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bine  waters,  and  green  margin^  mth  a  gendeman's  house  or 
two  seated  on  them  in  little  groves,  contrasted  with  the  black 
des^  vn  which  they  weve  enclosed.  The  gpound  now  grew  Mn^ 
equal;  tibe  hills  more  rocky  seemed  to  close  in  upon  us,  iUl 
the  road  came  to  the  Jbrow  of  a  isteep  descest,  and  (the  sun 
then  setting)  between  two  woods  of  oak  we  saw  &r  below  us 
the  ri^er  Tay  oome  sweeping  along  at  the  bottom  of  a  fure* 
t^ipice,  at  least  150  feet  d6ep>  dear  as  glass,  full  to  the  brim, 
^md  very  rapid*  in  its  course.  It  seemed  to  issue  out  of  woods 
thick  and  tall,  that  rose  on  eith^  hand,  and  were  dvefrhuilg  by 
broken  tocky  cmgs,  of  vast  height;  above  then>  to  the  West' 
the  tops  of  higbef  hiountains  appeared,  on  which  the  -evening 
<^ouds  rqfK)6ed.  ^  IDown  by  the  side  of  llie  men,  under  the  thk&est 
shades  is  seated  the  town  of  Dunkekl;  in  the  midst  of  it  stands 
VL  round  'cathedrat,<  the  tewersF'^ai^  ^eil  of  the  budding  stfll 
«ntii«;  a  lifcde  4>eybad  it  a  latge  house  of  titie  Duke  of  Adioi 
with^  ^  offices  a»d  gardeiis '  esiteads  a  mile  beyond  tfae  town ; 
«nd  al^  his  groutids  were  ilitemtpted  by  the  streets  and  roads,  he 
hsa  flung  arches  of  oofmmuhicalion  acfdss  them,  that  add  to  the 
scenery  of  the  filacer  which  of  itself  is  built  of  good  white  stone, 
^d  hnndsomety  slated, '^  that  no  ^ne  w^uld  take  it  for  a  Scotch 
4own  till  they  came  kito  it;  here  we  passed  the  mght  If  1 
tdld  'yon  how,  you  would  bless  yourself  Next  day  we  set  forwanrd 
to  Taymoath  twenty*seven  miles  ferther  West;  the  road  winding 
through  beautiful  woods,  witfithe  Tay  almost  always  in  full  view 
to  the  right,  being  here  fipom  three  to  four  hundred  feet  over.  The 
'Strath-Tay,  from  a  mile  to  three  miles  or  more  wide,  covered 
with  com.  Mid  spotted  with  groups  of  people,  then  in  the  midit 
<rf  their  harvest ;  on  either  hand  a  vast  chain  of  rocky  mountains, 
that  43hanged  their  face,  and  opened  sometlnng  new  every  hundred 
yards,  .as  the  way  turned,  or  4he  olouds  passed.  In  short  al- 
together it  was  one  of  the  most  pleasing.  4^ys  I  hav^  passed 
these  many  years,  and  at  every  step  I  wished  for  you*,  ^t.tbe 
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dose  of  th^  day,  vre.  came  to  Balloch*,  so  the  place  was  called, 
but  now  for  decency  Taymauth ;  improperly  enough,  for  here 
it  is  tliat  the  river  issues  out  of  Loch-Tay,  (a  glorious  lake 
fifteen  miles  long,  and  one  and  a  half  broad)  surrounded  with 
prodigious  mountains. .  There  on  its  North  Eastern  brink  impending 
over  it,  is  the  vast  hill  of  Lawers ;  to  the  Blast  is  that  monstrous 
citation  of  God,  She-khallian  (i.  e.  the  Maiden's  Pap)  spiring  above 
the  clouds.  Directly  West,  (beyond  the  end  of  the  lake)  Beni^ 
more  (the  great  •  mountain)  rises  to  a  most  awful  height,  and 
looks  down  on  the  tomb  of  FingaL  Lord  Braidalbane's  polky 
(so  they  call  here. all  ^oh  ground  as  is  laid  out  for  pleamre) 
tajkies  in  about  2000  acres,,  of  which  his  house,  offices,  and  a 
deeir-pBrk  about  three  miles  round,  occupy  the  plain  or  bottom, 
which  is  little  above  a  mile  in  breadth;  through  it  winds  the 
Ti^,  wlhich  by  means  of  a  biidge,  I  found  her«  to  be  156 
feet '  ovier.  His  plantations  and  woods  rise  with  the  ground  on 
either  side  of  the  vale,  to  the  very  summit  of  the  enormous  crags 
that  overhang  it;  along  them.  o|i  the  mountain's  side  runs  a 
terrass  one  mile  and  a  hijdf  \pagp  that  overlooks  the  cQurse  of, 
the  riv^*  From  several  seats  and  teifiifkfces  perdied  on  particular 
rocky  eminences  you  command  the  lake  for  many  miles  in 
length,  which  .turns  like  some  huge  river,  and  loses  itself 
among  the .  mountains  that  surround  it  At  its  Eastern  ex* 
tremity  where  the -river  issues  out  of  it,  on  a  Peninsula,  my  Lord 
has  built:  a  neat  little  town,  and  church,  with  a  high  square 
tower^  and  just  before  it  lies  a  small  round  island  in  the 
lake, covered  with  trees,  amongst  which  are  the  ruins  of  some 
little  religious  house.  Trees  (by  the  way)  grow  here  to  great 
size  and  beauty.  I  saw  four  old  chesnuts  in  the  road,  as  you 
enter  the  park,  of  vast  bulk  and  height.     One  beech  tree,  I 


*  Mr.  Pennant  in  his '  tour  in  Sootland,  explains  this  Word  ^^  the  Mouth  of  the 
Loch.''— -JUiMoii. 
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measured  that  was  siicteen  feet  seven  inches  in  the  girth  and  (I 
guessed)  near  eighty  feet  in  height.  The  gardener  presented  us 
with  peaches,  nectarines,  and  plums  from  the  stone  walls  of  the 
kitchen  garden  (for  there  are  no;  brick  nor  hot  walls)  the  peaches 
were  good,  the  rest  y^ell  tasted,  but  scarce  ripe.  We  had  also 
golden-pippins  from  an  espalier  (not  ripe)  and  a  melon  very 
well  flavoured  and  fit  to  cut.  Of  the  house  I  have  little  to  say* 
it  is  a  vary  good  nobleman's  house,  handsomely  furnished,  andi 
well  kept,  very  comfortable  to  inhabit,  but  not  worth  going  far 
to  see.  Of  the  Earl's  taste  I  have  not  much  more  to  say,  it 
is  one  of  those  noble  .  situations  that  man  cannot  spoil ;  it  is 
however  certain,  that  he  has  built  an  inn  and  a  town  just  where 
his  principal  walks  should  have  been^  and  in  the  most  wonderful 
spot  of  grqund  that  perhaps  belongs  to  him.  In  this  inn  ^qwever 
we  lay,  and  next  day  returning  down  the  river  four  miles^  we 
passed  it  over  a  fine  bridge,  bqilt  at  the.e^pence  of  the.government^ 
and  continued  our  way  to  Lqije-Rait,  just  below  which^  in  a, 
most  charming  scene,  the  Tummell,  which  is  here  the  Isffgei^ 
river  of  the  two,  falls  into  the  Tay.  We  ferried  over  the  Tunun^lL 
in  order  to  get  into  Marshal  Wade's  road,  (which  leads  from 
Dunkeld  to  Inverness)  and  continued  our  way  along  it  toward 
the  North,  The  road  is  excellent,  but  dangerous  enough  in  con- 
science, the  river  often  running  directly  under  us  at  the  bottom 
of  a  precipice  200  feet  deep,  sometimes  masqued  indeed  by 
wood,  that  finds  means  to  grow  where  I  could  not  stand;  hut 
very  often  quite  naked  and  without  any  defence :  in  such  places 
we  walked  for  miles  together,  partly  for  fear,  and  partly  to. 
admire  the  beauty  of  the  country;  which  the  beauty  of  the 
weather  set  off  to  the  greatest  advantage.  As  evening  came  on, 
we  approached  the  Pass  of  Gillikrankie,  where  in  the  year  1745, 
the  Hessians  with  their  Prince  at  their  head  stopped  short  andi 
refused  to  march  a  foot  farther. 


f 
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'^  Ve^tibiifum  ante  qwom  primis^;  in  fkv^iui  Onv** 

stands  the  solitary  mansion  of  Mr.  Robinson  of  Faseley.  Close 
by  it  rises  a  hill  covered  with  oak,  with  grotesque  masses 
bf  rock  staring  from  ainong  their  trunks,  like  the  sullen  coun- 
tenatnces  of  FiAgal  and  all  his  family  frowning  on  the  little 
rfaortals  of  modem  days.  From^  between  this  hill  and  the  ad- 
jacent mountains,  pent  in  a  narrow  channel,  comearoaring  out 
the  river  Tummell,  and  fells  headlong  down,  enclosed  in  white 
ibam,'  which  rises  into  a  mist  all  round  it. — But  my  paper  is 
deficient,  and  1  must  say  nothing  of  the  Pass  itself,  the  black 
river  Ofeirry,  the  Blair  of  Athol,  Mount  Beni-gloe,  my  return 
(by  another  road)  to  Dunkeld,  the  Hermitage,  the  Stra-Brann, 
kad  the  rumbling  Brigg.  In  short  since  I  saw  the  Alps,  I  have 
seen  nothing  sublime  till  now.  In  about  a  week  I  shall  set 
forward  by  the  Stirling  road  on  my  return  all  alone.  Pray 
fot  me  tlQ  I  see  you,  for  I  dread  Edinburgh  and  the  itch ;  and 
expect  to  iind  very  little  in  my  way  worth  the  perils  I  am  to 
endure.  My  best  compliments  to  Mrs,  Wharton  and  the  young 
ladies,  (including  herself)  and  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Jonathan,  if 
they  are  with  yoti.    Adieu! 


i  am  ever  yours. 


T.  G. 


[Gkmes,  Sept.  17«6.} 


t 
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LETTER  CXXI 


M*-  GRAY  TO  M*-  BfiATTIE.* 

Glamet'CasUe,  Sept.  8,  1765. 

'  A  LITTLE  journey  I  have  been  making  to  ^Afbroath,  * 

has  been  the  cause  that  I  did  not  answer  your  very'  obliging 
letter  so  soon  as  I  ought  to  have  done.  A  mian  of  merit^  that 
honours  me  with  his  esteem,  and  has  J;he  frankness  to  tell  tjie 
so,  doubtless  can  need  no  excuses :  his  apology  b  made,  and 
we  are  already  acquainted,  however  distant  from  each 'other. 


*  • 


1  fear  I  cannot  (as  I  would  wish)  do  myself  the  pleasure  of 
watting  on  you  at  'Aberdeen,  being  under  ati  <bng|agement  to  go 
to-morrow  to  Taymouth,  an^,  if  the  wi^ather  will  allow  it,  to' 
the  Blair  of  Athol:  this  will  take  up  four  or  five  days,  and 
at  my  return  the  approach  of  winter  win  scarce  permit  me  to 
think  of  any  farther  expeditions  northwards.  My  stay  here  will, 
however,  be  a  fortnight  or  three  weeks  longer ;  add  if  in  that 
time  any  business  or  invitation  should  csdl  you  this  way.  Lord 
Strathmore  gives  me  commission  to  say,  he  shall  be'  extremely 
glad  to  see  you  at  Glames;  and  doubt  not  it  will  be  a  par- 
ticular satisfaction  to  me  to  receive  and  thank  yon  in  person 
for  the  favourable  sentiments  you  have  entertain^  of  me,  and 
the  civilities  with  which  you  have  honoured  me. 


*  Phifsssor  of  Moral  Pbiloaophy  wd  Lofpid  in  the  Mariifbd  Colk^,  Aber* 
deeii«— Jfdfoii. 


1 
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LETTER  CXXtl. 


M»-  GRAY    TO    M*-  BEATTIE. 

G lames- Castle,  Oct.  2,  1705. 

I  MUST  beg  you  would  present  my  most  grateful 
acknowledgments  to  your  society  for  the  public  mark  of  their 
esteem,  which  you  say  they  are  disposed  to  confer  on  me*. 
I  embrace,  with  so  deep  and  just  a  sense  of  their  gopdness,  the 
substance  of  that  honour  they  do  me,  that  I  hope  it  may 
plead  my  pardon  with  them  if  I  do  not  accept  the  form.  I 
have  been.  Sir,  for  several  years  a  member  of  the  University 
of  Cambridge,  and  formerly  (when  I  had  some  thoughts  of  tiie 
profession)  took  a  Bachelor  of  Laws'  degree  there ;  since  that 
time,  though  long  qualified  by  my  standing,  I  have  always 
neglected  to  finish  my  course,  and  claim  my  doctor's  degree: 
judge,  therefore,  whether  it  will  not  look  like  a  slight,  and  some 
sort  of  contempt,  if  I  receive  the  same  degree  from  a  Sister 
University.  I  certainly  would  avoid  giving  any  offence  to  a 
set  of  men,  among  whom  I    have  passed  so   many  easy,  and  . 

I  may  say,  happy  hours  of  my  life;  yet  shall  ever  retain  in  I 

my  meniory  the  obligations  you  have  laid  me  under,,  and  be 
proud  of  my  connection  with  the  University  of  Aberdeen. 

It  is  a  pleasure  to  me  to  find  that  you  are  not  ofieoded 
with  the  liberties  I  tooK'  when  you  were  at  Glames ;  you  took 

«      ■■"  f-i    ■■■ *  III  ■'■  ■    ■     ."  '  '■'    '■ "      '  '         '      ' " ' ' 

*  The  Mariscbal  CoUege  of  Aberdeen  had  desired  to  know  whether  it  would 
l>e  agreeable  to  Mr.  Gray  to  receive  from  them  tlie  degree  of  Doctor  of  I^tws. 
Mr.  Beattie  wrote  to  him  on  the  subject,  and  this  is  the  answer. — Masotu 


I 
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« 

me  too  literally,  if  you  thought  I  meant  in  the  least  to  dis- 
courage you  in  your  pursuit  of  poetry:  all  I  intended  to  say 
was,  that  if  either  vanity  (that  is,  a  general  and  undistin- 
guishing  desire  of  applause),  or  interest,  or  ambition  has  any 
place  in  the  breast  of  a  poet,  he  stands  a  great  chance  in  these 
our  days  of  being  severely  disappointed ;  and  yet,  after  all  these 
passions  are  suppressed,  there  may  remain  in  the  mind  of  one, 
''  ingenti  perculsus  amore,''  (and  such  I  take  you  to  be)  incite- 
ments of  a  better  sort,  strong  edough  to  make  him  write  verse 
all.  his  life,  both  for  his  own  pleasure  and  that  of  all  posterity • 

I  am  sorry  for  the  trouble  you  have  had  to  gvatify  my. 
curiosity  and  love  of  superstition  * ;  yet  I  heartily  thank  you. 
On  Monday,  Sir,  I  set  forward  on  my  way  to  Englajnd;  where 
if  I  can  be  of  any  little  use  to  you,  or  should  ever .  have ,  the 
good  fortune  to  see  you,  k  will  be  a  particular  ^atis&ction .  to 
me.  Lord  Strathmore  and  the  family  here,  desire  me  to  nlake 
their  com[jfiments  to  you.  i  • 

t  « 

P.  S.     Remember  Dryden,  and  be  blind  to  all  his  faults  f. 


» 


*  Mr.  Gray,  ivhen  in  Scotluid,  had  been  Tery  inquisitive  after  the  popular 
superstitions  of  the  country ;  his  oorrespondent  sent  him  two  books  on  this  sub* 
jQct,  foolish  ones  indeed,  as  might  be  expected,  but  the  best  that  could  be  bad ; 
a  History  of  Second*sight,  and  a  History  of  Witches. — M<u(m. 

« 

I 

t  Mr.  Beattie,  it  seems,  m  their  late  interriew,  had  expressed  himself  with 
less  admiration  of  Dryden  than  Mr.  Gray  thought  his  due.  He  told  hhn  in 
reply^  **  that  if  there  was  any  excellence  in  his  own  numbers,  he  had  learned  it 
wholly  from  that  great  poet.  And  pressed  him  with  great  earnestness  to  study 
him,  as  his  chofee  of  words  and  Tersification  were  singularly  happy  and  har- 
manious.^'—JIfcisoA. 


3  N  2 
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LETTER  CXXIII. 


BC^   GRAY   TO   M*-  NICHOLLS. 


I 


IT  is  long  sinee  that  I  heard  you  were  gone  in  haste 
into  Yorkshire  on  atcoount  of  your  mother*£»  illness,  and  the* 
same  letter  informed  me  that  she  was  recovered,  otherwise  .1 
had  then  wrote  to  you  only  to  beg  you  would  take  care  of 
her^  add  to  inform  you  that  I  had  dkcovered  a  thing  very  littie' 
knowff,  which  i^  that  tn  one*s  whole  life  one  can  never,  have 
any  m^re  than  a  Mogle  mother.  You  may  think  this  is  obvious, 
and  (what  you  «aii)  a  trite  observat^n.  You  are  a  gi^een  gos* 
Hng  f '  I  was  at  the  same  age  (very  near)  as  wise  as  you,  and 
yet  I  never  discovered  this  (with  full  evidence  and  convictron 
I  mean)  till  it  was  too  late.  It  is  thirteen  years  ago,  and  seems 
but  as  yesterday,  and  every  day  I  live  it  sinks  deeper  into- my 
heart  *.  Many  a  corollary  could  I  draw  from  thi&  aadom  (m 
•  your  use  (not  for  my  own),  but  1  will  leave  you  the  merit  of 
dcang  it  for  yourself.  Pray  tell  me  bow  your  health  is:  I 
cpladude  it  perfect,  as  I  hear  you  offered  yourself  as  a  guide  to 
Mr.  Palgrave  into  the  Sierra-^Morena  of  Yorkshire.  For  me, 
I,  glassed  the  end  of  May  aqd  all  June  in  Kent,  not  disagree- 
ajb(ly^.     In  the   west  part  of  it,  from  ev^y  einitieiice,  the  eye 


«  H^  selAoai  liievfioiied  Us  mofher  ^tboat  a  sigh.    After  h»  dratli  her  gowM 
and  wearing  apparel  were  found  in  a  trunk  in  his  apartmeAto  jflsi  as  she  bad* 
left  them ;  it  seemed  as  if  he  could  never  take  the  resolution  to  open  it,  in  order 
to  distribute  them  to  his  female  relations,  to  whom,  by  his  will,  he  bequeathed 
them.^^il!fa9oii. 
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catches  some  long  reach  of  the  Thames  or  Medway^  with  all 
their  shipping:  in  the  e^  the  sea  breidcs  in  upon  yon,  and 
mixes  its  tvhite  transient  sails  and  glittering  blue  expanse  with 
the  deeper  and  brighter  greens  of  the  woods  and  com.  *  This 
sentence  is  so  fine  I  am  quite  ashamed ;  but  no  matter !  You 
must  translate  it  into  prose.  Palgrave,  if  he  heard  it,  would 
cover  his  face  with  his  pudding  sleeve*  I  do  not  tell  you  of 
the  great  and  small  beasts,  and  creeping  things  innumerable, 
that  I  met  with,  because  you  do  not  suspect  that  this  world 
is  inlvabited  by  any  thing  but  men,  and  women,  and  clergy, 
and  such  two-legged  cattle.  Now  I  am  here  again  very  dis-^ 
ccmsolate,  and  all  alone,  for  Mr.  Brown  is  gone,  and  the  cares 
<^  this  world  are  coming  thick  upon  me:  you,  I  hope,  are 
better  off,  riding  and  walking  in  the  woods  of  Studley,  &c.  &c. 
I  most  not  wish  for  you  here ;  besides  I  am  going  to  town  at 
Michaelmas,  by  no  means  for  amusement 


>   I     n 


*  *    l*"l- 


■  ■  I   I    I       » 
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LETTER  CXXIV. 


M».  GRAY   TO   M»-   WALPOL5. 


Cambridge,  Dec.  Id,  176& 

•  4 

■'  ■  I  AM  Tery  mad)  (4>liged  to  you  iox  the  detail  you 
enter  into  on  the  subject  of  yovr  own  health,  intlmyou  •eaxMUt 
be  too  drcumstantial  for  me,  who  bad  received  •  nio  aoeoMit  of ' 
you,  but  at  second  hdnd>:  sw^  as,  that  you  were  dffl^<»>oi|«)y 
ill,  and  thetefore  unent  to  Fvam;e ;  that  yoU  m^b^-  to  irf   a 
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better   climate,    and    therefore   staid    at    Paris;    that   you    had 
relapsed,   and  were   confined    to    your    bed,    and  extremely   in 
VQgue,  and    supped    in    the    best   company,    and    were    at    all 
public .  diversions.     I  rejoiced  to  find  (improbable  as  it  seemed) 
that  all  the  wonderful  part  of   this  is    strictly    true,    and  that 
the  prions  part  has  been  a  little  exaggerated.     This  letter   I 
conclude,  not  so  much  from  your  own  account  of  yourself,   as 
from  the  spirits  in  which  I  see  you  write :   and  long  may  they 
continue  to  support  you !    I  mean  in  a  reasonable    decree   of 
elevation ;  but  if  (take  notice)  they  are  so  volatile,  so  Sif^ant, 
as  to  suggest  any  of  those   doctrines  of    health,    which    you 
preach  with  all  the  zeal  of  a  French  atheist ;  at  least,  if  they 
really  do  influence  your  practice;  I  utterly  renounce  them  and 
all  their  works.     They  are  evil  spirits,   and  will  lead  you    to 
destruction. — You  have  long  built  your  hopes  on  temperance, 
you  ^  say,   and   hardiness.      On  the  first  point   we  are  agreed. 
The  second  has  totally  disappointed  you,  and  therefore  you  will 
persist  in  it,  by  all  means.      But  then  be   sure  to  persist  too 
in  being   young,    in  stopping  the-  course  of  time,  and  making 
the  shadow  return  back  upon  your  sun  dial.      If  you  find  this 
not  so  easy,  acquiesce  with  a  good  grace  in  my   anilities,  put 
on  your  under  stockings  of  yam,   or  woollen,  even  in  the  night 
time.     Don't  provoke  me  I  or  I  shall  order  you  two  night  caps 
(which  by  the  way  would  do  your  eyes  good),  and  put  a  little 
of  any  French  liqueur  into  your  water,  they  are  nothing  but 
brandy  and  sugar, .  and   among  their  various  flavours,  some  of 
them  may  surely  be  palatable  enough.    The  pain  in  your  feet 
I  pan,  bear ;    but  I  shudder  at  the  sickness    in  your  stomach, 
aQ^  the  weakness  that  still  continues.     I  conjure  you,  is  you 
love  yourself;  I  conjure  you  by  Strawberry,  not  to  trifle  with 
these  edge-tools.     There  is  no  cure  for  the  gout,  when  in  the 
stomach,  but  to  throw  it  into  the  limbs.     There  is  no  relief  for 
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the  gout  in   the  limbs,   but  in  gentle  warmth  and  gradual  per- 
spiration. 

I  vVas  much  entertained  with  your  account  of  our  neighbours. 
As  an  Englishman  and  an  Antigallican,  I  rejoice  at  their  dul- 
ness  and  their  nastiness,  though  I  fear  we  shall  come  to  imitate 
them  in  both.  Their  atheism  is  a  little  too  much,  too  shock- 
ing to  rejoice  at.  I  have  been  long  sick  at  it  in  their  authors, 
and  hated  them  for  it;  but  1  pity  their  poor  innocent  people 
of  fashion.  They  were  bad  enough  wh«i  they  believed  every 
thing ! 

I  have  searched  where  you  directed  me,  which  I  could 
not  do  sooner,  as  L  was  at  £x>ndon  when  I  received  your 
letter,  and  could  not  easily  find  her  Grace's  *  works.  Here 
they  abound  in  every  library.  The  print  yoir  ask  after 
is  the  frontispiece  to  Nature's  pictures  drawn'  by  Fancy s 
pencil.  But  lest  there  should  be  any  mistake,  I  must  tell  you 
the  family  are  not  at  dinner,  but  sitting  round  a  rousing  fire 
and  telling  stories.  The  rcx>m  is  just  such  a  one  as  we  lived 
in  at  Uheims :  I  mean  as  to  the  glazing  and  ceiling.  The 
chimney  is  supported  by  cariatides :  over  the  mantle-piece  the 
arms  of  the  family.  The  duke  and  duchess  are  crowned  with 
laurel.  A  servant  stands  behind  him,  holding  a  hat  and  feather. 
Another  is  shutting  a  window.  Diepenbecke  delin,  and  (I, think) 
S.  Clouwe  sculps.  It  is  a  very  pretty  and  curious  print,  and 
I  thank  you  for  the  sight  of  it.  If  it  ever  was  a  picture, 
what  a  picture  to  have !  I  must  tell  you,  that  upon  cleaning 
an  old  picture  here  at  St.  John's  Lodge,  which  I  always  took 
for  a  Holbein,  on  a  ring  which  the  figure  wears,  they  have 
found  H.  H.      It  has  been  always  called  B.   V.   Fisher ; ,  but 
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ia  plainly  a  layman,  and  probably  Sir  Anthony    Denny,    who 
was  a  benefactor  to  the  college. 

What  ig  come  of  your  Sevigne  curiosity  ?   I  should  be  glad 
of  a  line  now  and  then,  when  you  have  leisure.     I  wish  you  well. 

And  am  ever  yours, 

T.  GRAY. 


LETTER  CXXV. 


M*-   GRAY   TO   BP-   BENTHAM. 


Abata  the  year  1765. 


To  THE  Rsv.  Mr.  BsMTiuif. 


MR.  GRAY  returns   the   papers  ancl  prints  to  Mr. 
Bentham,  with  many  thanks  for  the  sight  of  theoi. 

ft 

Concludes  he  has  laid  aside  his  intention  of  publishing  the 
first  tour  sections  of  his  Introduction,  that  contain  the  settle- 
ment and  progress  of  Christianity  among  the  Saxons;  as  (How- 
ever curious  and  instructive  of  themselves)  th^y  certainly  have 
too  slight  a  connection  with  the  subject  in  hand  to  make  a 
part  of  the  present  work. 

* 

Has  received  much  entertainment  and  information  from  his 
remarks  on  the  state  of  Architecture  among   the  Saxons,    aind 
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thinks  he  has .  proved  his  point  agaiDst  the  authority  of  Stow 
and  Somner.  The  w(»d9  of  Eddius,  Richard  of  Hexham,  &c. 
must  be  every  where  cited  in  the  original  tongue,  as  the  most 
accurate  translation  is  in  these  cases  not  to  be  trusted;  this 
Mr.  B.  has  indeed  commonly  done  in  the  MSS.  but  not  ev^ky 
where. 


P.  31.  He  says,  the  instances  Sir  C.  Wren  brings,  were, 
seme  qf  them  at  leasts  undoubtedly  erected  after  the  Gxiquest. 
Sure  tliey  were  all  so  without  exception. 

There  is  much  probability .  in  what  he  asserts  with  respect 
to  the  New  Norman  Mode  of  building ;  though  this  is .  not,  nor 
perhaps  can  be,  made  out  with  so  much  precision  as  the  former 
point. 

p.  55.  Here,  where  the  Author  is  giving  a  compendious 
view  of  the  pecuUaiities  that  distinguish  the  Saxon  style,  it 
might  be  mentionil,  that  they  had  no  tabernacles  (or '  niches 
and  canopies),  nor  any  statues,  to  adom  their  buildings  on  the 
outside,  which  are  the  principal  grace  of  what  is  called  the 
Gothidc;  the  only  ^isiceptton  that  lean  recollect,  is  a  little 
figure  of  Bishop  .  Herebert  Losing  over  the  north  transept  door 
at  Norwich,  which  appears  to  be  of  that  time :  but  this  is 
radier  a  mezaso-relievo  than  a  i^atue,  and  it  is  well  known  that 
they  used  reliefi  somettmcis  with  profilsion,  as  in  the  Saxon 
gateway  of  the  Abbey  at  Bury^  the  gate  of  the  Temple  church 
at  London,  and  the  two  gates  at  Ely,  Sec 

The  want  ^  pinnacles  and  of  tracery  in  the  vaults,  are  after* 
wards  mentionedt .  but  may  as  well  be  placed  here  too  (in 
short)  among  the  other  chafacteristics. 

vou  II.  3  o 


is    ■• 
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BicutohepK  of  arms  are  hardly  (if  ^vcv)  sten  in  these 
Mi^h,  we  lh«  moat  fi*equeQt  of  all  decorations  in  after 


Mr,^. 


Baside  the  okevpea^wefk   (or    nigwsay 
\diich  ift  here  iii6ntk»ed.  there  k  also. 


f%- 


The  Btlleted-moulding,  as  if  a  cylinder  should  be  cut  into 
sfsifiJtl  [i^soi*  of  e^al  length,  aiMl  these  st«i^  on  alternately 
Tj9/mA  tJAd  ibie  «f  the  anelies,  as  to  tli^  ckmp  at  Pi&feefborough« 
and  at  St.  Cross,,  &c.  . 


^•^ 


1^  Natirhead,  Msembling-  the  he^ds  €>f  great  nails  driren^  in 
at  regular  distanocsfiu  a»  in  the  nave  of  eld  St.  P^ul's^  and  the 
gieat  toimr  oir  Heiefiyd,   Sie. 

The  Nebule,  a  projection  terminated  by  an  undulating  line  a» 
wndar  ^q  upper  langft  of  iwindews,  oa  Ae  outsicte '  of  Peter- 
boroMg^ 


f 


Th«»  tyik  iadnrn  iAmt'  iraat  mamve  cgtumm  llt»«  was  the 
^itv/iffMse  minilui^  rMmi  ^  atiii^  and  the  nie^^  oir  hzenge-- 
mtiki  ov«rspio9dijBig^  thnn,  bttli  uf  w\at^  appear  at  Dtrrham; 
%odi  thtr  fistt  it!  tJie  uBdfWEofji^  aft  Ca8tec6«cy. 


lEbem  few>  thingis  are*  meaOieiigrlj  owk^^  becauM  Bfr.  BeRthttm% 
wodK  is  ae  HKurlgF'  oMi^lBte  in.  thfe  part»  tlM*  ett»  ^w^dM*  wt8& 
]|  wwce  qqite*  so.  Kis  owa  obsfivi^<Mi  vuiy  d^^th^\Bv/gff^ 
to  him  many  more  poeuliaiiities^  isfcsBJi,  kbiMVep  n^nrtlc^  i&  Bp^ 
pearance,  are  not  contemptible,  because  they  directly  belong  to 
his  smli^ecta  and"  cMitribut|o  te*  aseertaiii  t^  ag^  (^an^  edifiee^  at 
first  sight;.  The  gK{at  defkkmcy  is^  tfera  H^irp  Wbl^s  tmit6 
to  the  Reformation,  wheni  Ae  adi  wm  Indeed  a^  i\»  feet^ht 


4^ 

P.  36.  At  York,  under  the  choir,  remaios  mudi  of  the  old 
work,  built  by  Archbishop  Roger,  of  Bishop's-bridge,  in  Henry 
lid's  reign;  the  arches  are  but  just  pointed,  and  rise  on  short 
round  pillars,  whose  cItfAtists  Ave  ftdoi^dd  with  animals  and  foliage. 

P.  37.  Possfibly  the  pointed  arch  m^ht  take  its  rise  firom 
those  arcades  we  see  in  the  early  Norman  (or  Saxon)  buildings 
on  walls,  where  the  wide  semicircular  arches  cross  and  inter- 
sect each  other,  and  form  thereby  at  their  intersection  exactly 
a  narrow  and  sharp-pointed  arch.  In  the  WiA\  iSduth  df  the 
choir  at  St.  Cross,  is  a  facing  of  such  wide,  roqiid,  -  interlaced 
arches  by  way  oi'  ornament  to  a  tf at  vacant  space ;  only  so 
much  of  it  as  lies  between  the  legs  of  the  tyro  uei^^hbouisog 
arches,  where  they  cross  ^ch  other,  is  fiieraed  throiu^  the  fabric^ 
and"  iorms  a  little  range  of  toufg.. pointed  windows.  •  1 1  is  pf  King 

Stephen's  time. 

» 

P.  43.  As  Mr.  K  txto  thbUght  ii  pfoper  to  Inake  a  codn 
pliment  to  the  present  set  o/  goifemars  in  their  respective  c&urcheg^ 
it  were  to  be  wistied  he  woutd  insert  a  litde  reflectipn  ^n  the 
ragfe  of  repairing,  beautifyhig,  whitewashilrig,  paintings  s^id  gild- 
ing, and  above  aU*  the  mixture  of  Greek  (pr  Roman)  ame^ 
ments  in  Gfofhic  edTifices,  This  well-meant  fury  ha»  been  and 
will  be  little  lessf  fatal  to  our  ancient  magmficent  edifices,  than 
the  jR^efbrmatibii  and  the  civil  w»rs. 

Mr.  G.  woutd  i^isii  to  Ibe  told  (at  My.  Bentbam's  leisure) 
whether  over  the  great  pointed  arches,  on  which  the  western 
tower  at  Cfy  rises,  any  thing  like  a  semicireular  curve  appears 
in  the  stone  work  ?  and  whether  the  screen  (or  rood-4oft)  wit£i 
some  part  of  the  south-cross,  may  not  possibly  be  a  part  of 
the  more  ancient  church  buift  by  Abbot  Simeon  and  Fit2^ 
Gilbert. 

3  oS 
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LETTER  CXXVL 


M«-  GRAY   TO   D»-   WHARTON. 


March  5,  J  766.    Pemh.  Q. 


Dear  Doctor, 


I  AM  airiazed  at  myself  when  I  think  I  have  never 
TTTOte  to  you ;  to  be  sure  it  is  the  sin  of  witchcraft,  or  some- 
thing worse*  Something  indeed  might  be  said  for  it,  had  I 
been  married  like  Mason,  who  (for  the  first  time  since  that 
great  event)  has  just  thought  fit  to  tell  me,  that  he  never 
passed  so  happy  a  winter  as  the  last;  and  this  in  spite  of  his 
anxieties,  which  perhaps  (he  says)  might  even  make  a  part  of 
his  happiness':  fbr  his  wife  is  by  no  means  in  health;  she  has; 
a  constant  cough,  yet  he  is  assured  her  lungs  are  not  affected, 
and  that  it  is  nothing  of  the  consumptive  kind.  What  say  you 
to  (his  case?  May  I  flatter  him  that '  breeding  will  be  a 
cure  for  this  disorder  ?  If  so,  I  hear  she  is  in  a  fair  way  to 
be  well.  As  to  me,  I  have  been  neither  happy  nor  miserable, 
but  in  a  gentle  stupefaction  of  mind,  and  very  tolerable  health 
of  body,  hitherto:  if  they  last,  I  shall  not  much  complain. 
The  accounts  one  has  lately  had  from  all  parts  make  me  sup- 
pose you  buried  under  the  snow,  like  the  old  Queen  of  Den- 
mark. As  soon  as  you  are  dug  out,  I  should  rejoice  to  hear 
your  voice  fi*om  the  battlements  of  Old  Park.  The  greatest 
cold  we  have  felt  here  was  Jan.  2  :  Thermom.  (in  the  garden) 
at  four  in  the  afternoon,  standing  at  501  Deg.  and  next  day 
fell  a  little  snow,  which  did  not  lie :   it  was  the  first  we  had 
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jwid  during  the  winter.  Again,  Feb.  5,  toward  nightf  Therm, 
was  down  at  30  Deg.  with  a  clear  sky.  The  Snowdrops  then 
beginning  to  blow  in  the  garden.  Next  day  was  a  little  snow, 
but  on  the  11th  and  12  th  fell  a  deep  snow,  (the  weather  not 
very  cold),  which  however  Was  melted  on  the  1 5th,  and  made 
a  flood  in  the  river.  Next  day  the  Thrush  was  singing,  and 
the  Rooks  building.  At  and  about  London,  instead  of  snow, 
they  Iwtd  heavy  rains.  On  the  19th  the  red  Hepatica  blew, 
and  next  day  tlie  Primrose.  The  Crocus  is  now  in  full  bloom. 
So  ends  my  chronicle. 

» 
« 

My  Oracle*  of  State  (who  now  and  then  utters  a  little,  as 
fiir  at  he  may  with  discretion)  is  a  very  slave  and  pack  horse, 
that  never  breathes  any  air  better  than  that  of  London ;  except 
like  an  apprentice  on  Sundays  with  his  Master  and  Co.:  how- 
ever he  is  in  healtfi,  and  a  very  good  boy.  It  is  strange  the 
turn  that  things  have  taken : — that  the  late  Ministry  should 
negociate  a  reconciliation  with  Lord  Bute,  and  that  Lord  Tem- 
ple ^KHjld  join  them:  that  they  should,  after  making  their 
(bad)  apologies,  be  received  with  a  gracious  kiDd  of  contempt, 
and  told  that  bis  Lcnrdship  could  enter  into  no  political  Hoti- 
nections  with  them;  that  on  the  first  division  on  the  American 
business  that  happened  in  the  House  of  Lords,  iSiey  should 
however  all  jo^n  to  carry  a  point  against  the  Ministry,  by  a 
majority  ind^d  of  four  only;  but  the  Duke  of  York  present, 
and  making  one:  that  when  the  Ministers  expostulated  in  a 
proper  place,  they  should  be  seriously  assured  the  King  would 
support  them:  that  on  a  division,  on  an  ins^niiieant  point  to 
try  their  strength,  in  the  House  of  Commons,  they  should^ag^in 
lose  it  by  12  majority :  that  they  should  persist  nevertheless  that 


*  I  bdieve  Gray  aDades  to  Mr.  Stonehewer,  the  friend  and  Secretary  of  the 
Duke  of  Grafton.— JE7d.  ' 
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Mr.  Pitt  abould  «ki6M  tgngmm  e  M^dkindn  apeak  £br  tbrae  hou» 
ajoid  a  t^^i^  wA  aasqrt  tbe  righU  of  tbe  Cdonica  in  their  grey- 
est latitude :  that  the  MioMter  should  piofesB  hiawek  ready  to 
act  witbji   apd  e^ven  serve  under  hjsm:   that  he  ^lidd  receive 
such,  a  compiimept  with  c^oidnessit  wd  a  sort  cif  deriskHi :    that 
Nortoa  should  BW>vei  to  send  hinn  to  the  Tonwi  that  whea  tfie 
g[reat  qufisUooD  oaixafi.  qq^  the  MiaisAry  abould  aliways;  carry  their 
point  at  oo«».  t:^Q%  thK»  ia  the  moroiigt    by  majorities^  c^f  UO' 
aod  liTO.,   (Mj(.   Pitt   entifaky  coacurriog  with    themiM  9od  the 
Tories,   people  of  the  Court,  and    many  PlaoanaQy   eves  Lord^ 
G.  Sackville,  constantly  voting  against  them) :    all  these  events 
are  uMocountaMQ  c^a  any  prisicif  lea  of  eMmnoa  aeasct    I  «|iri- 
biite;  indcjk  of  the  siugulaB  fiart  to  diia  HitapositioBi  af?  uigmmtt 
a»  rash  as.  thftjr  are  fe^li^.     Oi^  Moaday    {i  do^  not   doiihlb» 
though  as.yet^  I  do  not  oeiitaairiy  know  i%),  the  Bi\\  to   repeal! 
tha  &ain^A«t  went  throagh  that.  Uouae*.  aod  tardafr^  ii  is^  Mese^ 
thft  l^rd^  wlip*  saiely  ^11  mt  ventuiie  to  titrow  iti  otiL     CMk 
thslt  thay  weald  i^^hut.  aften   thi^  iHiportaali   baMess    ia  wdl 
ojveiVi  tharci.  ouist^  b«:  an  ecdtsiireispemeo/B..    Sataa  ameada  m«t;  be 
ii)ade%   aadi  same:   gftrntm^  eofKbe^caiiaiaca^  iawistttd!  fnhi  ar  abe 
y/kf^  would   go  oo»  tiiat.  really-  meansi  tar  serva    his  coantiyK 
The  XH-  of  Bedford,  and  Lo«d  TempAe  wtae  gpaa  dai^a  tar  tihwir 
viBas*.  and  ^  betieve  are  aot.  Kk^f  tos  catMt  hadt.    Lord  Cliar 
tarfielid,  who^  had  jomt  beea  far  mai^  years  a&  thft  Hbaso.  oaoae 
the.  €^r  day  ^'^  qiwli^  htmsalff    iar  order*  to   k»re  a  Pmxjr 
that  slwi4d   vot»  wkh   tU?  Miaistsy;.     Somefaady    P  tha ight)? 
med^  nor  bad  a^flicatioBf  of  thase  Unearin  Yiqgiii.  h^  6^.  ^  469:/^ 


i»—^^— i— — — — — —  — — ^— ^— —  ,    ,  mi 


"^  At  Danadm  prooeres,  AgamemnoDieq.  phalaogef, 

v^  ▼IQOM)    ▼HFUIO}   fttigC0UM|tl^  STlDV  pCf  QIDIIRS^ 

lil^ti,  tre|iidai9  metu^,  pan.  verteoi  teggu^ 
Cea  qaondam  petiere  ratis:   pare  toUere  Toerai^ 
Ezigiiatti:  iiioeptiis  damor  fimstaratur  hluitis. 
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to  Mr.  Pitt's  first  a{^)earaiice  (for  no  one  expected  htm)  ito  the 
House.  Tarn  to  the  place.  Every  thing  is  politics.  There 
are  no  literary  productions  worth  your  notice,  W  least  of  ouif 
country.  The  French  have  finished  their  great  Eneyci  >p^ift 
in  17  volumes,  hut  there  are  many  flimsy  articles  very  hastily 
treated,  and  great  incorrectness  of  the  press.  There  are  now  15 
volumes  of  fiufibn's  Natural  History,  and  he  has  not  come  to 
the  Monkies  yet,  who  are  a  very  numerous  people.  The* 
life  of  Petrarch  has  entertained  me ;  it  is  not  wefl  written, 
but  very  curious,  and  laid  together  fi*6m  his  own  letters  and 
the  original  writings  of  the  14th  century.  So  that  it  takea  in 
much  of  the  history  of  those  obscure  times,  and  the  characters 
of  many  remarkable  pereons.  There  are  2  vols.  4tO-  and  an- 
other (unpuMisbed  yet)  that  will  complete  it. 

Mr.  Walpde  writes  me  now  and  then  a  long  and  lively 
letter  from  Paris,  to  which  place  he  -vent  the  last  Simmt€fr> 
with  the  gout  upon  him;  sometimes  in  his  liilabs;  often  in  his 
stomach  and  bead.  He  has  got  somehow  well  (not  by  means 
of  the  climate,  one  would^  think),  goes  to  all  public  places,  aees 
all  the  best  company,  and  is  very  much  in  fashion.  He  says 
he  sunk,  like  Queen   Eleanor,  at  Charing  Cross>   and  has -risen 


^"^ 


■    ■* ■*  ■    ■ '  ^M^s.^^.^^^.  m^    .^^    ^M,  ^^^  >.p.^.j.y.^>,-.i>^ 


^  Memoirecr  poor  ht  Vie  cfo  Prair^iv  Pfetrarque,  tir^  de  ses ,  C&uvres,  k  des 
Adrtcws  OoHtemptniiit^  phv  LTAftbd  d»  S^le.  3-  'Am.  4t&.  M94  the  &la^ 
Ml  tlie  Lib  and  Oumetot  •f  Pttmch,  bjr  F.  iTytbr,  Ldtd  MTiMrfhoM^  fe  H- 
rected  agaynst  ibe  HypothesiB  of  Ibe  Abbv  de  Sada^  tkat  iht  La«Mr  d^PeMMh 
mras  Laura  de  Nove»f  Mfho  married  Hugh  de  Stcuie  In  a  Note  to  Uia  ikk 
Voliime  of  his  Romao  History  (p.  567)  Oibboo  sketches  the  character  of  this 
Work—**  The  Memoires  sur  la  Vie  de  Petrarque  (he  says)  form  a  copious,  ori- 
ginal, and  entertaining  Work,  a  labour  of  love,  composed  from  the  accurate  study 
of  Petrarch  and  his  contemporaries.  But  the  Hero  is  too  often  lost  in  the  ge- 
neral history  of  the  age,  and  the  Author  too  ohen  langvisbes  in  the  aflfectatioa 
of  polHeness  and  gallantry.** — Ed. 
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again  &t  Paris.  He  returns  again  in  April;  but  his  health  is 
certainly  in  a  deplorable  state.  Mad.  de  la  Perriere  is  come 
over  from  the  Hague  to  be  Ministress  at  London:  her  father- 
in-law  Viry  is  now  first  Minister  at  Turin.  I  sat  a  morning 
with  her  before  I  left  London :  she  is  a  prodigious  fine  lady, . 
and  a  Catholick  (though  she  did  not  expressly  own  it  to  me), 
not  fatter  than  she  was.  She  had  a  cage  of  foreign  birds,  and 
a  piping  bullfinch  at  her  elbow,  two  little  dogs  on  a  cushion 
in  her  lap,  a  cockatoo  on  her  shoulder,  and  a  strong  suspicion 
of  rouge  on  her  cheeks:   they  were  all  exceeding  glad  to  see 

me«  and  I  them. 

« 

Pray  tell  me  the  history  of  your  Winter,  and  present  my 
respects  to  Mrs.  Wharton.  I  hope  Miss  Wharton  and  Miss 
Peggy,  with  the  assistance  of  sister  Betty,  make  a  great  pro- 
gress in  Natural  History.  Recommend  me .  to  all  their  good 
graces,  and  believe  me  ever 

^  Truly  yours. 

If  you  chance  to  see  or  send  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Leighton,  I 
will  trouble  you  to  make  my  compliments,  I  have  never  received 
the  box  of  shells,  though  possibly  it  may  wait  for  me  at  Mn 
Jcmathan's  in  town ;  where  I  shall  be  in  April.  Mr.  Brown  is 
well,  and  desires  to  be  remembered  to  you  and  Mrs.  Wharton, 
I  have  just  heard  there  are  like  to  be  warm  debates  in  the  House 
of  Lovds^  but  that  the  Ministry  will  undoubtedly  carry  it  in 
spite  <if  them  all  They  say  Lord  Camden  \^ill  soon  be  chan* 
cellor. 
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LETTER  CXXVII. 

M»  GAAY"  TO  n^  WHAKTOW. 

Dkah  Docrofl, 

WHATEVER  my  pen  may  do^  I  am  suie  my  though 
expatiate  no  where  oftener^  or  with  more  pleasure^  than  toi  OU 
Park.  I  hope  you  btve  made'  my  peace  with  Miss  Oebondbu 
It  is  certain,  whether  hei  name  were  in  my  letter  or  Qot,  she 
was  as  present  to  my  memory  as  the  rest  of  the  little  ^mdly; 
and  I  deske  yoa  would  pfesent  her  with  two  kisses  in  my  namei 
and  one  a  piece  to  all  the  oth^;  for  J  shall  take  Uie  liberty  to 
kiss  them  ail  (great  ajid  small)  as  you  are  to  be  my  proxy^ 

In  spite  of  the  rain,  which  I  think  continued  with  very  short 
intervals  till  the  beginning  of  this  months  and  quitB  ef&Cjed  the 
summer  from  the  year^  I  made  a  shift  to  pass  May  and  June^ 
Qot  disagreeably^  in  Kent.  I  was  syrprised  at  the  beauty  of  the 
road  to  Canterbury,  which  (I  know  not  why)  had  not  struck  me 
in  the  same  manner  before.  The  whole  country  is  a  rich  and 
well  eultivated  garden;  orchards^  cherry  grounds,  hop  grouvds^ 
intermixed  with  corn  and  frequent  villagies^  gavde  risingt  opv^Md 
with  wood,  and  every  where  thp  Thames  and  Medway  breaking 
in  upon  the  landscape,  with  all  their  nav^gadon.    It  was  indeed 

**  ShmiB  rcftdigrg  will  Qiliric  tto  par>gniph  rery  triffiny ;  yet^nnniy,!  hope^  will  take 
it  as  I  gire  it,  for  w  plewing  CBC£|mple  of  the  anuableiiesO'  of  his  domestic  dMraotar.--" 
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owing  to  the  bad  weather  that  the  whole  scene  was  dressed  in  that 
tender  emerald  green,  which  one  usually  sees  only  for  a  fortnight 
in  the  opening  of  spring;  and  this  continued  till  I  left  the 
country.  My  residence  was  eight  miles  east  of  Canterbury,  in 
a  little  quiet  valley  on  the  skirts  of  Barham  Down^;  in  these 
parts  the  whole  soil  is  chalk,  and  whenever  it  holds  up,  in  half 
an  hour  it  is  dry  enough  to  walk  out.  I  took  the  opportunity 
of  three  or  four  days  fine  weather  to  go  into  the  Isle  of 
Thanet,  saw  Margate  (which  is  Bartholomew  Fair  by  the  sea  side), 
Ramsgate,  and  other  places  there ;  and  se  come  by  Sandwich,  Deal, 
Dover,  Folkestone,  and  Hythe,  back  again.  The  coast  is  not 
like  Hartlepool,  there  are  no  rocks,  but  only  chalky  cliffs,  of  no 
great  height,  till  you  come  to  Dover.  There  indeed  they  are 
noble  and  picturesque,  and  the  opposite  coasts  of  France  begin 
to  bound  your  view,  which  was  left  before  to  range  unlimited 
by  any  thing  but  the  horizon ;  yet  it  is  by  no  means  a  shipless  sea, 
but  every  where  peopled  with  white  sails  and  vessels  of  all  sizes 
in  motion ;  and  take  notice  (except  in  the  Isle  which  is  all 
corn  fields,  and  has  very  little  enclosure)  there  are  in  all  places 
hedge  rows  and  tall  trees  even  within  a  few  yards  of  the  beach, 
particularly  Hythe  stands  on  an  eminence  covered  with  wood. 
I  shall  confess  we  had  fires  of  a  night  (aye  and  a  day  too) 
several  tiines  even  in  June:  but  don't  go  and  take  advantage 
of  this,  for  it  was  the  most  untoward  year  that  ever  I  remember. 

Your  friend  Rousseau  (I  doubt)  grows  tired  of  Mr,  Daven- 
port and  Derbyshire ;  he  has  picked  a  quarrel  with  David 
Hume,  and  writes  him  letters  of  fourteen  pages  folio,  upbraid- 
ing him  with  all  his  noirceurs;  take  one  only  as  a  specimen. 
He  says,  that  at  Calais  they  chanced  to  sleep  in  the  same  room 


^  At  Denton^  where  his  firiend  the  Rer.  William  Robinson^  brother  to  Matthew 
RobinsoD,  Esq.  late  Member  for  Canterbury,  then  resided. — Xtason. 
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together,  andj^hat^he  «oyerheard  David  talking  in  his  sleeps 
and  saying,  ^  Ah!  je  U  iiens,  ce  Jean  Jacques  Hi.'  .  In  short  (I  fear), 
for  want  of  persecution  and  admiration,  (£:>r  these  are  his  real 
complaints)  he  will  go  back  to  the  Continent.  r 

What  shall  I  say  to  you  about  the  ministry  ?  I  am  as  angry  as 
a  common  council  man  of  London  about  my  Lord  Chatham ; 
but  a  little  more  patient,  and  will  hold  *  my  tongue  till  the  end 
of  the  year.  In  the  mean  time  I  do  mutter  in  secret,  and  to 
you,  that  to  quit  the  House  of  Ccxnmons,  his  natural  strength, 
'to  sap  his  own  popularity  and  grandeur  (which  no  one  but  him- 
self could  have  done)  by  assuming  a  foolish  title;  and  to' hope 
that  he  could  win  by  it,  and  attach  to  him  a  court  thfat  hate  him, 
and  will  dismiss  him  as  soon  as  ev»  they  dare,  was.  the  weakest 
thing  that  ever  was  done  by  so  great  a  man.  Had  it  not  been 
for  this,  I  should  have  rejoiced  at  the  breach  between  hkn  and 
Lord  Temple,  and  at  the  union  between  him  and  the  Duke 
of  Grafton  and  Mr.  Conway:  but  patience  1  we  skall  see! 
Stonehe wer  perhaps  is  in  the  country  (for  he  ho|)ed  •  for  a  month's 
leave  of  absence),  and  if  you  see  him  you  will  learn  more  than 
I  can  tell  you. 

Mason  is  at  Aston ;  he  is  no  longer  so  anxious  about  his  wife's 
health,  as  he  was,  though  I  find  she  still  has  a  cough,  and  more- 
over I  find  she  is  not  with  child ;  but  he  made  such  a  bragging, 
how  could  one  chuse  but  believe  him. 

When  I  was  in  town  I  marked  in  my  pocket-book  the  utmost 
limits  and  divisions  of  the  two  columns  in  your  thermometer, 
and  asked  Mr.  Ayscough,  the  instrument  maker,  on  Ludgate 
Hill,  what  scales  they  were;  he  immediately  assured  me  that 
one  was  Fahrenheit's,  and  showed  me  one  exactly  so  divided; 
the  other  he  took  for   Reaumur's,  but,  as  he  said,  there  were 
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fljiffBirent  scales  of  Jiis  oontrivanee,  he  eoutd  nat  exactly  toll 
If hidi'  of  them  it  was.  Your  brother  told  me  you  wanted  to 
know  Who  wrdke  Duke  Whartoii*s  life  in  the  Biographia:  I 
think  it  is  chiefly  borrowed  from  a  silly  book  enough,  called 
Memoirs  of  that  Duke,  but  who  put  it  together  there,  no  one 
can  iiiform  me ;  the  only  person  certainly  known  to  write  in 
that  vile  colleetioii  (I  mean  these  latter  volumes),  is  Dr.  Nicholls, 
vfhe  was  expelled  here  for  stealing  books.  Have  you  read  the 
New  Bath  Guide?  it  is  the  only  thing  in  fashion,  and  is  a  new 
and  original  kind  of  humour.  '  Miss  Prue's  Conversion  I  doubt 
ywi  'will  paste  down,  83  Sir  W.  St.  Quintyn  did  before  he  car*- 
ri^  it  to  his  daughter;  yet  I  remember  you  all  read  Crazy 
T4iles  without  pasting.  Buffi>n-s  first  collection  of  monkeys  are 
come  out,  (it  makes  the  fourteenth  vdume)  something,  but  not 
mueh  to  my  edification }  for  he  is  pretty  well  acquainted  with 
their  persons,  but  not  with  their  manners. 


J  shall  be  glad  to  hejir  bowfiwr  Mrs.  E* 


><rt  * 


r,  ^as  succeeded, 
CQid  when  yoM  se^  an  end  to  hfiv  trawbles-  My  best  regards  to 
Mrfc  Wharton,  and  QampHmentji  tp  all  yow  family :  I  will  not 

name  them  lest  I  should  affront  any  body.    Adieu,  dear  Sir, 

r 

^       I  am  most  sincerely  yours, 


• .  ■  1  • »  I 


T.  G. 


t    > 


Pembroke  CoUege,  Angwt  26,  1709. 


Mr,  Brown  is  gone  to  see  his  brother,  near  Margate,  When 
ig  t.^  Str.  to  b^  married?  If  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Jonathan  are  with  you 
1  desire  my  compliments. 
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LETTER  CXXVIII. 


M«-  «RAY  TO  M«-   MABON. 

March  28,  1767. 

I  BREAK  in  upon  you  at  a  moinenl,  When  we  least 
of  all  are  permitted  to  disturb  our  friends,  only  to  say,  that 
you  are  4^1y  and  hourly,  present  to  my  thoughts.  If  the 
worst*  be  not  yiet  past,  you  viU  neglect  afid .  pardon ' me :  but 
if  the  last  strugg^Ie  be  over;  if  the  poor  object /.of  your  long 
anxieties  be  no  longer  sensible  to  your  kind^iessj .  ^  tp  li^r 
own  sufferings,  allow  me  (at  least  in  idea,  for  what  could  I  do^ 
were  I  present,  more  than  this?)  to  sit  by  you  in  silence,  and 
pi^ty  ;frpm  my  heart  not  her,  who  is  at  rest,  but  you,  who.  los^ 
her^  May  He,  wh<J^  made  us,  the  Master  of  our  pleasures  and 
pf  our  pains^  preserve  and  support  you  I     Adieu. 

I  have  long  understood  how  little  you  had  to  hope. 


*  As  tliia  UlOe  jQSUet  (which  I  received  at  the  Hot- Wells  at  Bristol)  thai  breathed, 
and  still  seems  tt  breathe,  the  very  voice  of  Friendship  in  its  tenderest  and  most-pa? 
ih^tic.  B€te^  I  cannot  refrain  trpm  publialiiBg  U  in  tlus  plaoe^  I^opened  ip  bluest  M  the 
precise  moment  when  it  wouldneceasuily  be  the  most^aSef ting^— i/cMp. . 
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L12TTER  CXXIX. 


»!«•  GRAY  TO  D«-  WHABTON. 


SuneU^,  21  JiuMf  1767.    AsUm, 


Deak  Doctor, 


HERE  we  are,  Mr.  Brown  and  I,  in  a  wilderness  of 
sweets^  an  elysium  among  the  coal-pits,  a  terrestria]  heaven; 
mind,  it  is  not  I,  but  Mason,  that  says  all  this,  and  bids  me 
tell  it  you.  Tormoirow  we  visit  Dovedale  and  the  wonders  of 
the  Peak,  the  Moncjlay  following  we  go  to  York  to  reside,  and 
two  or  three .  days  iaflier  set  out  for  Old- Park,  where  I  shall 
remain  upon  your  hands;  and  Mr.  Brown  about  the  time  of 
Durham  races  must  go  on  to  Gibside,  and  for  aught  I  know 
to  Glamisr  Mason  remains  tied  down  to  his  Minster,  for  half 
a  year,  he  and  Mr.  Brown  desire  their  best  compliments  to 
you  and  Mrs.  Wharton.    Adieu! 

I  am  ever  yours, 

T.  GRAY. 

Mr.  Brown  owns  the  pleasantest  day  he  ever  past,  was  yes* 
terdav  at  Roche  Abbey ;  it  is  indeed  divine. 
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LETTER  CXXX. 

r  • 

M«-   GRAY    TO   M»-    BEATTIE. 


4   i 


Old  Park,  near  Darlington^  Durham, 
Angugt  12,  1767. 

I  RECEIVED  from  Mr-  Wifliamson,  that  very  obliging 
mark  you  were  pleased  to  give  me  of  your  remembrance :  Had 
I  not  entertained  some  slight  hopes  of  revisiting  Scotland  this 
summer,  and  consequently  of  seeing  you  at  Aberdeen,  I  had 
sooner  acknowledged,  by  letter,  the  favour  you  have  done  me. 
Those  hopes  are  now  at  an  end ;  but  I  do  not  therefore  despair 
of  seeing  agcdn  a  country  that  has  given  me  so  much  pleasure ; 
nor  of  telling  you,  in  person,  how  much  I  esteem  you  and 
(as  you  choose  to  call  them)  your  amusements:  the  specimen 
of  them,  which  you  were  so  good  as  to  send  me,  I  think  ex- 
cellent; the  sentiments  are  such  as  a  melancholy  imaginatfon 
naturally  suggests  in  solitude  and  silence,  and  that  (though 
light  and  business  may  suspend  or  banish  them  at  times)  return 
with  but  so  much  the  greater  force  upon  a  feeling  heart:  the 
diction  is  elegant  and  unconstrained;  not  loaded  with  epithets 
and  figures,  nor  flagging  into  prose ;  the  versification  is  easy  and 
harmonious.     My  only  objection  {§****•[• 


t  A  pvagri^b  is  here  omitted^  as  it  contained  merely  a  few  particular  criticisms ; 
a  liberty  of  tb^  same  kind  I  have  before  taken  in  some  of  the  preceding  letters. 
The  poem  in  question  contained  many  touching  reflections  on  mortality:  it  is 
to  be  hoped  I>r.  B^ttie  will  one  day  giye  it  to  the  public— J/cwon. 
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You  see.  Sir,  I  take  the  liberty  you  indulged  me  in,  when 
I  first  saw  you;  and  therefore  I  make  no  excuses  for  it,  but 
desire  you  would  take  your  I'evenge  on  me  in  kind. 

I  have  read  over  (but'  too  hastfly)  Mr.  Ferguson  s  book. 
There  are  uncommon  strains  of  eloquence  in  it :  and  I  was  sur- 
prized to  find  noitt  ooe  sagle  .idietii  of  his  country  (I  think)  in 
the  whole  work.  He  has  not  the  fault  you  mention  * :  his 
apfrficat]<M  lev  tiie  hewl  is  fi'eqiient,  and  often  successfiil.  His 
love  of  Montesquieu  aod  Tacitus  has  led  him  into  a  manner 
of  writing  too  short-winded  and  sententious;  which. those  great 
ipe»y  had  they  hved  in  better  times  and  under  a  better 
gOV^rpmeDt^  would  have  avoided. 

I  know  no  pretence  that  I  have  to  the  honour  Lord  Gray 
is  j^leafied  to  do  mef :  but  if  his  Lordship  chooses  to  own  me,, 
it  certainly  is  not  my  business  to  deny  it.  I  say  not  this 
ipexely  on  account  of  his  quality,  but  because  he  is  a  very 
worthy  and  accomplished  person.  I  am  truly  sorry  for  the 
groat  loss  be  has  had  since  I  left  Scotland.  If  you  should 
qhoopfi  to  see.  him,  I  will  beg  you  to  present  my  respectfiil 
l^imbte  service  to  his  Lordship. 

^»'»»»4*^*.— *P  m    i.l  P»^i^»^«.i         ■■■■■■■*         11         iiwini  w^  ■         »■■- <H  ■  *      IH 

'^  To  espltiiii  tbies  1  iiMsIf  take  tbe  Mbertf  to  transcribe  a^pamgpapb  from*  lb* 
Beattifi'a  fettm  dated.  Hiamli  aO>  to  vrhieh  tbe  above  ia  ani  answer:  '^  A  Professor  ai 
<^  Edinburgh  bas^  publisbed  an  Esaay  on  the  History  of  Civil  Society^  but  I 
<^  bave  not  seen  it  It  is  a  fault  common  to  almost  all  our  Scotcb  autbors,  tbat  they 
'^  are  too  metaphysical :  I  wish  they  would  learn  to  speak  more  to  the  hearty  and"  km 
'*  to.  tbe  uadersiaading ;  but  alas !  this  is  a  talent  which  heaven  only  can  bestow : 
^'  Whereas  the  philosophic  spirit  (as  we  call  it)  is  merely  artificial  and  level  to  tbe 
*^  capacity  of  every  man^  who  has  much  patience^  a  Httle  learning;  and  no  taste."  He 
has  since  dilated  on  this  just  sentiment  in  his  admirable  Essay  on  tUe  ImmutabiBty  of 
Truth. — MoAon.   . 

t  Loid  Gray  had  said  that  our  Author  was  related  to  bis  fiimiIy.-*JfcMOfi» 
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I  gave  Mr,  Williannon  all  the  mformation  I  was  able  in 
die  short  time  he  staid  with  ine«  He  seemed  to  answer  well 
the  character  you  gave  me  of  him :  but  what  I  chiefly  envied 
in  him,  was  his  ability  of  walking  all  the  way  from  Aberdeen 
to  Cambridge,  and  back  again;  which  if  I  possessed,  you 
would  soon  see  your  obliged,  &c. 


LETTER  CXXXr. 


H*-   GBAY   TO  M**  BEATTIB. 

Pembroie-HaO,  Dec  %i,  1767. 

SINCE  I  had  the  pleasure  of  receiving  your  last  letter, 
-which  did  not  reach  me  till  I  had  left  the  North,  and  was 
come  to  LcHidon,  I  have  been  confined  to  my  room  with  a  fit 
of  the  gout :  now  I  am  recovefed  and  in  quiet  at  Cambridge, 
I  tkke  up  my  pen  to  thank  you  for  your  very  friendly  offisrs, 
which  have  so  much  the  air  of  frankness  and  r^  good  nieaning, 
that  were  my  body  as  tractable  and  easy  of  conveyance  as 
my  mind,  you  would  see  me  to-morrow  in  the  chamber  you 
have  so  hospitably  laid  out  for  tne  at  Aberdeen.  But,  alas  I 
I  am  a  summer-bird,  and  can  only  sit  drooping  till  the  sun 
returns:  even  then  too  my  wings  may  chance  to  be  dipped^ 
and  little  in  plight  for  so  distant  an  excursioiK 

The  proposal  you  make  me,  about  printing  at  Gla^owwhat 
little  I  have  ever  written,  does  me  honour.  I  leave  my  re- 
putation in  that  part  of  the  kingdom  to  your  care ;  and  only 
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desire  you  would  not  let.  your  partiality,  to  me  and  mine 
mislead  you.  If  you  per^st  in  your  design,  Mr.  Foulis  certainly 
ought  to  be  acquainted  with  what  I  am  now  going  to  tell  you. 
When  I  was  in  London  the  last  spring,  Dodsley,  the  bookseller, 
asked  -my  leave  to  reprint,  in  a  smaller  form,  all  I  ever  pub* 
lished ;  to  which  I  consented :  and  added,  that  I  would  send 
him  a  few  explanatory  notes;  and  if  he  would  omit  entirely 
the  Long  Story,  (which  was  never  meant  for  the  public,  and 
only  suffered  to  appear  in  that  pompous  edition  because  of  Mr. 
Bentley's  designs,  which  were  not  intelligible  without  it)  I  pro- 
mised to  send  him  something  else  to  print  instead'  of  it,  lest 
the  bulk .  of  so  small  a  volume  should  be  reduced  to  liothing 
at  all.  Now  it  is  very  certain  that  I  had  rather  see  them  printed 
at  Glasgow  (especially  as  you  will  condescend  to  revise  the 
press)  than  at  London;  but  I  know  not  how  to  retract  my 
promise  to  Dodsley.  By  the  way,  you  perhaps  may  imagine 
that  1  have  some  kind  of  interest  in  this  publication ;  but  the 
truth  is,  I  have  none  .  whatever.  The  expence  is  his,  and  so 
is  the  profit,  if  there  be  any,  I  therefore  told  him  the  other 
day,  in  general  terms,  that  I  heard  there  would  be  an  edition 
put  out  in  Scotland  by  a  friend  of  mine,  whom .  I  could  not 
refuse;  and  that,  if  so,  I  would  send  thither  a  copy  of 
the  same  notes  and  additions  that  I  had  promised  to  send  to 
him.  This  did  not  seem  at  a)l  to  cool  his  courage ;  Mr.  Foulis 
must, therefore,  judge  for  himself,  whether  he  thinks  it  worth 
while  to  print  what  is  going  to,  be  printed  also  at  London.  If 
he  does  I  will  send  him  (in  a  packet  to  you)  the  same  things 
I  shall  send  to  Dodsley.  They  are  imitations  of  two  pieces  of 
old  Norwegian  poetry,  in  which  there  was  a  wild  sjMrit  that  • 
struck  me ;  but  for  my  paraphrases  I  cannot  say  much ;  you  will 
judge.  The  rest  are  nothing  but  ,a  few  parallel  passages,  and 
small  notes  just  to  explain  what  people  said  at  the  time  /«^8 
Avrapped  in  total  darkness.    You  will  please  to  tell  me,  as  sopn 
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as  yx>u  can  conveniently,  what  Mr.  Foulis  says  on  this  head; 
that  (if  he  drops  the  design)  I  may  save  myself  and  you  the 
trouble  of  this  packet*  I  ask  your  pardon  for  talking  so  long 
about  it;  a  little  more,  and  my"  letter  would  be  as  big  a^>all 
my  works. 


T—  ^ 


I  have  read,  with  much  pleasure,  an  Ode^  of  yours  (iti  which 
you  have  done  me  the  honour  to  adopt  a  measure  that  I  have 
used)  on  Lord  Hay's  birth-day.  Though  I  do  not  love  pane^ 
•gyric,  I.  cannot  but  applaud  this,  for  there  is  nothing  -mean 
in  it.  The  diction  is  easy  and  noble,  *  the  texture  bf  the 
thoughts  lyric,  and  the  versification  harmonious.  The  Tew  ex- 
pressions I  object  to  are****f.  These,  indeed,  are  mihutise^ 
but  they  weigh  for  «.n,ething,  »  half  a  gnfin  mdt.,  a  di*. 
ference  in  the  value  of  a  diamond.  .    >     .    x 


.       .  :    t 


atis! 


LETTER  CXXXII 


M»-  GRAY  TO  D"^  WHARTON. 
Dear  Doctor, 

MANY  and  various  maladies  have  I  laboured  under 
since  I  left  the  North,  but  none  of  them  (thanks  to  my  summer 
expedition)  jusfuCa  mourir.  The  gout  came  regularly  while  I 
was  in  town,  first  in  one,  then  in  .the  other  foot,  but  so  tame 
you  might  have  stroked  it.     Since  I  got  hither,  another  of  my 


t  Another  ptragnph  of  particubir  criticism  is  here  onwtted.^JIfajoii. 
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troublevimie  cooipunioo^  for  Hfe  ha»  confined  me  to  my  room, 
but  afastinteDce  hcM  (I  believe)  got  die  b^er  of  that  too,  aad 
tonnorrow  I  go  abroad  again.  I  sent  to  yowr  Inrotber,  befiwe 
I  le(b  London,  the  nu^s  you  wanted,  the  Ikcouvtrtet  de$  Russeif 
Voyage  de  Gmelin  en  Siberie,  Mr.  Gierke  of  Chichester  on  the 
Saxon  coinSf  Lee's  Linnean  Dictionary,  VerralVs  Cookery,  and  some* 
^og  etae  that  I  haTe  forgot;  as  to  Hudson's  Flm-a  Anglica, 
it  is  mjA  to  b^  had,  being  out  of  print;  a  new  and  more 
correct  edition  is  soon  expected.  WillougUiy's  book  q£  fithes 
was  never  pubUdb«d  in  JBngUsb*  ao  would  not  answer  your  end. 
That  of  the  Hrdt  is  indeed  in  English,  but  not  to  be  had  in 
the  sbopsy  nnd  sells  at  auctions  from  30  to  40  shillings*  so  I 
did  not  buy  it  widiout  ^rther  orders.  I  h<^  this  oargo  is 
ildfe  amvod'  And  another  little  (wer  that  I  sent  to  Miss 
Wharton  and  Miss  Peggy,  directed  to  the  former,  to  be  left 
at  Mr.  Tho.  Wilkinson's,  in  Durham.  This  went  by  the  New- 
castle waggoSf  id)Out  6th  of  December,  and  contained  twelve 
flower  roots;  viz.  3  8ol«l  d'or  Navekwue.  2  White  Italian 
ditto.  (N.  B.  of  the  double  white  and  yellow  Italian  there 
are  none  to  be  had  this  year).  2  Pileus  Cardinalis,  red. 
1  Kroonvogel.  1  Dageraad,  double  wlute.  1  Bella  Oris 
delin.  1  Hermaphrodite.  And  1  incomparable,  double  blue. 
Hyacinths.  For  these  you  must  get  glasses  firom  Newcastle; 
in  the  same  box  was  a  pocket  lens,  which  Miss  Wharton 
(if  dbe  pleased)  was  to  give  to  Aunt  Middleton,  M'ho  wanted 
such  a  thing. 

I  desire  to  know  what  you  thought  of  Mason's  plans  for 
your  ground  (which  m^tkes  so  pretty  -a  figure  cm  paper) ;  and 
idiether  Summers  came  to  Old  Park  to  advise  about  planting.  He 
is  a  very  intelligent  modest  young  man,  and  might  be  ei  great  use 
there.  Hais  Miss  Wharton  served  her  time  yet  as  bnde  maid  ?  I 
hope  it  may  prove  a  good  omen  to  herl    Does  Miss.  Peggy 
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rival  Claude  Lorraine  yet,  and  when  doe^  she  go  t«i  York? 
Do  Debo  and  Betty  tend  thesr  chrysalises  and  their  samplen? 
Is  Kee's  mouth  as  pretty  as  ever?  Does  Robin  read  like  a 
doctor,  dance  like  a  &iry,  and  bow  like  a  oourtier?  Does 
Dicky  kiek  up  his  heels  and  study  geography?  Please  to 
answer  me  as  to  all  tliese  particulars*  My  thermometer  presente 
her  compliments  to  her  country  sister,  and  proposes  sow  to 
c^n  a  oorrespondenoe  with  her*  She  lives  agunst  a  pale  in 
the  garden,  with  her  back  to  the  East  at  9  o'clock  in  the 
noming  ftfecisely;  at  any  other  hour  she  is  not  visible,  unless 
upoa  some  great  occasiui.  I  was  in  Lradon  kook  3d  Novem* 
ha  to  14tb  December,  during  whidi  time  the  weather  was 
eomnKmly  open,  damp  and  mild,  witli  the  wind  in  the  West, 
vemng  either  to  North  or  Sooth.  On  the  last  mentioned 
day  I  found  some  Brambles  and  Fev«-few  yet  flowering  in  the 
hedges;  and  in  gardens  the  double  Chrysanthemum,  double 
Chamomile,  BcMrage,  Stocks,  and  single  Wfidl-fkywers«  These 
were  all  cut  off  on  the  iUh  by  an  East  wind  and  hard  fiost 
Thermometer  at  31.  Next  day  and  to*day  it  was  at  3(X 
On  the  26th  a  little  snow  fell^  which  still  lies  and  freezes. 

Our  ministry  has  taken  in  some  odd  coadjutors  not  much 
to  its  credit  or  strength ;  it  appeared  from  the  first  day  that 
the  Parliament  met,  that  the  opposition  were  all  to  pieces 
among  themselves,  and  soon  after  the  Duke  of  Bedford  civilly 
declared  to  Mr.  Grenville»  that  he  had  the  highest  opinion  of 
his  abilities,  but  as  it  was  contrary  to  his  principles  to  keep 
up  a  constant  opposition  to  the  King's  measures,  he  must  not 
wonder,  if  his  friends  should  drop  the  {^n  they  had  for  some 
time  been  pursuing,  accordingly  he  made  his  terms:  four  or  five 
of  them  were  directly  to  be  provided  for;  the  rest  were  to 
wait  till  there  was  room*  Lord  Shelburne  (the  Secretary),  and 
Mr.  Cook  (Joint  Paymaster)  were  to  liave  gone  out,  but  Lord 


4^ 

* 

Chathaift  insisted*  ofi  tbeir  staying  in  {it  is  said)  and  prevailed; 
'Mr.  Conway  retiites,  and  is  to  have  the  army  when  Lord 
Ligonier  dies ;  this  is  voluntary,  I  imaging.  Lord  Northingtofi 
goe^  off  with  his  pension.  Lord  Weymouth  and  Earl  Gower 
supply  their  places.  Mr.  Thynhe  is  Master  of  the  Household. 
Lord  Sandwich,  Joint  Paynmster,  (Lord  Hillsborough '  being 
created  Secretary  of  State  for .  America.)  <  Rigby  is  the  oilier 
that  must  come  in  (to  what  place  I  know  not),  and  condud; 
I  suppose^  the  'House  of  Comnions.  -  Hbw  much*  better  and 
nobler  would  it  have  bcfen,  to  have  left  all  these  beggars  in  the 
lurch !  Indeed  what  could  be  said  against  it,  as  all  that  could 
oppose  the  ministry  were  already  broke  into  three  parts,  and  (one 
of  them  had  declared  publicly  against  the  other  two  ?  I  conclude 
the  Rockingham  party  will  at  last  prevail,  as  they  have  s<»ie 
character  and  credit  with  the  people  still  left. 

'  Adieu!  my  dear  Sir,  you  have  had  I  hope  no  returns  of 
your  asthma  since  you  lay  in  your  own  bed.  My  best  respects 
to  'Mrs.  Wharton,  and  love  to  all  the  family. 


I  am  ever  yours. 


T.  G. 


Dec.  28,  1707.    Pemb.  CoU. 


Shall  I  write  out  and  send  you  what  Leland  says  of  your 
neighbourhood.  It  is  nothing  but"*  short  notes  taiken  in  his 
journey.  But  that  journey  was  towards  the  end  of  Henry 
Eighth's  reign,  just  after  the  dissolution  of  monasteries,  which 
makes  it  valuable. 
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SPECIMEN. 

From  St.  Andre'^  *Akeland  to  Raby  Castle  5  miles  part  by 
arable,  but  more  by  pastures.  And  moorish  hilly  ground,  baren 
of  wood.  Raby  is  the  largest  castel  of  Logginges  in  al  the 
north  cuntery,^  and  is  of  a  strong  building ;  but  not  set  ether 
on.hil^  or  very  strong  ground.  As  I  entered  by  a  causey  into 
it,  there  was  a  litle  stayre  on  the  right  hand,  and  in  the 
first  area  were  but  two  towres,  one  at  eche  end,  as  entres,  and 
no  pther  builded ;  yn  the  second  area,  as  an  entring,  was  a 
great  gate  of  iren  with  a  tour,  and  2  or  3  mo  on  the  right 
hand,  then  were  al  the  chief  toures  of  the  third  court,  as  in 
the  hart  of  the  castel.  The  haul,  and  al  the  houses  of  offices 
be  large  and  stately;  and  in  the  haul  I  saw  ah  incredible  great 
beame  of  an  hart.  The  great  chaumber  was  exceeding  large, 
but  now  it  is  ialse-rofid,  and  devided  into  2  or  3  partes.  I  saw 
ther  a  little  chaumber,  wherein  was  in  windows  of  colbred  gla^ 
al  the  petigre  of  y*  Nevjlles,  &c. 


r 
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LETT^  CXXXni. 


M«   GEAY  TO   M^    HOW. 


Cambridge^  Pemb.  Cott.  Jan.  12,  1768. 


Sib, 


YOU  perceive  by  Mr.  Brown's  letter,  that  I  passed 
all  the  summer  in  the  North  of  England,  went  from  thence  to 
Ix)Bdoii,  and  did  not  urrive  here  till  the  middle  of  Decemberi 
where  I  found  your  pftreeU  Since  that  time  I  have  been 
generally  confined  to  my  room;  and  besides  I  was  wilting  to 
go  through  the  eight  volumes  before  I  returned  you  an  answer. 
This  must  be  my  excuse  to  you,  for  only  doing  now  what  in 
mere  civility  I  ought  to  have  done  long  ^o. 

First,  I  must  condole  with  you,  that  so  neat  an  edition 
should  swarm  in  almost  every  page  with  errors  of  the  press, 
not  only  in  notes  and  citations  from  ^  Greek,  French,  and 
English  authors,  but  in  the  Italian  text  itself,  greatly  to  the 
disreputation  of  the  Leghorn  publishers.  This  is  the  only 
reason,  I  think,  that  could  make  an  edition  in  England  neces- 
sary; but  I  doubt  you  would  not  find  the  matter  much  mended 
here ;  our  presses,  as  they  improve  in  beauty,  declining  daily 
in  accuracy;  besides,  you  would  find  the  expense  very  con- 
siderable, and  the  sale  in  no  proportion  to  it,  as  in  reality,  it 
is  but   few  people   in  England    that  read  currently  and   with 


*  In  the  followiDg  letter,  Mr.  Gray  seems  on  more  matore  consideration,  to  haTc 
altered  his  former  opinion  respecting^  the  eligibility  of  the  publication  of  Count 
Algarotti's  woriu  in  England.    It  diflfers  much  from  the  printed  cofj.—Bd. 


pleasure  'the  l^liaii  'tiitigut,  'iind  '^^  ¥jri6  ot^^^iSl^W'bi'-pii 
capital  WHt6Vs'4V€  s6\d  m  UShdoti  y  k  1«!>"v^6t  j^iiie  mh  tti 
b^ai-  in  tfely.  Ah  Efngifeh  traiisldlic/n  1  cin  fey  ftb  lifteiii^  'aA'^s. , 
the  justness  of  thotight  aiid  gb'6cl  'setisb  mlgk  rematiri; ^ bftt' tfi^ 
graces  of  elocution  (which  mal^e  a  great  part  of  Algarotti's  merit) 
^^'Ould  be  fetttirely  lost,  and  thai  lAer^Xf  frbm  l\A  v6ry  ffitei^nt 
g<enlUs  aha  fcorfaptexion  of  the  two  languages. 

I  rather  think  these  vohmies .  should  be  handsomely  bounds 
before  they  are  put  into  the  library ;  they  bind  very  neatly  here ; 
ancl  4f  you  ipjptove  it,  Mr.  Brown  will*  order  it  to  be  done. 
Doubtless  there  can  be  no  impropriety  in  making  the  same 
present  to  the  University,  nor  need  you  at  all  to  fear  for  the 
reputation  of  your  inend :  he  has  nront  Biroe^h  to  recommend 
hi(n  in  any  country.  A  tincture  of  various  sorts  of  knowledge, 
an  acquaintance  with  all  the  beautiful  arts,  an  easy  command, 
a  precision,  warmth,  find  ricfanoss  of  expresBto^t  and  a  judgment 
that  is  rarely  mistaken  on  any  subject  to  which  he  applies  it. 
Of  the  dialogues  I  have  formerly  told  you  my  thoughts.  The 
essays  and  letter  (iii&ii;f  bf  libefii  eiitiHl;f  n£i^  to  me)  on  the 
arts,  are  curious  and  entertaining  ;  those  on  other  subjects,  (even 
where  the  thou^M  afe  hot  new^  but  borrowed  from  his  various 
reading  and  conversation)  often  better  put,  and  better,  expressed 
than  in  the  originals.  1  rejoice  when  t  see  Macniavet  defended 
or  illustrated,  who  to  me  appears  one  ot  tKe  wisest  men  thai 
any  ndtioh  in  any  age  Kas  produced.  Most  of  tne  other  dis- 
courses, military  or  polilical,  are  well  worth  rea<)ing,  though 
(hat  oh  Kouli-Khan  was  a  ihere  jeu-d'esprit,  a  sort  of  historical 
Exercise.  The  letters  from  Russia  I  have  r^  before  with  pleasure, 
particularly  the  narrative  of  Munich's  and  Lascy's  campaigns. 
Hie  detached  fhdiights  are  often  new  and  just ;  but  there  should 
have  been  a  revisal  of  them,  as  they  are  frequently  to  be  founa 
in  his  letters  rejf)eated  in  the  very  stoie  ivords.     Some   too  of 
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the  familiar  letters  might  have  been  spared.  The  Congress  of 
Oytbera  I  bad  seen .  and  liked  before^  the  Giudicio  d'Amore 
IS  an  addition  rather  inferior  to  it.  The  verses  are  not  equal 
to ,  die  prose^  but  they  are  above  mediocrity. 

I  shall  be  glad  to  hear  your  health  is  improved^  and  that 
you  have  thoughts  of  fiivouring  us  with  your  company  here. 
I  am^   Sir, 

Your  most  obedient  humble  servant, 

THQs  GRAY. 


■y 
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LETTER   CXXXIV. 


.   M»-   GRAY   TO  M*-  BEATTIE. 

Pmbroke  HmU»  Feb.  1,  1768. 

I  AM  almost  sorry  to  have  raised  any  degree  of  im- 
patience in  you,  because  I  can  by  no  means  satisfy  it.  The 
sole  reason  I  have  to  publish  these  few  additions  now,  is  to 
make  up  (in  both)  for  the  omission  of  that  Long  Story;  and 
as  to  the  notes,  I  do  it  out  of  spite,  because  the  public  did 
not  understand  the  two  Odes  (which  I  have  called  Pindaric)  j 
though  the  j&rst  was  not  very  dark,  and  the  second  alluded  to 
a  few  common  facts  to  be  found  in  any  sixpenny  history  of 
England,  by  way  of  question  and  answer,  for  the  use  of  chil- 
dren.    The  parallel  passages   I  insert  out  of  justice    to    those 
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writers  from  whom  I  happened  to  take  the    hint   of  any  line, 
as  for  as  I  can  recollect. 


I  rejoice  to  be  in  the  hands  of  Mr.  Foulis,  who  has  the 
laudable  ambition  of  surpassing  his  predecessors,  the  Etiennes 
and  the  Elzevirs^  as  well  in  literature,  as  in  the  proper  art  of 
his  profession:  he  surprises  me  in  mentioning  a  Lady,  after 
whom  I  have  been  enquiring  these  fourteen  years  in  vain. 
When  the  two  Odes  were  first  published,  I  sent  them  to  her; 
but  as  I  was  forced  to  direct  them  very  much  at  random, 
probably  they  never  came  to  her  hands.  When  the  present 
edition  comes  out,  I  beg  of  Mr.  Foulis  to  offer  her. a, copy,  in. 
my  name,  with  my  respects  and  grateful  remembrancies ;  hfe  Will^ 
send  another  to  you,  Sir,  and  a  third  to  Lord  Gray,  if  h6  will 
do  me  the  honour  of  accepting  it.  These  are  all  ^  the  presents 
I  pretend  to  make  (for  I  would  have  it  considered  only'  as  a 
new  edition  of  an  old  book);  after  this  if  he  p|pases  to  send 
me  one  or  two^  I  shall  think  myself  obliged  to  him.  I  cannot 
advise  him  to  print  a  great  number;  especially  as  Dodsley  has 
it  in  his  power  to  print  as  many  as  he  pleases,  £hough  I  de-^ 
sire  him  not  to  do  so. 


.o 
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You  are  very  good  to  me  in  taking  this  trouble  up6n  you : 
all  I  can  say  is,  that  I  shall  be   happy  to    return  it    in  kihd^ ' 
whenever  you  will  give  me  the  opportunity.  * '.        '.' 
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LETTER    CXXXV. 

M"-  qmX  TO,  m^  \KAWQi^t 

«».,  M,.  nm.  *«*.  CtUiae. 

'.  •}>?  b.flpk*.  j;qu,  wsi;e,  ^  good  to, sfind 

g^in,  ((n4^  I  QftuMi  lifffj^ly  bft  s^iiJ:  to, 

4  *ftsptfpi>  i»fl4,  with,  pl«\sure.     Your, 

SPJiJ^  ip   itp,.  prqgeesj,,  th^  it  will,  npw, 

9PP  to,  tsU,  y.QB,  ejtlier,  ipy  o.^fl  oyefi- 

tip%  or,-  t5>o^,  <)t;  <^lftei;:  Beflpfei,     Qerfaip,  "  '8(   f)?^   yp."  are, 

•fliX^i^llyp  >S^,  l!SP,i    W  '^Jt»t  «K  tfejnl*,,  is,  not;  so,  e^sy  tp, 

cpiDSi  at.,    ^?J«,  sfjijir  ^s  <(ju^l.  to^  sey  the  sppc^,,  bf  leafP  the, 

J^^ip.WBf.  ¥'  'K.tftW!  t?  %  4irepteiJ,  ip  our,  opiwns-  hy  thqs«, 

of  more  coiTwetent,  jiid^es..    If  the^  IJk^.  y^ou^^  wjp.,s|>f|I;  if  4py. 

one  of  name  write  against  you,  we  give    ypn,  up;    lor  wp-  ape, 

modest  and  diffident  of  ourselves,  and  not  without  reason.     His* 

tprv_  in  paJti(^^|ar^  is  ng^  o^'fort.\    fpr   (tl}g,  trutji,  is)    w^  read 

oijl^.  mo^e^  ^Mi  '^^  ps.mpiilptf  of,  the,d^y.    I;  hsiFje  heaiji  it 

objected,  that  you  rais^  dp.U.hts  aqdidiffipultie%  ^d  4r  not  wtiafy 

them  hy  telling  us  what  is  really  the  case.     1  hdve  heard  you 

charged ,  with  disrespect  to  the  King  of  Prussia ;   and  above  all 

to  King  William,  and  the  Revolution.     These  are  seriously  the 

most  sensible  things  I  have  heard  said,  and  all  that  1  recollect. 

If  you  please  to  justify  yourself  you  may. 

*  Walpole't  Historic  Doubts. 
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My  owa  obj^tiona  aiie  Uttb,  more  essential :  they  relate  chkily 
to.  inaccuxa^iesi  of  ffyle».  lyhiclt  either  debase  the  cKpression  or 
ohjscure,  thiQ  ];DedJUDg.  I  could  point  out  several  small  particulars 
of  this,  \i}X^  aod  will  do  so^  if  yoii.  think  it  can  ser^e  any,  pur- 
pose a%K  pi|bh<jation..  Whea  I  hear  you  read,,  they  often 
escape  me,  partly  because  I  am  attending  to  the.  avbjject,.  and 
partly  because  from  habit  I  understand  you  where  a  stranger 
might,  oto  he  at  a:  Iqsf . 

A^,  to  youq  *  argpments,  most  of  the  priocipal  partei  are  made 
out;  w]Jth<  a.  cleamew  and  evidence  that,  no  one  would  expaet^ 
whure  materiai3  are*  so,  scarce.  Yejb  1  still  suspect  Richard  of 
th^i  murdei^.  of  Henry  Yl,.  The  chronicle^  of  Groyland  chavg^. 
it  full  Qti«  hinf,,  though  .mtbout  a^  aame  orrauyt  ipei^tion  of 
circ/imstances,.  The  interest^t  of  £dward,  wecEe  the  inter^stf ^  of; 
BiiiOhard  toQ»  thpugjh  the  throiier  were  joet  theo,  iu  view ;  and] 
tka^p  Hearyj  ^i]\\  stood  ^n  their  way(  thejr'  might  well  imagiuei, 
bepaH«e»  though  deposed  and  imprisoned  once.  befGj:er  he  had., 
r^g^ine^  Iw  Uh^pfty.  and    his:  oiawn ;   and  was  sttU  adored  by 

*  The  Rbader  Vill.  probably*  not  dislike  to-  re«d  Voltaire^'  opinibn  of '  Mhr. 
\lbapole***  book^  as.  expresMil  in  a  hMm  itof  thto  Aulhoi\.  IMr/  Joly^;  IffMf^ 
Adf^  le  d6f(ar|  dO'iDfir  X4ettre'j*]ait0a  ler  temp$».  Monsieur,  4«  lire  Yoiro.  RiobO'd.: 
ttpis.  Vo)i9  sfiiri^K  an  excellent .  attpmei  generil;  tous  peaez  todies  les  probabi- 
lity 4  mais  il  pantit,  que  vous  avez  uo  inclination  secreite  pour  ce  bossu.  Vous 
voulto  qaUlait  M6  beau  gargon,  et  m^ib^  gakift  botome.  Jje  bShMictitrCMoBet; 
a  f^lt  UBO'  dtesertatioA'poor  ptoaver  qae  J^Bos^-Obrist^  avoitl  umtet  rbean.visagei 
JeiV69^)C«oi9e.«9fc  Tfus)  q«nRich«rdAcei8,  a^/SWHoii 4d Iai4|  n|  si ns^otoant^M^: 
le  dit ;  mais  je  n'aurois  pas  touIu  avoir  a  fidre,  ik  lui^  Voire  Rose,  blanebe,  et 
Totre  Rose  rouge,   avaient  de  terribles  Opines  pour  la  nation. 

'  Iho^e) 9Mtil>W  Hi^gi  nm  atttaipaoki  <)C  BflgMSrU 

En  lisant  Fhistoire  des  York  et  des  Lancastre,  et  de  bi^tt  iPautr^,  ov  croit  lite' 
rbistotre  dte  Tolrurs-de  grand  ^obeoiim     Fbiir  ▼itrr-Haofi'itopIv^    il   nl^toftv  ^na' ^ 
conpaiic  detbfti]KSea.--JV€{A 
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the  people.  I  should  think,  from  the  word  tyranni,  the  passage  was 
written  after  Richard  had  assumed  the  crown  i^Kut,  if  it  was  earlier, 
does  not  the  bare  imputation  imply  very  early  suspicions,  at 
least  of  Richard's  bloody  nature^  especially  in  the  mouth  of  a 
person  that  was  no  enemy  to  the  House  of  York,  nor  friend 
to  that  of  Beaufort? 

That  the  Duchess  of  Burgundy,  to  try  the  temper  of  the  nation, 
should  set  up  a  false  Pretender  to  the  Throne  (when  she  had 
the  true  Duke  of  York  in  her  hands),  and  that  the  queen- 
mother  (knowing  her  son  was  alive)  should  countenance  that* 
design,  is  a  piece  of  policy  utterly  incomprehensible ;  being  the 
most  likely  means  to  ruin  their  own  scheme,  and  throw  a  just 
suspicion  of  fraud  and  falsehood  on  the  cause  of  truth,  which 
Henry  could  hot  fail  to  seize  and  turn  to  his  advantage.  Mr. 
Hume's  first  query,  as  far  as  relates  to  the  tjueen-mother,  will 
still  have  some  weight.  -  Is  it  probable  she  should  give  her 
eldest  daughter  to  Henry,  arid  invite  him  to  claim  the  crown, 
unless  she  had  been  sure  that  her  sons  were  then  dead  ?  As 
to  her  seeming  consent  to  the  match  between  £lizabeth  and 
Richard,  she  and  her  daughters  were  jn  his  power,  which  ap- 
peared now  well  fixed;  his  enemies*  designs  within  the  kingdom 
being  every  where  defeated,  and  Henry  unable  to  raise  any 
considerable  force  abroad.  She  was  timorous  and  hopeless ;  or 
she  might  dissemble.  In  order  to  cover  her  secret  dealings  with 
Richmond :  and  if  this  were  the  case,  she  hazajrded  little,  sup- 
posing Richard  •  to  '  dissemble  too,  and  never  to  have  thought 
seriously  of  marrying  his  niece. 

Another  unaccountable  thing  is,  that  Richard,  a  prince  of 
the  House  of  York,  undoubtedly  brave,  clear-sighted,  artful,  at- 
tentive to  busiQeset;  of.  boundless  generosity,  as  appears  £rom 
hb  grants ;  just  and  merciful,  as  his  laws  and  his  pardons  seem 
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to  testify;  having  subdued  the  Queen  and  her  hated  faction, 
and  been  called  first  to  the  protectorship  and  then  to  the  crown 
by  the  nobility  and  by  the  parliament ;  with  the  common  people 
to  friend  (as  Carte  oflen  asserts),  and  having  nothing  against 
him  but  the  illegitimate  family  of  his  brother  Edward,  and  the 
attainted  House  of  Clarence  (both  of  them  Avithin  his  power); 
— that  such  a  man  should  see  within  a  few  months  Bucking- 
ham, his  best  friend,  and  almost  all  the  southern  and  westecn 
counties  in  one  day  in  arms  against  him;  that  having  seen  all 
these  insurrections  come  to  nothing,  he  should  march  with  a 
gallant  army  against  a  handful  of  needy  adventurers,  led  by 
a  fugitive,  who  had  not  the  shadow  of  a  title,  nor  any  virtues 
to  recommend  him,  nor  any  foreign  strength  to  depend  on ;  that 
he  should  be  betrayed  by  almost  all  his  troQps,  and  fall  a  sacri- 
fice;— ^all  this  is  to  me  utterly  improbable,  and  I  do  not  ever 
ejcpect  to  see  it  accoulited  for. 

I  take  this  opportunity  to  tell  you^  that  Algarotti  (as  I  see 
in  the  new  edition  of  his  works  printed  at  Leghorn)  being  em- 
ployed to  buy  pictures  for  *the  King  of  Poland,  purchased 
among  others  the  fan^ous  Holbein  that  wa&  at  Venice.  It  don't 
appear  that  he  knew  any  thing  of  your  book :  yet  he  calls  it 
the  consul  Meyer  and  his  family ^  as  if  it  were  then  known  to 
be  so  in  that  city.  A  young  man  here,  who  is  a  diligent  reader 
of  books,  an  antiquary,  and  a  painter,  informs  me^  that  at  the 
Red-Laon  Inn  at  Newmarket  is  a  piece  of  tapestry  containing 
the  very  design  of  your  marriage,  of,  Henry  the  Sixth,  only 
with  several  more  figures  in  \%^  both  men  and  women;  that  h^ 
would  have  bought  it  of  the  pe9ple,  but  they  r^^fused  to  part 
with  it  Mr.  Mason,  who  is  here,  desires  to  present  bis. best 
respects  to  you.  He  says,  that  to  efface  from  our  annals  the 
history  of  any  tyrant,  ia  to  dp  an  essential  injuiy  to. mankind; 
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but  he  forgives  it,  becaxise  you  have  shetrn  Henry  the  Seventh 
to  he  a  greater  tievll  Aati  Rkhard. 

Pray  do  not  be  out  of  humour.  When  you  first  commenced 
an  author,  you  Exposed  yourself  to  pit,  bo&ed,  and  g^dlery.  Any 
coxcomb  in  the  wortd  may  come  in  tmd  hiss  if  he  pleases; 
ayV^,  and  (what  is  almost  as  bad)  elap  too,  and  you  cannot  hin- 
det^  him.  I  saw  a  little  squib  fired  at  you  in  a  newspaper  by 
some  of  the  House  of  Vorke,  for  speaking  lightly  of  chancellors* 

Adieu  I    I  am  ever  youM> 

T.  GRAY, 


■n.    4 


UTTER  CXXXVI. 


M"-  CrttAt  TO  M«'  WALPOLE. 

4     , 

Pemhroke  CoUege,  Feb.  35,  17G8. 

TO  ^ouf  iH«iid!y  utAunatsMs  I  dm  glad  1  can  plead 
tM  guilty  if^h  h  ^afe  conscifttictef.  Bod^ley  told  tiie  fh  the 
Spring'  tliat  tirt  j^lfctes  ftdm  Mr.  Betrftey's  de«igtts  wWe  w6¥h 
out,  taad  •  he  wemtisd  t6  have  them  copied  and  r^oced  to  a 
smill^r  scale  fiir  a  Hew  edition.  I  dissoaded  him  from  so  silly 
an  expbnce,  and  desired  he  vronld  put  in  no  ornaments  ftt  all. 
T^e  fbnff  simy  was  to  be  totally  omitted,  te  its  only  us6  (that 
of  eacpfeining  the  prints)  was  gone:  but  tcr  supply  th6  place  of 
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it  in  bulk*  lest  my  xvorJcs  should  be  mistaken  for  the  works  of  a 
flea,  or  a  pismire,  I  promised  to  send  him  an  equal  weight  of 
poetry  or  prose:  so,  since  my  return  hither,  I  put  up  about 
two  ounces  of  stuff,  viz.  the  Fatal  Sisters,  the  Descent  of  Odin, 
(of  both  which  you  have  copies),  a  bit  of  something  firom  the 
Welch,  and  certain  little  Notes,  partly  from  justice  (to  acknow- 
ledge the  debt,  where  I  had  borrowed  any  thing)  partly  fix)m 
ill  temper,  just  to  tell  the  gentle  reader  that  Edward  I.  was 
not  Oliver  Cromwell,  nor  Queen  Elizabeth,  the  Witch  of  Endor. 
This  is  literally  all;  and  with  all  this,  I  shall  be  but  a  shrimp 
of  an  author.  I  gave  leave  also  to  print  the  same  thing  at 
Glasgow ;  but  I  doubt  my  packet  has  miscarried,  for  I  hear 
nothing  of  its  arrival  as  yet.  To  what  you  say  to  me  so 
civilly,  that  I  ought  to  write  more,  I  reply  in  your  oWn  words 
(like  the  Pamphleteer,  who  is  going  to  confute  you  out  of  your 
own  mouth)  What  has  one  to  do  when  turned  of  fifty ,  but  really  to 
think  of  finishing  ?  However,  I  will  be  candid,  (for  you  seem 
to  be  so  with  me),  and  avow  to  you,  that  till  fourscore-and- 
ten,  whenever  the  humour  takes  nie,  I  will  write,  because  I 
like  it;  and  because  I  like  myself  better  when  I  do  so.  If  I 
do  not  write  much,  it  is  because  I  cannot.  As  you  haVe  not 
this  last  plea,  I  see  no  reason  why  you  should  not  continue  as 
long  as  it  is  agreeable  to  yourself,  and  to  all  such  as  have  any 
curiosity  or  judgement  in  the  subject  you  choose  to  treat. 
By  the  way  let  me  tell  you  (while  it  is  firesh)  that  Lord  Sand- 
wiiih,  who  was  lately  dining  at  Cambridge,  speaking  (as  I  am 
told)  handsomely  of  your  book,  said,  it  was  pity  you  did  not 
know  that  his  cousin  Manchester  had  a  genealogy  of  the  Kings, 
which  came  down  no  lower  than  to  Richard  IIL  and  at  the 
end  of  it  were  two  portraits  of  Richard  and  his  Son,  in  which 
that  King  appeared  to  be  a  handsome  man.  I  tell  you  it  as 
I  heard  it:  perhaps  you  may  think  it  worth  enquiring  into. 

VOL,  II.  3  s 
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I  hftve  looked  into  Speed  and  Leslie.  It  appears  very  odd 
that  Speed  in  the  speech  he  makes  for  P.  Warbeck,  addressed 
to  James  IV*  of  Scotland^  should  three  times  cite  the  manu- 
script proclamation  of  Perkin,  then  in  the  hands  of  Sir  Rob^t 
Cotton;  and  yet  when  he  gives  us  the  proclamation  afterwards 
(on  occasion  of  the  insurrection  in  Cornwall)  he  does  not  cite 
ttoy  such  manuscript  In  Casley's  Catalogue  of  the  Cotton 
Library  you  may  see  whether  this  manuscript  proclamation  still 
nosts  or  not:  if  it  does»  it  may  be  found  at  the  Museum. 
Leslie  will  give  you  no  satisfaction  at  all :  though  no  subject  of 
England,  he  could  not  write  freely  on  this  matter^  as  the  title 
of  Mary  (his  mistress)  to  the  crown  of  England  was  derived 
from  that  of  Henry  VIL  Accordingly  he  every  where  treats 
Perkin  as  an  impostor;  yet  drops  several  little  expressions  in- 
consistent with  that  supposition.  He  has  preserved  no  procla- 
itiation:  he  only  puts  a  short  speech  into  Perkin's  mouth,  the 
fiobstance  of  which  is  taken  by  Speed,  and  translated  in  the 
tfoiL  of  his,  which  is  a  good  deal  longer:  the  whole  matter  is 
treated  by  Leslie  very  concisely  and  su})erficially.  I  can  easily 
transcribe  it,  if  you  piease ;  but  I  do  not  see  that  it  could  an- 
ener'Buy  purpose. 

Mr.  Bosweirs  book  I  was  going  to  recommend  to  you,  when 
I  received  your  letter:  it  has  pleased  and  moved  me  strangely, 
all  (I  mean)  that  relates  to  Paoli.  He  is  a  man  born  two  thou- 
SBtnd  years  after  his  time!  The  pamphlet  proves  what  I  have 
always  maintained,  that  any  fool  may  write  a  meet  valuable 
book  by  chance>  if  he  will  only  tell  us  what  he  heard  and  saw 
lEVith  veracity.  Of  Mr.  Boswell's  truth  I  have  not  the  lea^t 
8UG|)icioh,  because  I  am  sui^  he  could  invent  nothing  of  this 
kind.  The  true  title  of  this  part  of  his  work  is,  a  Dialc^gue 
betw«eeii  a  Green*^gw»e  and  a  Hero. 
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I  had  been  told  of  a  manuscript  in  Benet  library :  the  in- 
scription of  it  is  Itineirarium  Fratris  Simeonis  et  Hugonis  Illu- 
minatoris,  1322,  Would  not  one  think  this  should  promise 
something?  They  were  two  FranciscMi  friars  that  came  from 
Ireland,  and  passed  through  Wales  to  London,  to  Canterbury, 
to  Dover,  and  so  to  France  in  their  way  to  Jerusalem.  All 
that  relates  to  our  own  country  has  bfeen  transcribed  for  me, 
and  (sorry  am  I  to  say)  signifies  not  a  halfpenny :  only  this 
little  bit  might  be  inserted  in  your  next  edition  of  the  Painters : 
Ad  aliud  caput  civitatis  (Londoniae)  est  monasterium  nigrorum 
monachorum  nomine  Westmonasterium,  in  quo  fconstanter  et  com- 
muniter  omnes  reges  Angliae  sepeliuntur — et  eidem  monasterio 
quasi  immediate  conjungitur  illud  famosissimum  palatiuo^  regis, 
in  quo  est  ilia  vulgata  camera,  in  cujus  pafietibus  sunt  omnes 
historise  bellicee  totius  Biblise  itieffabiliter  depictsc,  aitque  in  Gal- 
lico  completissimd  et  perfectissimd  conscriptse,  in  non  modic4 
intuentium  adrairatione  et  manma  regali  magnificenti4. 

I  have  had  certain  observations  on  your  Royal  and  Noble 
Authors  given  me  to  send  you  perhaps  about  three  years  ago: 
last  week  I  found  them  in  a  drawer,  and  (my  conscience  being 
troubled)  now  enclose  them  to  you.  I  have  even  forgot  Whose 
they  are. 

* 

I  have  been  also  told  of  a  passage  in  Ph.  de  Ciimiines,  which 
(if  you  know)  ought  not  to  imve  been  passed  over.  The  Book 
is  not  at  hand  at  present,  and  I  must  coriclude  my  letter. 

Adieu !    I  am  ever  yoiirs^ 

T.  GRAY, 


3  s  2 
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LETTER   CXXXVIL 


WALPOLE 


Pembroke-Hall,  March  6,  1768. 


HERE  is  sir  William  Cornwallis,   eatitled  Essay es  of 
certaine  Paradoxes,    2d  Edit.  1617.  Lond. 


King  Richard  III. 

The  French  Pockes. 

Nothing. 

Good  to  be  in  debt. 

Sadnes^e. 

Julian  the  Apostate's  virtues. 


Praised. 


.  The  title-page  will  probably  suffice  you;  but  if  you  would 
know  any  more  of  him,  he  has  read  nothing  but  the  common 
chronicles,  and  those  without  attention;  for  example,  speaking 
of  Anne  the  queen,  he  says,  she  was  barren,  of  which  Richard 
had  often  complained  to  Rotheram.  He  extenuates  ^the  murder 
of  Henry  VI,  and  his  son:  the  first,  he  says,  might  be  a 
malicious  insinuation,  for  that  many  did  suppose  he  died  of 
mere  melancholy  and  grief:  the  latter  cannot  be  proved  to  be 
the  action  of  Richard  (though  executed  in  his  presence);  and 
if  it  were,  he  did  it  out  of  love  to  his  brother  Edward.  He 
justifies  the  death  of  the  Lords  at  Pomfret,  firom  reasons  of 
state,  for  his  own  preservation,  •  the  safety  of  the  commonwealth, 
and  the  ancient  nobility.     The  execution  of  Hastings  he  ex- 
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cuses  from  necessity,  from  the  dishonesty  and  sensuality  of  the 
man:  what  was  his  crime  with  respect  to  Richard,  he  does 
not  say.  Dr.  Shaw's  Seraion  was  not  by'  the  King's  com- 
mand, but  to  be  imputed  to  the  preacher's  own  ambition :  but 
if  it  was  by  order,  to  charge  his  mother  xoith  adultery  was  a 
matter  of  no  such  great  moment,  since  it  is  no  wonder  in  that  sex. 
Of  the  murder  in  the  Tower  he  doubts ;  but  if  it  were  by  his 
order,  the  offence  was  to  God,  not  to  his  people;  and  liow 
could  he  demonstrate  his  love  more  amply,  than  to  venture  his  soul 
for  their  quiet  ?  Have  you  enough,  pray  ?  you  see  it  is  an  idle 
declamation,  the  exercise  of  a  school-bov  that  is  to  be  bred  a 
statesman. 

I  have  looked  in  Stowe;  to  be  sure  there  is  no  proclamation 
there.  Mr.  Hume,  I  suppose,  means  Speed,  where  it  is  given, 
how  truly  I  know  not;  but  that  he  had  seen  the  original  is 
sure,  and  seems  to  quote  the  very  words  of  it  in  the  beginning 
of  that  speech  which  Perkin  makes  to  James  IV.  and  also  just 
afterward:;,  where  he  treats  of  the  Cornish  rebellion.  Guthrie, 
you  see,  has  vented  himself  in  the  Critical  Review.  His 
History  I  never  saw,  nor  is  it  here,  nor  do  1  know  any  one 
that  ever  saw  it.  He  is  a  rascal,  but  rascals  may  chance  to 
meet  with  curious  records ;  and  that  commission  to  Sir  I.  Tyrrell 
(if  it  be  not  a  lie)  is  such;  so  is  the  ordfer  for  Henry  the 
Sixth's  funeral.  I  would  by  no  means  take  notice  of  him,  write 
what  he  would.     I  am  glad  you  have  seen  the  Manchester  Roll. 

It  is  not  I  that  talk  of  Phil,  de  Comines.  It  was  men- 
tioned to  me  as  a  thing  that  looked  like  a  voluntary  omission, 
but  I  see  you  have  taken  notice  of  it,  in  the  note  to  p.  71, 
though  rather  too  slightly.  You  have  not  observed  that  the 
same  writer  says,  c.  55.  Richard  tua  de  sa^  main  gu  fit  tua*  en 
sa  presence,  quclque  lieu  apart,  ce  bon  homme  le  Roi  Henry.    Another 


im 


oyenight  I  think  there  is  at  p.  43,  where  you  tpeak  of  the 
Roil  qf  ParliameM,  cuid  the  contract  widi  L^y  Eleanor  Boteler> 
ag  things  newly  come  to  light.  Whereds  Speed  has  given  at 
large  the  same  Roll  in  his  Hktory.    Adieu  1 


I  am  ever  yours. 


T.  GRAY. 


4 


>■  > 


LETTER   CXXXVIII.* 

M»-  GRAY  TO  THE  DUKE  of  GRAFTON. 

Cambridgtf  Jufy,  17^. 

My  Lord, 

YOUR  Grace  has  dealt  nobly  with  me;  and  the 
same  delicacy  of  mind  that  induced  you  to  confer  this  favour  on 
xne,  unsolicited  and  unexpected,  may  perhaps  make  you  averse  to 
,  receive  my  sincerest  thanks  and  grateful  acknowledgements.  Yet 
your  Grace  must  excuse  me,  they  will  have  their  way :  they  are 
indeed  but  words ;  yet  I  know  and  feel  they  come  from  my 
heart,  and  therefore  are  not  wholly  unworthy  of  your  Grace's 
acceptance.  I  even  flatter  myself  (such  is  my  pride)  that  you 
have  some  little  satisfaction  in  your  own  work.  If  I  did 
not  deceive  myself  in  this,  it  would  compleat  the  happiness  of, 

My  Lord,  your  Grace's 

Most  obliged  and  devoted  set-vant. 


■*"^-*— ~— ~^'''— — ' Tr"    -    J     -  -  -  • -  —   -^  - — --f  ri  r 


*  The  two  fblloTving  Letters  explain  the  occasion  of  this  address,  in  a  way  so 
honourable  to  his  Grace,  and  are  withal  so  anthentic  a  testimony  of  Mr.  Gray's 
gratitude,  that  they  leare  me  nothing   to  add  on  the  subject.— ^Jfowon. 
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LETTER  CXXXIX. 


M»-  GRAY  TO  D«-  WHARTON, 


Jerwyn  Street ^  Aug,  1,  {at  Mr.  Roberts' 4)  1768t 

Dear  Doctor, 

I  HAVE  been  remiss  in  answering  your  last  letter^ 
which  was  sent  me  to  Ramsgate,  from  Cambridge.  For  I  have 
passed  a  good  part  of  the  summer  in  different  parts  of  Kent, 
much  to  my  satisfaction.  Could  I  have  advised  any  thing  es- 
sential in  poor  Mrs. case,  1  had  certainly  replied -immediately, 

but  we  seem  of  one  mind  in  it.  There  was  nothing  left  but 
to  appeal  to  delegates  (let  the  trouble  and  expense  be  what 
they   tvill  almost)  and   to  punish,  if  it   be   practicable  that  old 

« 

villain,  who  upon  the  bench  of  justice  dared  to  set  at  nought 
all  common  sense  and  humanity. 

I  write  to  you  now  chiefly  to  tell  you  (and  I  think  you  will 
be  pleased,  nay  I  expect  the  whole  family  will  be  pleased  with 
it)  that  on  Sunday  se'nnight.  Brocket,  died  by  a  fall  from  his  horse, 
being  (as  I  hear)  drunk,  and  some  say,  returning  from  Hin- 
chinbroke.  That  on  the  Wednesday  following  I  received  a 
letter  from  the  D.  of  Grafton,  saying  he  had  the  king's  commands 
to  offer  me  the  vacant  Professorship,  that,  &c.  (but  1  shall  not 
write  all  he  says)  and  he  adds  at  the  end,  that  from  private  as 
tvell  as  public  considerations,  he  must  take  the  warmest  part  in  ap^ 
proving  so  well  judged  a  measure^  as  he  hopes  I  do  not  doubt  of 


a» 
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the  real  regard  and  esteem  with  which  he  has  the  honor  to  be,  &c. 
there's  for  you,  so  on  Thursday  the  king  signed  the  warrant, 
and  next  day  at  his  levee  I  kissed  his  hand;  he  made  me 
several  gracious  speeches ;  vi^hich  I  shall  not  report,  because  every 
body  who  goes  to  Court,  does  so.  By  the  way,  I  desire  you 
would  say,  that  all  the  Cabinet  Council  in  words  of  great  favour 
approved  the  nomination  of  your  humble  servant:  and  this  I 
am  bid  to  say,  and  was  told  to  leave  my  name  at  their  several 
doors.  I  have  told  you  the  outside  of  the  matter,  and  all  the 
manner.  For  the  inside  you  know  enough  easily  to  guess  it, 
and  you  will  guess  right.  As  to  his  grace  I  have  not  seen  him 
before  or  since. 


I  shall  continue  here  perhaps  a  fortnight  longer,  perishing 
with  heat ;  I  have  no  Thermometer  with  me,  but  I  feel  it  as 
I  did  at  Naples.  Next  summer  (if  it  be  as  much  in  my  power, 
as  it  is  in  my  wishes)  I  meet  you  at  the  foot  of  Skiddaw. 
My  respects  to  Mrs.  Wharton,  and  the  young  ladies  great  and 
smalL     Love  to  Robin  suid  Richard.    Adieu! 

I  am  truly  yours. 


tm 


LETTER   CXL. 


W^  QfiAY  TO  M*-  <TiiCBaUJ&.* 

Jermyn-Street,  Aug.  3^  1768* 

THAT  Mr.  Brockett  ba&  broken  hb  neck^  by  a  fall 
from  hJB  horae,  you.  wiU  hav:e  seen  in  the  newspapers;  and  a)^ 
^^  ly  your  humble  servant,  have  kissed  the  Kiog*s  hzoA  ipr 
his  succession :  jthey  -are  boiih  ixua^  hiA  the  maoaer  l^oif  yjon 
kaoiv^  not;  only  I  •can  assure  yiov  rthat  I  had  no  hand  at  ^U 
la  his  fall,  and  almost  as  J^le  in  4;he  soMfid  evept  Jie  died 
€(1  the  Sunday ;  ^  Wednesday  following .  his  Qcape  Jiie  Diud^ 
»ef  Gralboa  wndte  ue  a  leeiy  polite  letter  io  m^,,  that  hiis  |^ 
jerty  had  comcnanded  liim  to  offisr  ape  the  Y^acpint  JPipffssoie^^p, 
not  only  aB  ^  repaid  of»  t&c.  hut  as  a  cradit  iK^  >&c.  'WiUi 
much  mcve  too  h\^  for  ofie  la  4xaBSGiibe:  Bo  «b  Thws^ay 
the  King  signed  iihp  ^^^mrmok,  a«d  aext  day,  ^  his  leKe?,  I 
kissed  his  hand;  he  made  me  several  gracious  speeches^ ^hic^i 
I  shall  not  repeat,  because  every  body,  that  goes  to  Co\irt, 
does  so.:  besides^  t|[ie  day  was  ^so  hot;,  aad  the  lov^renoay  so 
eabasmsiiiig  to  me,  that  I  hwdly  knew  what  ,4ie  said. 

Adieu.  I  imsk  tp  perish  Jbere  with  heat  this  lortaigbt  ^yet, 
and  then  to  CaiabsRJ^e ;  to  -be  sure  n^by  di^^ty  m  «  JiiAdp  titm 
w<«e  for  weac,  but  mended  aad  wanhed,  it  will  do  fer  me. 

"^  Itoctor  titf  Lotmde  andlBratfwell  iti  StdToIk.  'His  acqaaitftanoe  mffh  Mr.  Cray 
oaHMnted  »  ftfw  yMTs  btfore  4lMe  ^iaie  of  ftis,  -^vtImi  he  waa  «i  aMfent  if  TrM«j 
J9!a^,  '<L/aawH(i|paw— ^wMNwaii. 

YOI^  II.  3  T 
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LETTER  CXLI. 


M«-  GRAY   TO   M»    BEATTIE. 

Pembroke-Halh  Oct.  31,  J  768. 

IT  is  some  time  since  I  received  from  Mr.  Foulis  two 
copies  of  my  poems,  one  by  the  hands  of  Mr.  T.  Pitt  the  other 
by  Mr.  Merrill,  a  bookseller  of  this  town :  it  is  indeed  a  most 
beautiful  edition,  and  must  certainly  do  credit  both  to  him  and 
to  me :  but  I  fear  it  will  be  of  no  other  advantage  to  him, 
as  Dodsley  has  contrived  to  glut  the  town  already  with  two 
editions  beforehand,  one  of  1500,  and  the  other  of  750,  both 
indeed  far  inferior  to  that  of  Glasgow,  but  sold  at  half  the  4 
price.  I  must  repeat  my.  thanks.  Sir,  for  the  trouble  you  have  ^ 
been  pleased  to  give  yourself  on  my  account  (  and  through  yoii 
I  must  desire  leave  to  convey  my  acknowledgements  to  Mr. 
Foulis,  for    the    pains   and  expence   he   has   been    at  in  this 

publication. 

«.  •  > 

We  live  at  so  great  a  distance,  that,  perhaps,  you  may  not 
yet  have  learned,  what,  I  flatter  myself,  you  will  not  be  dis- 
pleased to  hear:  the  middle  of  last  summter  his  Majesty  was 
pleased  to  appoint  me  Regius  Professor  of 'Modem  History  in 
this  University ;  it  is  the  best  thing  the  Crown  has .  to  bestow 
(on  a  layman)  here;  the  salary  is  4001.  per  ann.  but  what 
enhances  the  value  of  it  to  me  is,  that  it  was  bestowed  without 
being  asked.  The  person,  who  held  it  before  me,  died  on  the 
Sunday;  and  on  Wednesday  following  the  Duke  of  Grafton 
wrote  me  a  letter  to  say,  that  the  King  olfered  me  this  office^ 
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with  many  additional  expressions  of  kindness  on  his  Grace's 
part,  to  whom  I  am  but  little  known,  and  whom  I  have  not 
seen  either  before  or  since  he  did  me  this  favour.  Instances 
of  a  benefit  so  nobly  conferred,  I  believe,  are  rare ;  and  therefore 
I  tell  you  of  it  as  a  thing  that  does  honour,  not  only  to  me, 
but  to  the  Minister* 

As  I  lived  here  before  from  choice,  I  shall  now  continue  to 
do  so  from  obligation :  if  business  or  curiosity  should  call  you 
southwards,  you  will  find  few  firiends  that  will  see  you  with 
more  cordial  satis&ction,  than,  dear^Sir,  &c. 


END  OF  THE  FOURTH  SECTION* 


3  T  2 
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SECTION  THE  FIFTH, 


LETTER  I. 


W-  GRAY   TO   D*    WttAHTON, 

London^  April  20,  lUSd^  ^ 

DfiAH  Dofctoft, 

YOU  have  reason  to  call  me  negligent,  nor  have  I 
any  thing  to  allege  in  my  own  defence^  but  two  successive  fits 
of  the  gout,  which  though  weakly  and  not  severe,  were  at  least 
dispiriting,  and  lasted  a  long  time.  I  rejoiced  to  4iear  yew 
^arms  for  Robia  and  Kitty  ^ided  so  hapipily^^axid  with  ibem  (I 
liopt)  are  flad  a  greeit  part  ol*  your  Intiilie  im^iiietiiditt  on.  diis 
^K^iMMnl.  !h  the  stirtnner,  I  flatter  myself,  ire  may  tfll  meet  in 
"health  once  morie  at  Old  l*ark,  and  a  part  of  uis,  perhaps,  stt 
the  foot  of  Skiddaw*  I  am  to  eaK  oq  Mason  uo  my  way,  and 
Jbrkg  him  with  iriife  to  irmt  his  loWA  wofeks.  Mr«  Bbdwh  «dk- 
fAfMA  yomr  nephew  «re<Mrdkig  *&  yoot  «rde»si  aftd  will  p9«f4de 
him  with  a  rctoin  against  October, 

I'  do  not  q^mrn  what  ioteUi^nee  'fit^afehMier igawe  ^sau  i^iiMit 
my  employments,  but  the  #drst  <eAlnp|dy<fls^t  i  "te^  ^hiid>  bflB 
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been  to  write  something  for  musick  against  the  Duke  of  Grafton 
comes  to  Cambridge.  I  must  comfort  myself  with  the  intention, 
for  I  know  it  will  bring  abuse  enough  on  me;*  however  it  is 
done,  and  given  to  the  Vice-chancellor,  and  there  is  an  end. 
I  am  come  to  town  for  a  fortnight,  and  find  every  thing  in  ex- 
treme confusion, .  as  you  may  guess  from  your  newspapers. 
Nothing  but  force  threatened  on  both  sides,  and  the  law  (as 
usual)  watching  the  event,  and  ready  to  side  with  the  strongest. 
The  only  good  thing  I  hear,  is  that  France  is  on  the  brink  of 
a  general  bankruptcy,  and  their  fleet  (the  only  thing  they  have 
laid  out  money  on  of  late)  in  no  condition  of  service. 

The  spring  is  come  in  all  its  beauty,  and  for  two  or  three 
days  I  am  going  to  meet  it  at  Windsor;  adieu!  and  let  us 
pray  it  may  continue  till  July.  Remember  me  to  Mrs.  Wharton, 
aod  all  the  &mily. 

I  am  ever  yours. 


T.G. 


Mason  has  left  us,  and  is  gone  to  Aston. 


*■<  i|    .   .^*>T*i<« 


'  *  When  tiie  hie  Duke  of  Grdtoa  (says  Mr.  Mftthias,  in  his  Observations  on^ 
Gray,  p.  5S.)  was  elected  Cbandellor  of  the  UaiTorslty  tf  CanAridge,  it  is  known 
that  Mr*  Ck^y,  from  an  iapolse  of  what  he  looked  on  ae  a  speoies  of  duty,  aponta- 
AjDonsIy  offered  to  write  the  Ode  for  his  Grace*8  installation.  He  considered  it  neyeiv 
thefess  as  a  sort  of  task,  as  a  set  composition ;  and  a  considerable  time  passed  before  he 
could  prevail  upon  himself,  or  rather  before  he  actually  felt  the  power  to  begin  it. 
Bot  one  morning  after  breakfast,  Mr.  Nioholls  called  on  him,  and  knocking  at  his 
chamber  door,  Bfr*  Oray  got  up  hastily  and  threw  it  open  himself,  and  running  up  to 
him  in  a  hurried  veice  and  tone,  exclaimed,  <  Henoe,  avaunt !  *ti8  holy  ground  1* 
Mr.  Nicholb  was  so  astonished  that  he  thought  his  senses  were  deranged,  but^ 
Mr.  Gray  in  a  moment  after  resumed  his  usual  pleasant  manner,  and  rqpeating 
several  venes  at  the  beginning  of  that  inimitable  oonpositaoo,  said^  ^  Well|  I  have 
begun  the  Ode,  and  now  I  shall  tnish  it.'— ^iL 
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LETTER   II. 


M^  GRAY   TO   M«-   NICHOLLS. 


•    '     . 


1  WAS  absent  from  College,  and  did  not  receive  your 
melancholy  letter  till  my  return  hither  yesterday;  so  you  must 
not  attribute  this  delay  to  me  but  to  accident:  to  sympathize 
with  you  in  such  a  loss^  is  an  easy  task  for  me,  but  to  com- 
fort you  not  so  easy;  can  I  wish  to  see  you  unaffected  with 
the  sad  scene  now  before  your  eyes,  or  with  the  loss  of  a 
person  that,  through  a  great  part  of  your  life,  has  proved  him- 
self so  kind  a  friend  to  you?  He  who  best  knows  our  nature 
(for  he  made  us  what  we  are)  by  such  afflictions  recalls  us 
from  our  wandering  thoughts  and  idle  merriment;  from  the 
insolence  of  youth  and  prosperity,  to  serious  reflection,  to  our 
duty,  and  to  himself;  nor  need  we  hasten  to  get  rid  of  these 
impressions;  time  (by  appointment  of  the  same  Power)  will 
cure  the .  smart,  and  in  some  hearts  soon  blot  out  all  the  traces  of 
sorrow;  but  such  as  preserve  them  longest  (for  it  is  partly  left 
in  our  own  power)  do  perhaps  best  acquiesce  in  the  will  of  the 
chastiser. 

• 

For  the  consequences  of  this  sudden  loss,  I  see  them  well, 
and  I  think,  in  a  like  situation,  could  fortify  my  mind,  so  as 
to  support  them  with  cheerfulness  and  good  hopes,  though  not 
naturally  inclined  to  see  things  in  their  best  aspect.  When 
you  have  time  to  turn  yourself  round,  you  must  think  seriously 
of  your  profession ;  you  know  I  would  have  wished  to  see  you 
wear  the  livery  of  it  long  ago:   but  I  will  not  dwell  on  this 


*  The  death  of  his  uncle  GoTernor  Floyer. 
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subject  at  present.  To  be  obliged  to  those  we  love  and  esteem 
is  a  pleasure ;  but  to  serve  and  oblige  them  is  a  still  greater ;  and 
thb,  with  independence  (no  vulgar  blessing),  are  what  a  pro- 
fession at  your  age  may  reasonably  pfomise:  without  it  they 
are  hardly  attainable.     Remember  I  speak  fix)m  experience. 

In  the  mean  time  while  your  present  situation  lasts,  which  I  hope 
will  not  be  long,  cotttinUfe  your  kindness  and  confidence  in  me, 
by  tfustittg  hie  with  the  whole  of  it ;  and  surely  you  hazard 
ndtlittlg'  by  so  doing:  that  situation  does  not  appear  so  new  to 
me  as  it  do6s  to  you.  You  well  know  the  tenour  of  mv  conver- 
s&tioti  (tiffed  at  times  perhaps  a  little  farther  than  you  liked)  has 
bfeett  irilettded  to  prepare  you  for  this  event,  and  to  familiarize 
ydur  mitid  With  this  spectre,  which  you  call  by  its  worst  uauM : 
but  tefn6mber  that  ^  Hohesta  res  est  Iseta  paupertas."  I  see 
it  with  respect,  and  so  will  every  one,  whose  poverty  is  not 
seated  in  theW  ttiitid*^.  Ihiere  is  but  one  real  evil  in  it  (take 
rty  w6rd  who  kiiow  it  well),  knd  that  is,  that  you  have  less  the 
power  ot  assisting  others,  who  have  not  the  same  resources  to 
support  them.  You  have  youth:  you  have  many  kind  well- 
inlehlioned  people  belonging  to  you;  many  acquaintance  of 
yoiit  (iwn,  or  families  that  will  wish  to  serve  you.  Consider  how 
many  have  had  the  same,  or  greater  cause  for  dejection,  with 
none  of  these  resources  before  their  eyes.  Adieu.  I  sincerely 
wish  your  happiness. 

P.S.  t  have  just  heard  that  a  iSriend  of  naine  is  struck  with 
a  paralytick  disotder,  in  which  state  it  is  likely  he  may  live. 
incapaUe  of  stesisting  himself,  in  the  hands  of  servants  or  ra- 
tions £hat  only  gape  aft;eir  his  spoils,  peAaps  for  years  to. come; 
think  how  many  things  may  befel  a  man  far  worse  than  poverty 
or  death. 


*  All  e^Lcellent  thought  finely  expressed. — Moion* 
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LETTER  ra. 


M«-   GRAY  TO   M"-   NICHOLLS. 


»  » 


«  « 

Pembroke  College^  June  24,  1769. 

*  « 

AND  so  you  have  a  garden  of  your  own,*  and  you  plani 
and  transplant,  and  are  dirty  and  amused!  Are  not  you  ashamed 
of  yourself?  Why,  t  have  no  such  thing,  you  mohsteir,  nor  ever 
shall  be  either  dirty  or  amused  as  long  as  I  live.  My  gardens  are 
in  the  windows  like  those  of  a  lodger  up  three  pair  of  stairs 
in  Petticoat  Lane,  or  Camomile  Strieet,  and  they  go  to  tied 
regularly  under  the  same  roof  that  1  do.  Dear,  how  charming 
it  must  be  to  walk  out  in  one's  own  garding,  and  sit  on  a 
bench  in  the  open  air,  with  a  fountain  and  leaden  statue,  and  a 
rolling  stone,  and  an  arbour:  have  a  care  of  sore  throats  though, 
and  the  agoe. 

• 
However,  be  it  known  to .  you,  though  I  have  no  garden,  I 

have  sold  my   estate  and   got  a  Uiousand   guineasf  i  and  four- 

-  ifi"i     '    f-        riiii  I     ii  ■!       n    f     ru'-r    r*    — —    —, — —  *    *—  —     '--i    ^-j---    jiirtral/i     n  <■     .n' 

■  ■  • 

*  Mr.  Nicholls,  by  having  pursued  the  advice  of  his  correspondent,  we  find  was 
now  possessed  of  that  competency  which  he  wished  him.  Happy,  not  only  in  haying 
so  sage  an  adviser,  but  in  his  own  good  sense  wluch  prompted  him  t6  follow  such 
advice.  The  gaiety,  whim,  and  humour  of  this  letter  contrast  prettily  with  the  gravity 
and  serious  reflection  of  the  former. — Mcuan, 

t  Consbting  of  Houses  on  the  west  side  of  Hand-Alley,  London :  Mrs.  OUifie  was 
the  Aunt  here  mentioned,  who  had  a  share  iti  thid  estate,  kAd  for  whom  he  {^r%eured 
this  annuity.    She  died  id  1771,  a  few  motiflid  before  her  depheW. — ltfa$M. '  ^ 

VOL.  II.  3  U 
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score  pounds  a  year  for  my  old  aunt,  and  a  twenty  pound 
prize  in  the  lottery,  and  Lord  knows  what  arrears  in  the  trea- 
sury, and  am  a  rich  fellow  enough,  go  to ;  and^  a  fellow  that 
hatih  had  losses,  and  one  that  hath  two  gowns,  and  every  thing 
handsome  about  him,  and  in  a  few  days  shall  havk  new  w:in* 
dow  curtains :  Are  you  avized  of  that  ?  Ay,  and  a  new  mat- 
tress to  lie  upon. 

My  Ode  has  been  rehearsed  again  and  againf ,  and  the  scholars 
have  got  scraps  by  heart:  I  expect  to  see  it  torn  piece-meal  in 
the  North  Briton  before  it  is  bom.  If  you  will  come  you 
shall  see  it,  and  sing  in  it  amidst  a  chorus  from  Salisbiuy 
imd  Gloucester  music  meeting,  great  names  there^  and  all 
well  versed  in  Judas  Maccabseus*  I  wish  it  were  once  over; 
^r  then  I  immediately  go  for  a  few  days  to  Xiondon,  and  so 
with  Mr.  Brown  to  Aston,  though  I  fear  it  will  rain  the  whole 
summer,  and  Skiddaw  will  be  invisible  and  inaccessible  to 
mortals. 


J  • 


I  have  got  De  la  Landes'  Voyage  through  Italy,  in  eight 
volumes;  he  is  a  member  of  the  academy  of  sciences^  and 
pretty  good  to  read.  I  have  read  too  an  octavo  volume  of 
Shenstone's    Letters:    Poor   Man!   he  was   always   wishing   for 


^  Mr.  MftsoB  has  not  remained  that  these  are  the  wordsi  of  Dogberry,  in  '  Much 
'  AAo  about  Nothing,*  whieh  Gray  tsea.  '  I  am  a  wise  fellow,  and  which  is  more  an 
'  officer,  and  which  is  more  an  householder,  and  which  is  more  as  pretty  a  piece  of 
^  flesh  as  any  in  Messina ;  and  one  that  knows  the  law,  go  to,  and  a  rich  /eUorn 
*  emoughy  go  to ;  and  a  fottow  that  hath  had  to$$€4,  and  one  thai  hath  two  gowns, 
^  and  every  thing  handsomfi  about  him ;  bring  him  away.  Oh !  that  I  had  been 
'•  writ  down  aa  ass  !*^£(l. 


t  Ode  for  Musiq  on  the  Puke  of  Grafton's  iBstaDation.    See  Poemsy  (Vol.  I.) 
^  43.*    Hi?  r^Mon  foi:  writii»|^  it  is.  gixea,  in  the  i»ext  letter-r-iVcMioii. 
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inoney«  for  fame,  and  oth^  distmctions ;  and  hi«  whole  philo* 
sophy  consisted  in  living  against  his  will  in  retirement,  and 
in  a  place  which  his  taste  had  adorned;  hut  which  he  only 
enjoyed  when  people  of  note  came  to  see  and  commend  it :  his 
correspondence  is  about  nothing  else  but  this  place  and  his  own 
writings,  with  two  or  three  neighbouring  clergymen  who  wrote 
verses  too. 

I  have  just  found  the  beginning  of  a  letter,  which  some* 
bpdy  had  dropped:  I  should  rather  call  it  first  thoughts  for  t^ie 
beginning  of  a  letter ;  for  there  are  many  scratches  and  cor- 
rections. As  I  cannot  use  it  myself  (having  got  a  beginning 
already  of  my  own)  I  send  it  for  your  use  on  some  great 
occasion. 

Dear  Sir, 

*^  Afler  so  long  silence,  the  hopes  of  pardon,  and  prospect 
'^  of  forgiveness  might  seem  entirely  extinct,  or  at  least  very 
'^  remote,  was  I  not  truly  sensible  of  your  goodness  and  can- 
''  dour,  which  is  the  only  asylum  that  my  negligence  can  fly 
^  to,  since  every  apolo^  would  prove  insufficient  to  counter- 
«<  balance  it,  or  alleviate  my  fiuilt :  How  then  shall  my  defici- 
ency presume  to  make  so  bold  an  attempt,  or  be  able  to 
suffer  the  hardships  of  so  rough  a  campaign  ?  &c.  &c.  &c. 


4€ 
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LETTER  IV: 


M«-  GRAY  TO  W-  B]QiTTl& 

Cambridge,  July  IQf  1769. 

--'  '  "  '•  TOE' late  ceremony  of  the  Dake  of  Grafton's  iristalla- 
tfon  has  tiitidered  me  from  acknowledging  ^ner  •  the  satis&otioi^ 
your  fbi'endly  compliment  gave  me:  I  thought  myself  bound  in 
gratitude  to  Wis  Grace,,  unasked,  to'  take  upon  ine  the  task  of 
ttriting  those  terses  which  are  usually  set  to  music  on  this 
ioccasion*.  I  do  not  think  them  worth  sending  you,  because 
they  are  by  nature  doomed  to  live  but  a  single  day;  or,  if 
their  existence  is  prolonged  beyond  that  date,  it  is  only  by 
means  of  newspa^r  parodies,  and  witless  criticisms.     This  ^ort 

of  abuse   I   had  reason  to  expect,   but    did  not  think  it   worth 

,_».       •  .^  %..  .• 

e  to  avoid. 


!  '      .'  » 


MK  Toulis  iy  magnificent  in  his  gratitudef:  I  cdimot  figure 

,  .  .  '  »  •  ••..,•:••  •  ,      *' 

m 

'  ■  .  <  .   •  .  ...  .  .  '  .  '-J      t 

. .«  In  a  siMt  nq^^  iviwdi  bf  wrote  to  1ir«  .StOBehevftr^  Juo*  It^wlw^  tt^  hiv  veqacst 
he  sent  him  tbe,  Od^  it  maauscript  for  his  Ck^c^'a  p^ugfU^  h0/»|^efl9ai»  tbis  moliTe 
more  fully.  ^  I  did  not  intendTthe  Duke  should  have  heard  me  till  be  could  not  help 
^  it.  You  are  desired  to  make  the  best  excuses  you  can  to  bis  Grace  for  the  liberty  I 
'  have  taken  of  priusing  him  to  his  face ;  but  as  somebody  \?as  necessarily  to  do  this,  I 
'  did  not  see  why  Gratitude  should  sit  silent  and  leave  it  to  Expectation  to  sing,  who 
^  certainly  would  have  sung,  and  that  3  gorge  deploy Se  upon  such  an  occasion. — Mason. 

t  When  the  Glasgow  edition  of  Mr.  Gray*s  Poems  was  sold  off  (which  it  was  in  a 
short  time),  Mr..  Foulis  finding  himself  a  considerable  gainer,  mentioned  to  Mr. 
Beattie,  that  he  wished  to  make  Mr.  Gray  a  present  either  of  bis  Homer,  in  4  yoIs. 
folio,  or  the  Greek  Historians,  printed  likewise  at  Jus  press,  in  20  vols,  dnodedmo. — 
Mason*. 


to  myself  how  it  can  be  worth  his  while  to  offer  me  such  a 
present.  You  can  judge  better  of  it  than  I;  if  he  does  not 
hurt  himself  by  it,  I  would  accept  his  Homer  with  many 
thanks.     I  have  not  got  or  evea  seen  -  it. 

I  could  wish  to  subscribe  to  his  new  edition  of  Milton,  and 
desire  to  be  set'  down  fbi?  two  copies'  of  <!he^  large  paper;  but 
you  must  inform  me  where  and  when  I  may  pay  the  money. 

It..-         •  *  » 

You  have  taught  me  to  long  for  a  second  letter,  and  particularly 
for  what  you  say  will  make  the  contents  of  it  I  hkVef  hoihing 
to  requite  it.  with,  but  plain  and  friendly  truth;  aQd  that  you 
shall  haye  joined  \  to.  a  zeal  for  your  fame,  and  a  pleasure  in  your 
success.  ^  M         '      ' 

•    .  . .      .  '         '     »  .  '  .  •  •      I'  .        .  •  ?  . f    .    .        . .  1 •  ♦  <       ;  ' .  f » . 


I  I 


*  i  am  now  s^ttin^  forward,  on  a  journey.  to.wa|x[s  the  North  pf 
England  ;_but  it  will  not^repph  so  far  as  I  could  wish.  '  1 
must  rptum  hither  before  Michaelmas,  and  shall  barely  have 
umeM»  visit  a  tew   places,  and  a  few  mends.      ,    .        '         . 

•.I     .').  .  -      ••.  •      -      *  *         .'•?....  '/      /,,:     .  .ut     (iT     ,',-,•  .|U 

• :..   ••      '•  ;i    M  '1')  n    /til 


•  •  • 


I 


« 


.  ; 


•if 


;)   .1 
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LETTER  V. 


M»^  GRAY  TO  D«-  WHARTON- 


Pembroke  CoOege,  Juhf  17,  1760, 


Dear  Doctor, 


Mason  being  in  residence  at  York,  I  lay  aside  my 
first  design  of  going  obliquely  to  Aston,  and  thence  to  Keswick; 
and  set  out  with  Mr.  Brown  to-morrow  the  common  north 
road^  We  shall  probably  pass  two  or  three  days  at  York,  and 
then  come  to  Old  Park;  about  the  end  of  August  we  may 
cioss  the  Appennine,  and  visit  M.  Skiddaw,  when  Mason  may 
accompany  or  meet  us  on  our  way;  and  so  you  drop  me 
there,  to  find  my  way  through  the  deserts  of  Lancashire  in 
my  return  homewards. 

I  am  s6  fat,  that  I  have  suffered  more  fix>m  heat  this  last 
fortnight,  than  ever  I  did  in  Italy.  The  thermometer  usually 
at  75,  and  (in  the  sun)  at  116.  My  respects  to  Mrs.  Wharton 
and  the  fiunily. 


I  am  ever  yours. 


T.  G. 


5ig 


TAU  30  Sept.   1769. 

I  and  sunshine.  A  mile  and  a  half 
a  great  anny  encamped  *{*.  To  the 
ith  green  meadows  and  hedge  rows.; 
f  forth  from  a  grove  of  old  trees.  On 
3d  myriads  of  horses  and  cattle  in 
the  fields  round  me,  a  brisk  stream 
lousands  of  clean  healthy  people  in 
ipparel,  farmers  and  their  families, 
s,  hastening  up  from  the  dales  and 
e,  glittering  in  the  sun,  and  pressing 
g;  while  the  dark  hills,  on  many 
^  yet  hanging,  served  as  a  contrast 
.ene,  Vhich  continued  for  near  two 
and  the  crowd  (coming  towards  it) 

above  Appleby,   the  thick  hanging 

of   the  Eden    (rapid,    clear,    and 

with  views  of  the  castle  and  town, 

3   the    mirror  1 ;    but   the  sutt  was 

wanting  and  the  sky  overcast. 


-A-«- 


*  The  copy  of  the  journal  from  which  thia  is  transcribed,  is  in  the  hand-writing 
of  Dr.  Wharton ;  much  is  altered  and  omitted^  as  the  reader  may  ascertain  by 
comparison,  in  Mason's  Memoirs  ot  Gray. — . 


t  There  ia  a  great  fiitir  for  cattle  kept  qn  the  hilL  near  Broiigfa,  on  this  day 
and  the  preceding.— Jfa#oii. 

« 

# 
X  ^  Mr.  Gray  earned  usually  with  him  on  these  tours  a  jriano-eonirvi  mirror, 
of  about  fbiir  inches  diameter,  on  a.  black  foib,  and  bound  up .  like  a  podLet-book. 
A  glass  of  this  sort  is  perhaps  the  best  and  most  oonvenient  substitute  for  a  camera 
obscura,  of  any  thing,  that  has  hitherto,  been  invented,,  and.  may  he  had  o£  any. 
opticiim/ — M.cuam 


do 

Oats  and  barley  cut  every  where,  but  not  carried  in.  Passed 
Kirby-thore,  Sir  W.  Babton's '  hcAme  ^t  Acorn-Bank,  Winfield 
Park,  Harthorn  Oaks,  Countess- Pillar,  Brougham-Castle,  Mr. 
Brown  (one  of  the  Six  Clerks)  his  lairge  new  house;  crossed 
the  ficten,  and  die  Eimot  (pronounce  Eeman)  with  its  green  vale, 
and  at  three  o'clock  dined  with  Mrs,  Buchanan,  at  Penrith,  on 
trout  and  partridge.  Iii  the  afternoon  walked  up  the  Beacon- 
hill,  a  mile  to  the  top,  saw  Winfield  and  Lowther  Parks,  and 
through  an  opening  in  the  bosom  of  that  cluster  of  mountains^ 
which  the  Doctor  well  remembers,  the  lake  of  Ulz-water,  with 
the  craggy  tops  of  a  hundred  nameless  hills.  These  lie  to  W. 
and  S. ;  to  the  N.  a  great  extent  of  black  and  dreary  plains ; 
to  E.  Cross-fell,  just  visible  through  mists  and  vapours  hovering 
round  it. 


»    » 


October  1.  Wind  at  S.  W. ;  a  grey  autumnal  day,  air  per- 
fectly calm  and  gentle.  Went  to  see .  Ulz-water,  five  miles 
distant.  Soon  left  the  Keswick  road,  and  turned  to  the  left 
throwgh  ^ady  lanes,  s^png  the  vale  of  Eeman,  %^ich  runs 
rapidly  on  neigr  the  way,  rippling  over  the  stones.  To  the 
right  i^  jPe/wzme,  ,.a  large  fabric  of  pale  red  stone«  with  nine 
windojwrs,  ii^  front,  and  seven  on  the  side,  built  by  Mr.  Hassel, 
behind  it  a  fine  laAvn,  surrounded  by  woods,  and  a  long  rocky 
eminence  rising  over  them.  A  clear  and  brisk  rivulet  runs  by 
the  house  to  join  the  Eeman,  whose  course  is  in  sight  and  at  a 
smair  distance.  Farther  on  appears  Hatton  St.  John,  a  castle- 
like old  mansion  of  Mr.  Huddleston.  Approached  Dunmallert^ 
a  fine  pointed  hill,  covered  with  wood,  planted  by  old  Mr, 
Hassd;  befbre  mentibned ;  who  lives  always  at  home,  and  de- 
lights in  planting.  Walked  over  a  spungy  meadow  or  two,  and 
began  to*  moimfci  this  hill  through  a  broad  and  strait  gi^en  alley 
amon^thfe' trees,  and  with  some  toil  gained  the  summit.  From 
hence  'saw  the  lake  opening  directly  at  my  feet,  majestic  in  its 
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calmness^  clear  and  smooth  as  a  blue  mirror,  with  winding  shores 
and  low  points  of  land  covered  with  green  inclosures,  white 
farm  houses  looking  out  among  the  trees,  and  cattle  feeding. 
The  water  is  almost  every  where  bordered  with  cultivated  lands 
gently  sloping  upwards  till  they  reach  the  feet  of  the  mountains, 
which  rise  very  rude  and  aweful  with  their  broken  tops  on 
either  hand;  directly  in  front,  at  better  than  three  miles  dis- 
tance Place  Fell,  one  of  the  bravest  among  them,  pushes  its  bold 
broad  breast  into  the  midst  of  the  lake,  and  forces  it  to  alter 
its  course^  forming  first  a  large  bay  to  the  lefl,  and  then 
bending  to  the  right  I  descended  Dunmallert  again  by  a  side 
avenue,  that  was  only  not  perpendicular,  and  came  to  Barton 
bridge  over  the  Eeman,  then  walking  tSirough  a  padi  in  the 
wood  round  the  bottom  of  the  hill,  came  forth  where  the  Eeman 
issues  out  of  the  lake,  and  continued  my  way  along  its  western 
shore  close  to  the  water,  and  generally  on  a  level  with  it  Saw 
a  cormorant  flying  over  it  and  fishing. 

(Te  he  contmuedJ) 
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LETTER  VL 


M"^   GRAY   TO   D*    WHARTON. 


Aston,  18  Oct  i769. 


Dear  Doctor, 


<  •       ■ 

I  HOPE  you  got .  safe  and  well  home  after  that 
troublesome  night*;  I  long  to  hear  you  say  so..  For  me  I 
have  continued  well,  been  so  favoured  by  the  weather,  that  my 
walks  have  never  once  been  hindered  till  yesterday  (that  is, 
during  a  fortnight  and  3  or  4  days,  and  a  journey  of  300 
miles  and  more)  and  am  now  at  Aston  for  two  days.  To- 
morrow I  go  towards  Cambridge :  Mason  is  not  here,  but  Mr. 
Alderson  receives  me.     My  best  respects    to  the  family. 

Adieu!     I  am  ever  yours. 

Pray  tell  me  about  Stonehewer. 


*  Dr.  Wharton  yrho  had  intended  to  acconapany  Mr.  Gray  to  Keswick,  was 
seized  at  Brough  with  a  yiolent  fit  of  his  asthma,  which  obliged  him  to  return 
home.  This  was  the  reason  that  Mr.  Gray  undertook  to  write  the  following  journal 
of  his  tour  for  his  friend's  amusement.  He  sent  it  under  difierent  covers,  I  give 
it  here  in  continuation.  It  may  not  be  amiss,  however,  to  hint  to  the  reader,  that 
if  he  expects  to  find  elaborate  and  nicely  turned  periods  in  this  narration,  he  will 
be  greaUy  disappointed.  When  Mr.  Gray  described  places,  he  aimed  only  to  be 
exact,  clear,  and  intelligible ;  to  convey  peculiar,  not  general  ideas,  and  to  paint  by 
the  eye,  not  the  fitncy.  There  ha^e  been  many  accounts  of  the  Westmoreland  and 
Cumberland  lakes,  both  before  and  «ince  this  was  written,  and  all  of  them  better 
calculated  to  please  readers,  who  are  fond  of  what  they  call  Jine  wriimg :  Yet 
those  who  can  content  themselves  with  an  elegant  simplicity  of  narrative,  will,  I 
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JOURNAL  continued.^1  October,  \1^9.     . 

The  figure  of  Ulz-water  nothing  resembles  thtft  laid 
our  maps :  it'  is  9  miles  long,  and  (ab  widest)  under  a  mile  in 
breadth.  After  extending  itself  three  miles  and  a  half  in '  a 
line  to  S.  W.  it  turns  at  the  foot  of  Place  Felly  almost  ^due 
W.  and  is  here  not  twice  the  breadth  of  the  Thames  at  Lotf- 
doB.  It  is  soon  again .  interrupted  by  the  roots  of  Helvellyn, 
a  lofty  and  very  rugged  mountain,  and  spreading' '  again  ibms 
off  to  S.  £.  and  is  lost  among  the  deep  reoesses'of  th^  hills. 
To  this  second  turning  I  pursued  my  way  about  4  miles  along 
its  borders  beyond  a  village  scattered  among  trees,  ^  and  ^  called 
Water-Mallock,  in  a  pleasant  grave  day,  perfectly  calm  *•  and 
warm,  but  without  a  gleam  of  sunshine.  TTien  the  sky  seeming 
to  thicken,  the  valley  to  grow  more  desolate,  and  evening 
drawing  on,  I  returned  by  the  way  I  came  to  Penrith. 

October  9.  Wind  at  S.  E. ;  sky  clearing.  Cross  Fell  misty, 
but  the  outline  of  the  other  hills  very  distinct.  Set  out  at  10 
for  Keswick,  by  the  road  we  went  in  176".  Saw  Grey  stock  town 
and  castle  to  the  right,  which  lie  only  3  miles  (over  the  Fells) 
fiom  Ul:&- water.  Passed  through  Penradock  and  Threlcot  at  the 
feet  of  ?  Saddleback,  whose  furrowed  sides  M^ere  gilt  by  noonday 
sun,  while  its  brow  appeared  of  a  sad  purple,  from  the  shadow 
of  the  clouds  as  they  sailed  slowly  by  it.  The  broad  and 
green  valley  of  Gardies  and  Lowside,  with  a  swift  stream  glit- 
tering among  the  cottages,  and  meadows,  lay  to  the  left;  aod 
the  much  finer  (but  narrower)  valley  of  St.  Johtis,  opening  into 


flatter  myself,  find  this  to  their  taste;  they  will  perceiye  it  was  Tmtten  with  a 
Tiew,  rather  to  inform  than  surprize;  and,  if  they  make  it  their  companion  when 
they  take  the  same  tour,  it  will  inhanee  their  opinion  of  Us  intrinsic  dlxcellence: 
in  tbb  way  I  ^ried  it  myself  before  I  resoKed  to  print  it. — Mason. 

3x2 
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tt.  Tlill'top,  the  large,  though  low  mansion  of  the  Gaskarths 
now  a  fitrm-house,  seated  on  an  eminence  among  woods  under 
ft'  )tee|^*  ftttf  wts  vrhat  appeared  the  most  conspieuous^  and 
beside  it  a  peat  rook*  Uke  some  ancient  tower  nodding  to  its 
SbXL  Plassed^  by  die  side  o£  Skiddaw,  and  ito  cub  called  Latter- 
rig;  and  saw  irom  an  eminence,  at  two  miles  dis^tance,  ^ 
vale  of  £lyiiii|ii  in  aU  its  verdure,  the  sun  then  playing  on 
t^  bototti  of  the  lake^  and  ligbtiBg  up  aU  the  mountains  with 
ita  histfe.  Dwed'  by?  2  o*elock  at  the  Qmeen's  Head,  and  then 
strags^  0at  aloae  to  the  Parsonage^  feU  down  on  my  back 
across  a  dirty  kme,  with  my  glass  open  in  one  hand,  but  broke 
only  my  knuckle^,  staid  nevertheless^  and  saw  the  aun  stt  in 
all  its  glory. 

October  5.  Wind  at  S.  £« ;  a  heavenly  day.  Rosa  at  7, 
and  walked  out  under  the  conduct  of  my  lamUond  to  Barradale. 
The  grass  was  covered  ^i^ith  a  hoar  frost,  which  soon  melted 
and  exhaled  in ,  a,  thin  blueish  smoke.  Crossed  the  meadows 
obliqjue!y>  catching  a  diversity  of  views  among  tihe  hilb  over 
thie  lake  and  islands,  and  changing  prospect  at  every  ten  paces ; 
left  Coehhut  and  Caitle*hiU  (which  we  formerly  mounted)  behind 
me,  and  drew  neair  the  foot  of  WdlUhcrag^.  whose  bare  and  rocky 
brow,  cut  perpendioulajrly  down  above  400  feet,  as  I  guess, 
aweluUy  overlooks  the  way;  our  path  here  tends  to  the  kft, 
and  the  ground  gently  rising,  and  coveted  with  a  gladle  of 
a(;»ttefing.  trees  and  bushes  on  the  very  margin  of  the  wttter, 
€4^n$  both  ways  the  moot  deliciecis  vieWv  that'  my  eyes  cv^hr 
beheld.  Behind  you  are  the  magnificent  heights  cf  Vfkdknrmg; 
opposite  lie  the  thick  hanging  woods  of  Lord  Egjemont,  and 
Newland  valley,  with  green  and  smiling  fields  embosomed  in  the 
dark  cliffs;  tb  the  left  the  jaws  of  Borrodale,.  with  that  tur- 
buleot  chaoa  of  mountain  behind  movotain^  rotted  in  confiisMMi; 
beneath  you,  and  stretching  iar  anvvy  to  ^e  rightj  tbi^  shimi^g 
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pimty  of  the  Lake,  jost  niffied  *  by  the  bntastf  enotigk  to  ^tst^ 
it  is  alwe,  i^ediag  rocks>  "v^oods,  fieMb,  and  inverted  tops  of 
moimtaiiB^  \vith  the  white  building)?  of  iCanr/c^,  Cr&stkiiait  tAkimb, 
and  Siiddaw  for  a  back  groutid  at  A  disUiwx.  Oh!  Dootor! 
I  never  wiihed  more  foi"  you;  and  pray  think  hon^  the  gites 
played  its  part  hd  sooh  a  spot,  whidi  is  calkd  C^vMose-rd^s ; 
I  chuse  to  set  down  these  barbarous  iinneii,  that  any  body 
may  enquire  on  the  ]4ace,  and  easily  £aiid  4^  paitict]^  stacticm 
that  I  Hie&n*  This  scene  continucB  to  Bwmm^atte ;  and  a  little 
farther,  passing  a  brook  csdted'  Banaw-Bect,  we  eiMv^d  Bort^- 
dale.  The  crags,  named  Lodoor-banhs,  now  begin  to  impend 
terribly  over  your  way ;  and  more  terribly  when  you  hear,  that 
three  years  since  an  immense  mass  of  rock  tumbled  at  once 
from  the  brow,  and  barred  all  access  to  the  dale  (for  this  is 
the  only  road)  till  they  could  work  their  way  through  it. 
Luckily  no  one  was  passi&g  at  the  tiaae  of  this  &11 ;  but  down 
the  side  of  the  mountain,  and  far  into  the  lake,  lie  dispersed 
the  huge  fragments  of  this  ruin,  in  all  shapes  and  in  all  direc* 
tions.  Something  fitrtb^rv  we  tariked  aside  into  a  coppice, 
ascending  a  little  in  firont  of  Lodoor  water-fell,  the  height  ap- 
pears to  be  about  20(^  feet^  the  quantity  of  water  not  great, 
though  (these  three  days  excepted)  it  had  rained  daily  in  the 
hills  for  near  two  months  before ;  but  then  the  stream  was 
nobly  broken,  leaping  from  rock  to  rock,  and  foaming  with 
fliry.  On  one  si^  ft  tbWetidg  ctHtg,  that  S|iireid  Bp  to  equal, 
if  not  overtop,  the  neightoduring  eli^  (UtiiA  lay  dK'  m  ^kniAt  cMd 
dafkness) ;  on  the  other  hand  a  rounder  broader  projecting  hill, 
shagged  with  wood,  and  illumined  l^  the  sun,  which  glanced 
sideways  on  the  upper  part  of  the  cataiaet  The  force  of  the 
water  wearing  a  deep  dMiniel  m  the  grocmd,  hurries  away  to 
join  the  lake.  We  d6sc6nded  stgdn,  a&d  passed  the  stream, 
over  a  rtide  bridge.  Soon  after  we  came  under  Gcwder  crag, 
a  hill  more  formidable  to  the  eye  and  to  the  apprehension  than 
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that  of  Lodoor ;  the  rocks  a-top^  deqv<^loven,  perpendicularly,  by 
tlie  rains,  hanging  loose  and  nodding  forwards,  seem  jurt  start- 
ing from  their  base  in  shivers;  jthe  whole  way  down,  and  the 
road  on  both  sides,  is  strewed  with  piles  of  the  fragments, 
strangely  thrown  across  each  other,  and  of  a  dreadful  bulk.  The 
place  reminds  one  of  those  passes  in  the  Alps^,  where  the 
guides  tell  you  to  move  on  with  speed  and  say  nothing,  lest 
the  agitation  of  the  air  should  loosen  the  snows  above,  and 
bring  down  a  mass  that  would  overwhelm  a  caravan.  I  took 
their  counsel  here  and  hastened  on  in  silence. 

Nod  ragionam  di  lor ;  ma  gaarda,  e  passa ! 
(To  be  continued.) 
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LETTER  VII. 

M«-   GRAY   TO   D»-   WHARTON. 

Dear  Doctor, 

>  .  ■   • 

HAVE  you  lost  the .  former  part  of  my  journal?    It 
was  dated  froin  Asfofi,   18th  Oct.     How  does  Stonehewer  do? 


^  ,  ,  <  ma^mmi^^tm  ■■■*■■        >  ■  i 


'  *  From  rock'  to  rock,  with  giant-bound, 
High  on  thdr  iroii  pdeB  they  pass ; 
,>[ute,  lest. the  ^r  conToJaed  by  sound, 

« 

Rend  fi;om  above  a  frozen  mass. 

Rogers^s  Poems, 
«*  Tlie  Alps  at  Day-break."  p»  16S. 
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Will  his  father's  condition  allow  him  to  return  a*  yet?    I  beg 
my  respects  to  all  the  femily  at  Old-Park, 

And  am  ever  yours. 


T.  G. 


29  Oct,  1769,  Cambridge, 


JOURNAL  eontituied. 

October  3.  The  hills  here  are  clothed  all  up  their  steep  sides 
with  oak,  ash,  birch,  holly,  &c. :  some  of  it  has  been  cut  40 
years  ago,  some  within  these  eight  years,  yet  all  is  spiruhg 
again  green,  flourishing,  and  tall  for  its  age,  in  a  place  where 
no  soil  appears  but  the  staring  rock,  and  where  a  man  could 
scarce  stand  upright. 

Met  a  civil  young  farmer  overseeing  his  reapers  (for  it  is  ' 
oat-harvest  here)  who  conducted  us  to  a  neat  white  houise  in 
the  village  of  Grange,  which  is  built  on  a  rising  ground* in  tih'e 
midst  of  a  valley.  Round  it  the  mountains  form  an  awful  am- 
phitheatre, and  through  it  obliquely  runs  the  Derwent  clear  as 
glass,  and  shewing  under  its  bridge  every  trout  that  passes^ 
Beside  the  village  rises  a  round  eminence  of  rock,  covered  en- 
tirely with  old  trees,  and  over  that  more  proudly  towers  Castle- 
crag,  invested  also  with  wood  on  its  sides,  and  bearing  on-  its 
naked  top  some  traces  of  a  fort  said  to  be  Roman.  By  the 
side  of  this  hill,  which  almost  blocks  up  the  way,  the.  valley 
turns  to  the  lefl  and  contracts  its  dimensions,  till  there  is  hardly 
any  road  but  the  rocky  bed  of  the  river.  The  wood  of  the 
mountains  increases,  and  their  summits  grow  loftier  to  the  eye, 
and  of  more  fantastic  forms :  among  them  appear  Eagle  s^Cliffl 
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Z>QVti's^Ne$t,  Whuedale-piie^  &c.  celebrated  names  in  the  annals 
of  Keswick.  The  dale  opens  about  four  miles  higher  till  you 
come  to  Sea-Whaite  (where  lies  the  way  mounting  the  hills  to 
the  right,  that  leads  to  the  Wadd-mines):  all  farther  access  is 
here  barred  to  prying  mortals,  only  there  is  a  little  path  wind- 
ing over  the  Fells,  and  for  some  weeks  in  the  year  passable  to 
the  Dale's-men ;  but  the  mountains  know  well  that  these  inao- 
cent  people  will  not  reveal  the  mysteries  of  their  ancient  king- 
dom, the  reign  of  Chaos  and  Old  Night:  only  I  learned  that 
this  dreadful  road,  dividing  again,  leads  ope  branch  to  Ravenglas^ 
and  the,  other  io  JJanohhead. 

For  met  I  w^nt  no  farther  than  the  £irmer's  at  Grange: 
his  mother  and  he  brought  us  butter,  that  Sis^rah  would  have 
jVnped  at,  though  not  in  a  lordly  dish,  bowb  of  milk,  thin 
oaten  cakes  and  ale ;  and  we  had  carried  a  cold  tongue  thither 
with  us.  Our  farmer  was  himself  the  man,  that  last  year  plun* 
dere4  the  eagle's  eirie:  ali  the  dale  are  up  in  arms  on  such 
an  occasion^  for  they  lose  abundance  of  lambs  yearly,  not  U> 
mention  bares,  partridges,  grouse,  &c.  He  was  let  down  fix>m 
tbe  cliff  in  ropes  to  the  shelf  of  rock»  on  which  the  nest  was 
built,  the  people  above  shouting  and  holloaing  to  fright  the  old 
bijod^.  which  fli^w  screaming  round,  but  did  not  dare  to  attack 
hiixh  H^  brought  off  the  eaglet  (for  there  is  rarely  more  thaa 
qjm)  and  an  addle  egg.  The  nest  was  roundish  and  more  thap 
a  y^  over,  made  of  twigs  twisted  together.  Seldooi  a  year 
pawnes  but  they  take  the  brood  or  eggs,  and  sometimes  they 
shoot  one,  sometimes  the  other  parent,  but  the  survivor  has  al- 
ways found  a  mate  (probably  in  Irelaxxl),  and  they  fatpeed  tiev 
the  old  place.  By  his  description  I  learn,  that  this  species  is 
the  JErm  (the  Vultur  Albkilla  of  LinnsBus  in  his  last  edition* 
but  ia  yours  Fnko  Mbidlla)  so  consult  him  and  Pennant  about  it. 
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Walked  leisurely  home  the  ^ay  we  came^  but  saw  a  new 
landscape :  the  features  indeed  were  the  same  in  part,  but  many 
new  ones  were  disclosed  by  the  mid-day  sun^  npd  the  tints  were 
entirely  changed.  Take  notice  this  was  the  best  or  perhaps 
the  onlyt  day  for  going  up  Skiddaw,  but  I  thought  it  better 
employed:  it  was  perfectly  serene,  and  hot  as  Midsummer.  In 
the  evening  walked  alone  down  to  the  Lake  by  the  side  of 
CroxV'Park  after  sun-set,  and  saw  the  solemn  colouring  of  light 
draw  on,  the  last  gleam  of  sunshine  fading  away  on  the  hill- 
tops, the  deep  serene  of  the  waters,  and  the  long  shadows  of 
the  mountains  thrown  across  them,  till  they  nearly  touched  the 
hithermost  shore.  At  distance  heard  the  murmur  of  many  water- 
falls, not  audible*  in  the  day-time.  Wished  for  the  Moon,  but 
she  was  dark  to  me  and  silent,    hid  in  her  vacant  interlunar  cave. 

October  4.  Wind  £. ;  clouds  and  sunshine,  and  in  the.  course 

■  ■  • 

of  the  day  a  few  drops  of  rain.  Walked  to  Crow-Park,  now 
a  rough  pasture,  once  a  glade  of  anciejit  oaks,  whose  large 
roots  still  remain  on  the  ground,  but  nothing  has  sprung  from 
them.  If  one  single  tree  had  remained,  this  would  have  been 
an  unparalleled  spot;  and  Smith  judged  right  when  he  took 
his  print  of  the  Lake  from  hence,  for  it  is  a  gentle  eminence, 
not  too  high,  on  the  very  margin  of  the  water,  and  com- 
manding it  from  end  to  end,  looking  full  into  the  gorge  of  Borro^^ 
dale.i  I  prefer  it  even  to  Cockshut-hill,  which  lies  beside  it,  and 
to  which  I  walked,  in  the  afternoon.  It  is  covered  with  young 
trees  both  sown  and  planted,  oak,  sprace,  Scotch-fir,  &c.  all 
which  thrive  wonderfully.  There  is  an  easy  ascent  to  the  top, 
and  the  view  far  preferable  to  that  on  Castle-hill  (which  you 
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*  *  Ai  soft  and  lulling  sound  is  lieard 
Of  streams  inaudible  b^  day.' 

Wordnrordi's  Wbite  D6e,  Canto  IV. 
VOL.  II.  3  Y 


remember)  because  this  is  \(mer  and  nearer  lo  the  Lake:  for 
{  find  aU  pbints;  that  are  tn«reb  dlevfeited^  sjloii  thb  beauty  of 
tibe  vailey,  and  makes  its  paMs  (wlacfa  adre  itot  large)  kiok  poor 
ami  dimimjtire  *.  While  I  ^^  hierej  a  little  bhower  fell^  ted 
etotkk  came  mah^hftig  tip  tfa^  hilh  firom  tke  eaA,  atad  ^t  df 
a  bright  rathbdw  sefemed  to  rise  along  the  side  of  Caslle-^bill* 

FVom  hence  I  got  tx>  the  Panomge^  a  little  belbre  sunset^ 
ahd  sa\r  in  my  glass  ii  picture^  that  if  I  <5ould  transmit  to  yob 
Imd  fee  it  in  ^1  tfai  softness  of  its  living  cdours^  wiQuld  fairly 
scM  fer  a  thousand  pom)ds.  TMs  is  the  sweetest  seene  I  eali 
yet  discover  in  point  of  pasbnAl  beauty.  The  itst  are  in  a 
imblimer  stylfr. 

(To  he  continued  without  end.) 

P.  S.  I  Wg  yctor  paVdon,  trtit  1  lidve  Ho  fhatfks.  Trtire  quill 
arrived  very  feife,  dnd  dotibtless  fe  d  Vfery  sirtig  and  comtnddiotiS 
ine£ho^  of  tAVellinfe;  ft*  6tte  of  the  rkittfes  ^fm  aKVe  tod 
ieafty,  anA  was;  ^hree  tiitfes  plungfed  in  spirits,  befor*  t  codA 
get  it  to  di^.  Vo'u  art  ihtifch  iiti|#oved  in  obs^Vatibn,  for  ft 
common  e^e  woiM  d^rtaihly  taffce  it  fdr  a  piSnifrfe-  The  place 
'of  ifs  feirth,  form  6f  ttJfc  antferrii®,   ind  abdomen,  particulatrtjr 


^  Tlie  Pichite$quB  Paint  is  always  thus  low  ia  all  prospects :  A  truth  whieh 
though  the  landscape  painter  knows,  he  cannot  always  obsenre ;  since  the  patron 
tvho  ebploys  him  (o  iake  a  View  bttiVk  jftkcie,  iiiriiafly  chMes  bim  to  somte  di^- 
Vytion  Ifbr  tilkt  t)ait>(>ie,  in  oMer,  I  sbpi^ose^  tlfit  be  Mly  hnvd  ttofte  of  bim  %k 
bb  mM^y.  Y^  HfbM  I  nsj  HA,  I  would  Wt  be  ihotigUt  io  mean  IfaM  a  dl-tw- 
ing  sHodld  be  tbide  firdfli  the  lowest  point  rpossihle ;  as  for  instance,  in  this 
Tery  view,  from  the  lake  itself,  for  then  a  foreground  ^ould  be  wanting.  On 
Xttb  iLCcmmt,  ^wfaen  -i  -sailed  on  Derwentwatery  I  did  not  receive  so  much  jdea- 
sure  firom  the  superb  amphitheatre  of  mountains  around  me,  as  when,  like  Mr. 
Gray,  1  traversed  its  margin ;  ai\i}  I  therefore  think  lie  (i!id  not  lose  much  by  not 
taking  Jboat—JfcMon, 
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the  Iflng  fcuJfiMf  mt^if  it,  ^gw  it  ^p  be  ^  Cyyiuh  (Iftftif  »nW«g 
the  ffymen^t^a)  npt  y/et  fp^^te ;  |br  tl|^  ^r  wiij©  jIq  jwtff' 
ypt  fippe^r,  jttial:  I  se^-  U  .is  ppt  »  spefiiep  d^rfM  %  I4»r 
IWPH?*  tl>ough  l^e  iflentiofl§  <?|%ib,  I^  breed  pft  jkb^  )flftye«» 
footstalks,  buds,  flowers,  and  bark  of  .j^p  fi^,  Q^meml)er  m0 
to  Mrs.  Wharton  and  the  femily.  My  love  to  Stonehewer,  if 
he  h^s  pot  leA  Ikirhf^a.    44^^*)^ 

jiiij  jiHuu  Hi  iimoi  MM  Uj.L      ■ 

•       t  ' 

LETTER   VIII. 

4 

J<m.  3, 1770,  Pe^.  C, 
OCTOBER  5.— Wind  N.  E.     Clouds  and   sunshine. 

.11 

Wdked  through  the  meadows  and  corn-fields  to  the  Derwent;  ^pd 
crossing  it  went  up  How-hill.  It  looks  along  the  Basinthwaite  w^ter, 
and  sees  at  Ae  same  time  the  course  of  the  river,  and  a  part  of 
the  upper  lake  with  a  full  view  of  Skiddaw.  Then  1  took  mjr  way 
througfi  Portingskall  village  to  the  Park,  a  hill  so  called^  covered 
entirely  with  wood :  it  is  all  a  mass  of  crumbling  slate,  jPasse^ 
round  its  foot  between  the  trees  and  the  edge  of  the  water,  ^d 
came  to  a  Peninsula  that  juts  out  into  the  lake,  aiid  look^ 
8£long  it  both  ways.  In  front  rises  Walla-crag  and  Castle-hilJ^ 
the  town,  the  road  to  Penrith,  Skiddaw  and  Saddle-baclc.  Re- 
tumifig  met  a  brisk  and  cold  North  £astern  blast,  Aat  ruffled 
9JI|l  t;be  sui^ce  qf  the  A^,  ^d  mskde  it  ri&e  m  ^iUile  ^wsLvei 
that  broke  at  the  foot  of  4he  wood.  After  dinner  walke^i  up  the 
Penrith  road  two  miles  Qr  jpore,  ,a,nid  t\^iy|img  i|[it;o  fi,  cqra^jfipld 
to  the  rjigli^t^  J^W^  Cft^tk-j^igg,  f aw  »  Druid  ck«ie  .«£  ibrge 
stones  108  ieet  in  diameter,  the  biggest  not  eigbt  feet  ^bigh,  but 
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most  of  them  still  erect.  They  are  fifty  *  in  number,  the  valley 
jof  St.  John's  appeared  in  sight,  and  the  summits  of  Catchidecam 
(called  by  Camden,  Casticand)  and  Hehellyn,  said  to  be  as  high 
as  SkiddatVf  and  to  arise  from  a  nluch  higher  base.  A  shower 
came  on,  and  I  returned. 

* 

October  6.  Wind  E. ;  clouds  and  sun.  Went  in  a  chaise 
eight  miles  along  the  East  side  of  Bassingth-water,  to  O^e-bridge 
(pronounce  Ews  bridge)  the  road  in  some  part  made,  and  very 
good,  the  rest  slippery  and  dangerous  cart-road,  or  narrow  rugged 
lanes,  but  no  precipices ;  it  runs  directly  along  the  foot  of  Skiddaw. 
Opposite  to  Widhape-brows  (clothed  to  the  top  with  wood)  a  very 
beEiutiful  view  opens  down  the  lake,  which  is  narrower  and 
longer  than  that  of  Keswick,  less  broken  into  bays,  and  without 
islands,*^  at  the  foot  of  it,  a  few  paces  from  the  brink,  gently 
sloping  upward,  stands  Armathtvaite,  in  a  thick  grove  of  Scotch 
firs,  commanding  a  noble  view  directly  up  the  lake.  At  a 
small  distance  behind  the  house,  is  a  large  extent  of  wood,  and 
still  behind  this,  a  ridge  of  cultivated  hills,  on  which  (according 
io  the  Keswick  Proverb)  the  sun  always  shines.  The  inhabitants 
here  on  the  contrary,  call  the  vale  of  Derwent-water,  the  DeviCs 
C/iamber-Pot,  and  pronounce  the  name  of  Siiddatc-Fell  (which 
terminates  here,)  with  a  sort  o[  terror  and  aversion.  Armathwake^ 
Jkouse  IS  a  modern  fabric,  not  large,  and  built  of  dark  red  stone, 
belonging  to  J/r.  Spedding,  whose  grandfather  was  steward  to  old 
Sir  James  Lowther,  and  bought  this  ^estate  of  the,  Himers. 
So  you  must  look  for  Mr.  Michell  in  some  other  country.     The 


*  See  this  piede  of  antiquity  more  fully  described^   ifvith  a  plate  annexed,  by 
Mr*  P^nant  in  hia  Second  Tour  to  Scotland  in  1772,  p.  38. — Ma^on. 

t  It  is  somewhat  extraorcUnary  that  Mr.  Gray  omitted  to  mention  the  islands 
.^  Derwentwater;  one  of  which,  I  think  they  call  it  Vicar^s  Island,  makes  a 
]9rii>cipal.  object  iii  the  scene.    See  Smith's  View  of  Derwentwater. — Mtutm. 
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sky  was  overcast,  and  the  wind  cool,  so  after  dining  at  a  public 
house,  which  stands  here  near  the  bridge,  (that  crosses'  the 
Derwent  just  when  it  issues  from  the  lake)  and  sauntering  a 
little  by  the  water*side,  I  came  home  again.  The  turnpike  is 
finished  from  Cockermouth  hither,  (five  miles)  and  is  carrying 
on  to  Penrith ; — several  little  showers  to  day.  A  man  came  in 
who  said  there  was  snow  on  Cross-fell  this  morning. 

Oct.  7.  Market  day  here.  Wind,  North  East.  Clouds  and 
sunshine ;  little  showers  at  intervals  all  day ;  yet  walked  in  the 
morning  to  Crow-park;  and  in  the  evening  up  Penrith  road; 
the  clouds  came  rolling  up  the  mountains  all  round  very 
[dark*]  yet  the  moon  shone  at  intervals,  it  was  too  damp  to 
go  towards  the  lake.  To-morrow  mean  to  bid  farewell  to 
Keswick. 

Botany  might  be  studied  here  to  great  advantage  at  another 
season,  because  of  the  *  great  variety  of  soils,  and  devations,  all 
lying  within  a  small  compass.  I  observed  nothing  but  $everai 
curious  Lichens,  and  plenty  of  Gale,  or  Dutch  Myrtle,  per- 
fuming the  borders  of  the  lake.  This  year  the  Wacjd-mine 
had  been  opened,  (which  is  done  once  in  five ;  years,)  it  is  taken 
out  in  lumps  sometimes  as  big  as  a  man's  fist;,  and  will  un-. 
dergo  no  preparation  by  fire,  not  being  fusible.  When  it  is 
pure,  soft,  black,  and  close  grained,  it  is  worth  sometimes  30 
shillings  a  pound.  There  are  no  charr  ever  taken  t  in  these 
lakes,  but  plenty  in  Buttermere-water^  which  lies  a  little  way*^. 
north  of  Borrodale,  about  Maitlemas,  which  are  potted  here. 
They  sow  chiefly  oats  arid  bigg  here,  which,  are  now  cutting 
and  still  on  the  ground.    The  rains  have  done  much  hurt,  yet 


*  This  word  is  inaertejil  by  Maaop,  without,  remark;    there  is  ao. omission  .in 
Gray's. MS;-^A  .      *  .       , 
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observe,  tlie  bchI  is  so  thia  ond  iight,  that  no  day  fasts  pusaod 
in  w1h<^  I  could  not  wiik  oit  vrbk  ease,  and  you  know  J  ain 
no  iorer  of  dirt.  F^U^^rmittoii  is  now  in  season  for  aboot  me, 
weeks;  it  grows  fai  on  tiie  moontaios,  «fid  nearly  re^emtdes 
venison;  excellent  pike  and  perch^  (hem  called  bgss)  tuout  is 
ottt  of  season ;   partridge  in  gfeat  pterty. 

Receipt  to  dress  Perch  (for  Mrs.  Wharton).  *'  Wash,  but 
neittier  scale  nor  gut  them.  Broil  tiU  eoou^  iben  puil  out 
the  fins,  «id  open  them  along  liie  back;  i^Hm  o«t  ^  b9na# 
and  all  the  inwards  wkhoi:^  broaku^  theni:  put  m  «  \9tge 
lump  of  butter  and  salt,  olap  the  sid^s  (together,  tiU  it  fne)to» 
and  «erve  very  hot ;  k  i«  caioellent.    The  skin  mu9t  not  he  ea^n/' 

October  8th.  Left  Keswick  and  took  the  Ambleside  vs»d  in 
a  gloomy  morning;  wind  east  and  afterwards  north  east;  about 
two  m^cfe  from  the  town  mointed  an  eraiaenoe,  called  Catlc 
Rigg^  and  tiie  swi  bueaking  oiit  disoovened  the  nuMt  fm^hsfitiiig 
Tiew  I  faftre  y€it  «een  <if  die  whole  I'attey'foehkid  me,  the  two 
lakes,  <ihe  Tiver,  die  moysitetni  all  in  their  glory  j  had  i^mask 
a  mind  to  have  ^gone  faack  again.  The  foad  in  some  few 
parts  is  not  completed,  kniA  .gf>od  couatry  foa4,  tiDm9itg|h  sound, 
but  narrow  and  stan^  lanes,  Tory  sa&  im  broad  idayriig|it« 
This  is  4Sie  case  about  C($meu)dg'f0§U  and  amcng  Moiddierfdis  ta 
'Lanc&mit€.  The  Tale  you  go  in  has  Ibtibe  boeadth^  the  mountains 
are  Tast  and  i^ocky,  the  ^fields  >littk  jand  poor,  aod  tfaie  inhohilants 
are  now  mafki»g  hay,  and  aee  auat  tibe  aan  by  Inm  hours  in  a 
day  so  hmg  as  alt  Keswick.  Oanae  to  the  ifoat  al*  HelveJUya, 
along  whidh  irons  <an  excdfaat  road,  (looking  down  ^ooi  :a  iittle 
height  -on  LeeV water,  {called  also  Hhirl-oieer,  ior  WihoraHwaHetr) 
and  soon  descending  on  its  margin.  The  lake  iirom  its  depth 
looks  black,  (though  really  as  clear  as  glass)  and  from  the 
gloom  of  the  vast  crags,  that  scowl  over  it:    it  is  narrow  and 
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about  tfarte  nlUeft  long,  resemUing  a  river  In  its  course;  little, 
efatnoig  tcxrents  burry  dowa  Uie  rocks  to  join  it^  with  sot  a 
bosh  to  overshadow  them,  or  cover  tlieir  march.:  all  is  rock 
and  loose  ^llones  up  to  the  very  brow>  which  lies  so  near  your 
way»  thfi^  not  half  the  heigl^  of  Helvellyn  can  be  aeen»  (To 
he  continued,  but  now  we  have  got  franks*) 

Hafi^  Bew  year,  and  many  to  you  aUi  Hepatiea  and 
smseriBon  now  in  iower!  I  saw  Mrs,  Jonathan,  who  is  much 
iaUbn  away,  and  was  all  in  tears  Sot  the  loss  of  her  hrothcar's 
child:  she  And  Miss  Wilson  ilesiied  their  comfilimeQts.  Your 
iie|i»tew  is  bere,  and  very  well;  so  is  Mr.  Brown  who  i^esents 
his  best  wishes. 


ac 


LETTER  IX 


M"    emAY   TO   0>*   WHA/RTON. 

PAST  by  «he  liltle  cliapcA  of  ^rforir,  out  of  whkth 
the  ^^smday  congregation  wctpe  thfen  issuing.  Past  a  back  lurar 
i)mmaitr0use  and  entered  Westknoriand  a  second  time,  now  begin 
■to  ^9ee  Hdm^rag,  distinguished  firom  its  irugged  neigbboiirs,  not 
so^  ttiubh  by  4tB  height,  as  by  4dw  stsange  broken  onduK  of  tits 
tisp^  like  some  gigsoitic  building  'demolished,  and  the  stones 
^tlttt  eompoasd  it  fang  ^across  eadi  ^Akx  ki  w^  ^lonfivian. 
Just  beyond  it  optrns  one  of  the  sweetest  landscapes  thai;  art 
«ver  atteu^tted  to  imitate.  Theibomnt  of  the  mountains  ^spreading 
here  into  a  broad  bason,  discovers  in  the  midst  €7r0siaer€*water ; 
its  margin  is  hollowed  into  small  bays  with  bold  eminences,  some 
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of  them  rocks^  some  of  soft  turf  that  half  conceal  and  vary  the 
figure  of  the  little  lake  they  command.  From  the  shore  a  low 
promontory  pushes  itself  &r  into  the  water,  and  on  it  ^stands 
a  white  village  with  the  parish-church  rising  in  the  midst  of 
it/  hanging  enclosures,  corn-fields,  and  meadows  green  as  an 
emerald,  with  their  trees,  hedges,  and  cattle,  fill  up  the  whole 
space  fi'om  the  edge  of  the  water.  Just  opposite  to  you  is  a 
larg^  farm-house  at  the  bottom  of  a  steep  smooth  lawn  embosomed 
in  old  woods,  which  climb  half  way  up  the  mountain's  side, 
and  discover  above  them  a  broken  line  of  crags,  that  crown 
the  scene.  Not  a  single  red  tile,  no  flaring  gentleman's  house 
or  garden  walls,  break  in  upon  the  repose  of  this  little  unsuspected 
paradise;  but  all  is  peace,  rusticity,  and  happy  poverty  in  its 
neatest  and  most  becoming  attire. 

The  road  winds  here  over  Grasmere-hillf  whose  rocks  soon 
conceal  the  water  from  your  sight,  yet  it  is  continued  along 
behind  them,  and,  contracting  itself  to  a  river,  communicates  with 
Ridale-water,  another  small  lake,  but  of  inferior  size  and  beauty ; 
it  seems  shallow  too,  for  large  patches  of  reeds  appear  pretty 
far  within  it.  Into  this  vale  the  road  descends,  on  the  opposite 
banks  l&rge  and  ancient  woods  mount  up  the  hills,  and  just  to 
the  left  of  our  way  stands  Ridale-hall,  the  family  seat  of  Sir 
Mic.  Fleming,  but  now  a  form-house,  a  large  old  fashioned 
fabric,  surrounded  with  wood,  &c.  not  much  too  good  for  its 
present  destination.  Sir  Michael  is  how  on  his  travels,  and  all 
this  timber  far  and  wide  belongs  to  him ;  I  tremble  for  it  when 
he  returns.  Near  the  house  rises  a  huge  crag  called  Ridale-head, 
which  is  said  to  command  a  full  view  of  Wynander-mere,  and 
I  doubt  it  not,  for  within  a  mile  that  great  lake  is  visible  even 
from  the  road.  As  to  going  up  the  crag,  one  might  as  well 
go  up  Skiddaw. 
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Came  to  Ambleside  eighteen  miles  to  Keswick  pieanmg  to  fie 
there»  but  on  looking  into  the  best  bed-chamber,  dark  and  damp 
as  a  cellar,  grew  delicate,  gave  up  Wywmder-mere  in  despair, 
and  resolved  I  would  go  on  to  Kendal  directly,  fourteen  miles 
farther* ;  the  road  in  general  fine  turnpike,  but  some  parts 
(about  three  miles  in  all)  not  made,  yet  without  dangier.  Un? 
expectediy  was  well  rewarded  for  my  determination.  The  afternoon 
was  fine,  and  the  road  for  full  five  miles  runs  along  the  ^e 
of  Wyrumder-mere^  with  delicious  views  across  it,  and  almost 
from  one  end  to  the  other;  it  is  ten  miles  in  length  and  at 
fllK>st  a  mile  over,  resembling  the  course  of  some  vast  and 
magnificent  river,  but  no  flat  ilkarshy  grounds,  no  osier  beds,  or 
pati^hes  of  scrubby  f^ntation  on  its  banks;  al  the  head  two 
yallies  open  among  the  mountains,  one,  that  by  whieh  we  eamie 
down,  the  other  Lan^ledale  in  which  Wrynose  and  Hwd^knot, 
two  great  mountains  rise  above  the  rest.  From  thence  the  fells 
visibly  sink  and   softrai  along  its  sides.    Sometimes  they  nm  into 

^  By  not  staying  a  little  at  Ambleside,  Mr.  Gray  lost  the  sight  of  two  most 
magnificent  cascades ;  the  one  ne^  aboTe  half  a  mile  behiad  the  inn,  the  other 
dowa  Ridale*crag^  wbera  Sir  Htcbaal  FlemUig  is  mw  making  a  path  way  M 
the  top  of  it.  These,  when  I  saw  Ibem,  were  ia  foil  tocreDt^  whoreas  Lawdoor 
water-fall,  which  I  visited  in  the  evening  of  the  very  same  day,  was  almost  without 
a  stream.  Hence  I  conclude  that  this  distinguished  li^iture  in  the  Yale  of  Keswick, 
it,  Kke  the  most  Northern  rivers,  only  iti  high  beauty  dnrkig  bad'  weather.  But 
his  greatest  loss  waa  in  Ml  seefaig  a  small  iiaiai*fctt»  visible  enly  throag^  tlie 
window  of  a  lained  aammer4uHiaa  ia  Sir  Miohaera  orchard*  Here  Nature  has 
performed  every  thing  in  little  that  she  usually  executes  on  her  largest  scale; 
and  on  that  account,  like  the  miniature  painter,  seems  to  have  finished  every  part 
of  it  in  a  studied  manner ;  not  a  little  fragment  of  rock  tilrown  into  the  bason,' 
not  a  siagle  stem  of  bmsbwaod  that  aterta  ftom  Mi  sraggy  rides,  hot  has  i(a 
pioUareaque  aaoaoing;  aad  tha  littlo  eeatral  stream  dashiag  down  a  eleft  of 
the  darkest  coloured  atone,  produces  an  efibot  of  light  and  shadow  beautifttl  beyond 
description.  This  little  theatrical  scene  might  be  painted  as  large  aft  the  original, 
on  a  canvass  not  bigger  than  those  which  are  usually  dropped  in  the  Opera-^ 
bottsei—jlircMoa.    See  G%fai'»  Tour  to  the  takes,  Tol.  I.  p.  W^^Ed. 
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it,  (but  with  a  gentle  declivity)  in  their  own  dark  and  natural 
complexion ;  oftener  they  are  green  and  cultivated,  with  farms 
interspersed,  and  round  eminences  on  the  border  covered  vnth 
trees :  towards  the  South  it  seems  to  break  into  larger  bays 
with  several  islands,  and  a  wider  extent  of  cultivation ;  the  way 
rises  continually  till  at  a  place  called  Orresthead  it  turns  to 
South  East,  losing  sight  of  the  water.  Passed  by  Ing'^  chapel 
and  Stavely,  but  I  can  say  no  farther,  for  the  dusk  of  the  evening 
coming  on  I  entered  Kendal  almost  in  the  dusk,  and  could 
distinguish  only  a  shadow  of  the  castle  on  a  hill,  and  tenter 
grounds  spread  &r  and  wide  round  the  town,  which  I  mistook 
for  houses*  My  inn  promised  sadly,  having  two  wooden  galleries 
(like  Scotland)  in  front  of  it.  It  was  indeed  an  old  ill-contrived 
house,  but  kept  by  civil  sensible  people,  so  I  stayed  two  nights 
with  them,  and  fared  and  slept  very  comfortably. 


Oct.  9.  Wind  N.  W.  clouds  and  sun;  air  as  mild  as 
summer ;  all  com  off  the  ground ;  sky-larks  singing  aloud ;  (by 
tlie  way  I  saw  not  one  at  Keswick,  perhaps  because  the  place 
abounds  with  birds  of  prey)  went  up  the  castle  hill,  the  town 
consists  chiefly  of  three  nearly  parallel  streets  almost  a  mile 
long:  except  these  all  the  other  houses  seem  as  if  they  had 
been  dancing  a  country-dance  and  were  out;  there  they  stand 
back  to  back,  corner  to  corner,  some  up  hill,  some  down, 
without  intent  or  meaning;  along  by  their  side  runs  a  fine 
brisk  stream,  over  which  are  three  stone  bridges,  the  buildings 
(a  few  comfortable  houses  excepted)  are  mean,  of  stone  and 
covered  with  a  bad  rough  cast  Near  the  end  of  the  town 
stands  a  handsome  house  of  CoL  Wilson's,  and  adjoining  to  it 
the  church,  a  very  large  Gothic  fabric  with  a  square  tower; 
it  has  no  particular  ornaments  but  double  aisles,  and  at  the 
east  end  four  chapels  or  choirs,  one  of  the  Parrs,  another  of 
the  Stricklands,   the  third  is  the  proper  choir  of  the  church. 
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and  a  fourth  of  the  Bellinghams^  a  femily  no\<r  extinct.  The 
remains  of  the  castle  are  seated  on  a  fine  hill  on  the  side  of 
the  river  opposite  to  the  town^  almost  the  whole  enclosure  of 
walls  remains  with  four  towers,  two  square  and  ^two  round,  but 
their  upper  part  and  erabattlements  are  demolished,  it  is  of 
rough  stone  and  cement ;  without  any  ornament  or  arms  rounds 
enclosing  a  court  of  like  form,  and  surrounded  by  a  moat,  nor 
ever  could  have  been  larger  than  it  is,  for  there  are  no  traces 
of  outworks,  there  is  a  good  view  of  the  town  and  river,  with 
a  fertile  open  valley  through  which  it  winds. 

After  dinner  went  along  the  Milthrop  turnpike  four  miles  to 
see  the  fells  (or  force)  of  the  river  Kent;  came  to  Siserge 
(pronounce  Siser)  and  turned  down  a  lane  to  the  left,  Siser, 
the  seat  of  the  Stricklands^  an  old  catholic  family,  is  an  ancient 
hall-house  with  a  very  large  tower  embattled:  the  rest  of  the 
buildings  added  to  this  are  of  later  date,  but  all  is  white,  and 
seen  to  advantage  on  a  back  ground  of  old  trees;  thei'e  is  a 
small  park  also  well  wooded;  opposite  to  this  turned  to  the 
left  and  soon  came  to  the  river;  it  works  its  way  in  a  narrow 
and  deep  rocky  channel  overhung  with  trees.  The  calmness 
and  brightness  of  the  evening,  the  roar  of  the  waters,  and  the 
thumping  of  huge  hammers  at  an  iron  forge  not  far  distant, 
made  it  a  singular  walk,  but  as  to  the  M\s  (for  there  are  two) 
they  are  not  four  feet  high.  I  went  on  down  to  the  forge* 
and  saw  the  demons  at  work  by  the  light  of  their  own  fires: 
the  iron  is  brought  in  pigs  to  Mikhrap  by  sea  firom  Scotland^ 
and  is  here  beat  into  Ws  and  plates.  Two  miles  farther,  at 
Lcvens  is  the  seat  of  Lord  Suffolk,  where  he  sometimes  passes 
the  summer:  it  was  a  favourite  place  of  his  late  Countess,  but 
this  I  did  not  see. 

Opt.  10.    Went  by  Burton  to  Lancaster.    Wind  N,  W.  Clouds 
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and  SHii;  twenty-two  miles;  very  good  country,  well  ineloied 
and  wooded,  with  some  common  interspersed;  pliBsed  at  Ike 
fi)0t  of  Farlton-Knot  a  high  fell,  four  miles  north  of  LtmcasHr^ 
on  a  rising  ground  called  Bolton  (pronounce  B^u^ton)  we  had  a 
fiill  view  of  CartmelUsands^  with  here  and  there  a  passenger 
riding  over  them,  (it  being  low  water)^  the  points  of  Fttmas 
shooting  &r  into  the  sea,  and  lofty  mountains  partly  covered 
with  clouds  extending  North  of  them.  Lancaster  also  appeared 
very  consji^uous  and  fine,  for  its  most  distinguished  features  the 
castle  and  the  churcb>  mounted  on  a  green  eminence,  were  all 
that  could  be  seen.  Woe  is  me !  when  I  got  thither,  it  was 
the  second  day  of  their  fair ;  the  if)n  in  tbe  pfincipal  street  was 
a. great  old  gloomy  bouse  full  of  people,  but  I  found  tolerable 
quarters,  and  even  slept  two  iwghta  in  peace.  Ascended  the 
castle-hill  in  a  fine  aftejrnoon,  it  takes  up  tbe  higher  top  of  the 
equneKice  on  which  it  stands,  and  is  ixregularly  round,  encom* 
with  a  deep  moat.  In  firont  towards  the  towiiis  a  maig'* 
nificent  Gothic  gateway,  lofty  and  huge,  the  over^haitging  bat^ 
tlements  are  supported  by  a  triple  range  of  corbels,  the  inter yids^ 
pierc€}d  through  and  showing  the  day  from  above  j  oia  its  top; 
rise  li^t  watch-towers  of  smajil  height,  it  opens  be^w  With  a 
grand  pointed  arch;  over  this  ia  a. wrought  tabernacle>  doubtlesa. 
once  containing  its  £(>undtf  *s  figure ;,  on  olie  sidt  a  sjbieki  of 
France  semy  quartered  with  England^  on  the  otbcar  with  a  label 
erniine  for  John  of  Gaunt,  Duke  oi  Lancadtef.  This  opws  to 
a  court  within,  which  I  did.  not  much  care  to  enter,  being  tho 
OHinty  gaol  an4  full  of  prtaonersi  bo^  crimioals.  and  4ei»tors* 
From  thi»  gftt3\i«iy  the  walla  contkiue  and  joia  it  to.  a  vast 
square  tower  of  gcest.  height ;  ths  hvtu  part  at  least  of  remote 
antiqiuty.  fyr  it  has  s^iall  rouiyl-h^aded  lights^  with  plaJA  shoct 
pillars  on  each  side  of  them ;  there  is  a  third  tower  ako  square 
md  of  lesi$  dimensions,   this  i^  all  the  castle ;  near  it  and  but 
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little  lower  stands  the  church,  a  large  and  plain  Gothic  fabric ; 
the  high  square  tower  at  the  west  end  has  been  rebuilt  of 
late  years,  but  nearly  in  the  same  style.  There  are  no  orna- 
ments of  arms,  &c,  any  where  to  be  seen,  within  it  is  light- 
some and  spacious,  but  not  one  monument  of  antiquity,  or 
piece  of  painted  glass  is  left:  from  the  church-yard  there  is  an 
extensive  sea-view  (for  now  the  tide  had  almost  covered  the 
sands  and  filled  the  river),  and  besides  greatest  part  of  Furness, 
I  could  distinguish  Ped-castle,  on  the  Isle  of  Fowdrey,  which 
lies  off  its  southern  extremity :  the  town  is  built  on  the  slope, 
and  at  the  foot  of  the  Castle-hill  more  than  twice  the  bigness 
of  Auckland,  with  many  neat  buildings  of  white  stone,  but  a 
little  disorderly  in  their  position  ad  libitum  like  Kendal.  Many 
also  extend  below  oij  the  Keys  by  the  river  side,  where  a  tium- 
ber  of  ships  were  moored,  some  of  them  three  mast  vessels, 
decked  out  with  their  colours  in  honour  of  the  fair.  Here  is 
a  good  bridge  of  four  arches  over  the  Lune,  which  runs  when 
the  ride  is  out  in  two  streams  divided  by  a  bed  of  gravel, 
which  is  not  covered  but  in  spring  tides ;  below  the  town  it 
widens  to  near  the  breadth  of  the  Thames  at  London,  and 
meets  the  sea  at  five  or  six  miles  distance  to  the   S.  W. 

October  11,  Wind  S.  W. ;  clouds  and  sun:  warm  and  a  fine 
dappled  sky:  crossed  the  river,  and  walked  over  a  peninsula 
three  miles  to  the  village  of  Pooton,  which  stands  on  the  T)each. 
An  old  fisherman  mending  his  nets  (while  I  enquired  about 
the  danger  of  passing  those  sands)  told  me  in  his  dialect  a 
moving  story.  How  a  brother  of  the  trade,  a  cockier  (as  he 
styled  him)  driving  a  little  cart  with  two  daughters  (women 
grbwn)  in  it,  and  his  wife  on  horseback  following,  set  out  one 
day  to  pass  the  Seven  Mile  Sands,  as  they  hstd  frequently 
been  used  to  do :  for  nobody  in  the  village  knew  them  bette?^ 
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than  the  old  man  did.  When  they  were  about  half  way  over 
a  thick  fog  rose^  and  as  they  advanced,  they  found  the  water 
much  deeper  than  they  expected.  The  old  man  was  puzzled ; 
he  stopped  and  said  he  would  go  a  little  way  to  find  some 
mark  he  was  acquainted  with.  They  staid  a  little  while  for 
him  but  in  vain.  They  called  aloud,  but  no  reply;  at  last  the 
young  women  pressed  their  mother  to  think  where  they  were, 
and  go  on.  She  would  not  leave  the  place ;  she  waadered  about, 
ferlom  and  amazed.  She  would  not  quit  her  horse,  and  get 
into  the  cart  with  them.  They  determined,  after  much  time 
wasted, to  turn  back,  and  give  themselves  up  to  the  guidance 
of  their  horses.  The  old  woman  was  soon  washed  off  and 
perished,  llie  poor  girls  clung  close  to  their  cart,  and  the 
horse,  sometimes  wading,  and  sometimes  swimming,  brought 
them  back  to  land  alive,  but  senseless  with  terror  and  distress, 
and  unable  for  many  days  to  give  any  account  of  themselves. 
The  bodies  of  their  parents  were  found  soon  after  (next .  ebb,) 
that  of  the  father  a  very  few  paces  distant  from  the  spot  where 
he  had  lefl  them. 

In  the  afternoon  wandered  about  the  town  and  by  the  key, 
till  it  was  dark.     A  httle  rain  fell. 

October  12.  Wind  North-east.  Sky  gloom)^  then  gleams  of 
sunshine.     Set  out  for  Settle  by  a  fine  turnpike  road,  29  miles. 

Rich  and  beautiful  enclosed  country,  diversified  with  frequent 
villages  and  churches,  very  uneven  ground,  and  on  the  left 
the  River  Lune  winding  in  a  deep  valley,  its  hanging  banks 
clothed  with  fine  woods,  through  which  you  catch  long  reaches 
of  the  water,  as  the  road  winds  about  at  a  considerable  height 
above  it.  Passed  the  Park  (Hon.  Mr.  Clifford's,  a  Catholic,) 
in  the  most  picturesque  part  of  the  way.    The  grounds  between 
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him  and  the  River  are  indeed  charming:*  the  house  is  ordi- 
nary, and  the  Park  nothing  but  a  rocky  fell,  scattered  over 
with  ancient  hawthorns.  Came  to  Hornby,  a  little  town  on  the 
River  Wanning,  over  which  a  handsome  bridge  is  now  in  build- 
ing. The  Castle  in  a  lordly  situation  attracted  me,  so  I  walked 
up  the  hill  to  it.  First  presents  itself  a  large  but  ordinary 
white  gentleman's  house,  sashed ;  behihd  it  rises  the  ancient 
keep  built  by  Edward  Stanley,  Lord  Monteagle,  in  Henry  the 
Vnith's  time.  It  is  now  a  shell  only,  though  rafters  are  laid 
within  it  as  for  flooring.  I  went  up  a  winding  stone  staircase 
in  one  corner  to  the  leads,  and  at  the  angle  is  a  single  hexagon 
watch-tower  rising  some  feet  higher,  fitted  up  in  the  taste  of  a 
modern  Toot^  with  sash-windows  in  gilt  frames,  and  a  stucco 
cupola,  and  on  the  top  a  vast  gilt  eagle,  by  Mr.  Charteris,  the 
present  possessor.  But  he  has  not  lived  here  since  the  year 
1745,  when  the  people  of  Lancaster  insulted  him,  threw  stones 
into  his  coach,  and  almost  made  his  wife  (Lady  Catherine  Gor- 
don) miscarry.  Since  that  he  has  built  a  great  ugly  house  of 
red  stone  (thank  God  it  is  not  in  England)  near  Haddington, 
which  I  remember  to  have  passed  by.  He  is  the  second  son 
of  the  Earl  of  Wemyss,  and  brother  to  the  Lord  Elcho,  grand- 
son to  Colonel  Charteris,  whose  name  he  bears.  From  the 
leads  of  the  tower  there  is  a  fine  view  of  the  country  round, 
and  much  wood  near  the    Castle,     Ingleborough  which    I  had 


*  This  scene  opens  just  three  miles  from  Lancaster,  on  ivhat  is  called  the 
Queen^s  Road.  To  see  the  yiew  in  perfection,  you  must  go  into  a  -field  on  the 
left.  Here  Ingleborough,  behind  a  variety  of  lesser  mountains,  makes  the  back- 
ground of  the  prospect:  on  each  hand  of  the  middle  dbtance,  rise  two  sloping 
hills ;  the  left  clothed  wiUi  thick  woods,  the  right  wiUi  variegated  rock  and  herbage : 
between  them,  in  the  riohest  of  Tallies,  the  Lune  serpentizes  for  many  a  mile, 
and  comes  forth  ample  and  dear,  through  a  well-wooded  and  richly  pastured 
fore^ground.  Every  feature  which  constitutes  a  perfect  landscape  of  the  extensive 
sort,  is  here  not  only  boldly  marked,  but  also  in  its  best  position.— Jfotofi. 
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Beefi  before  distinctly  at  Lanc9«ter«  to  North«ea^  wa;  now  com- 
pletely wFapt  in  clouds,  ?J1  but  \U  swinmit,  which  might  have 
been  easily  ini^ken  for  a  long  black  cloud  too,  fraught  with 
m  approaching  ^toroi.  Now  our  road  began  gradually  to 
piount  toward^  the  Appepnute ;  the  trees  growing  less  and  thin 
of  leaves  till  we  came  to  InghUton,  18  n>iles.  It  is  a  pretty 
village,  situated  very  l»gh,  and  yet  in  a  valley  at  the  foot  of 
that  huge  creature  of  God,  IngUb^rough,  two  torrtmtg  cross  k 
with  great  stpne§  rolled  along  their  bed  instead  of  water :  over 
tlv?!^  «»re  two  handsome  arches  flung.  Here  at  a  little  ale- 
house, were  Sjr  BelUngham  Graham,  and  Mr.  Parker,  Lord 
of  the  Manor,  (one  of  them  si}^  feet  and  a  half  high*  and  the 
other  as  qiuch  in  breadth)  come  to  dine.  The  nipping  air 
(though  the  aft^fnooft  was  growing  very  bright)  now  taught  us 
we  were  in  Craven ;  the  I'oad  was  all  up  and  down  (though 
no  where  very  st^ep)  tP,  the  \4\  were  UHHintaio^tops,  to  the 
right  a^  wide  valley,  (all  enclosed  ground)  and  beyond  it  high 
hills  again.  Jn  approachii^g  Settle  tha  crags  on  the  left,  draw 
nearer  to  pijir  way,  till  we  ascended  Brunton-brow  into  a  cheer* 
$j1  valley  (though  t\»u  of  trees)  to  Gigglem^k^  a  village  with 
B  small  pi^ce  of  water  by  its  side  covei;ed  over  with  cootg. 
N.eftr  it  a  chui;Qh  which  belongs  also  to  Settle*,  and  half  a 
njile  furth/er,  h&ving  pasw4  the  Ribble,  over  a  bridge,  arrived 
at  Settle,  It  is  a  small  nparket-town  standing  directly  under 
a  rocky  fell.  There  are  not  a  dozen  good  looking  houses ;  the 
rest  are  old  and  low,  with  little  wooden  porticos  in  front.  My 
Inn  pleased  me  much  (though  small)  for  the  neatness  and  ci- 
vility of  the  good  womw  that  kepi  it,  so  I  lay  there  two 
nighty  aod  went 


October  13,  to  visit  Gordale^sear,  Wind  N,  E, :  day  gloomy 
and  gold.  Jt  lay  but  sijf  miles  from  Settle,  but  that  way  was 
directly  over  ^.  fell,  ai^d  it  mjigihti  xain,  so  I  went  round  in  » 
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chaise  the  only  way  one  could  get  near  it  in  a  carriage,  which 
made  it  full  thirteen  miles,  and  half  of  it  such  a  road!  but  I 
got  safe  over  it,  so  there's  an  end;  and  came  to  Malthahi 
(pronounce  it  Maura)  a  village  in  the  bosom  of  the  mountains, 
seated  in  a  wild  and  dreary  valley :  from  thence  I  was  to  walk 
a  mile  over  very  rough  ground.  A  torrent  rattling  along  on 
the  left  hand.  On  the  cliffs  above  hung  a  few  goats;  one  of 
them  danced  and  scratched  an  ear  with  its  hind  foot,  in  a 
place  where  I  would  not  have  stood  stock-still  for  all  beneath 
the  moon.  As  I  advanced,  the  crags  seemed  to  close  in,  but 
discovered  a  narrow  entrance  turning  to  the  left  between  them. 
I  followed  my  guide  a  few  paces,  and  lo,  the  hills  opened 
again  into  no  large  space,  and  then  all  furdier  way  is  barred 
by  a  stream,  that  at  the  height  of  above  50  feet  gushes  from 
a  hole  in  the  rock,  and  spreading  in  large  sheets  over  its  broken 
front,  dashes  from  steep  to  steep,  and  then  rattles  away  in  a 
torrent  down  the  valley.  The  rock  on  the  left  rises  perpen- 
dicular with  stubbed  yew-trees  and  shrubs,  staring  from  its  side 
to  the  height  of  at  least  300  feet;  but  those  are  not  the  things: 
it  is  that  to  the  right  under  which  you  stand  to  see  the  fall, 
that  forms  the  principal  horror  of  the  place.  From  its  very 
base  it  begins  to  slope  forwards  over  you  in  one  block  and 
solid  mass,  without  any  crevice  in  its  surfece,  and  overshadows 
half  the  area  below  with  its  dreadful  canopy.  When  1  stood 
at  (I  believe)  full  four  yards  distance  from  its  foot,  the  drops 
which  perpetually  distil  from  its  brow,  fell  on  my  head,  and 
in  one  part  of  the  top  more  exposed  to  the  weather,  there 
are  loose  stones  that  hang  in  the  air,  and  threaten  visibly  some 
idle  spectator  with  instant  destruction.  It  is  safer  to  shelter 
yourself  close  to  its  bottom,  and  trust  the  mercy  of  that  enor- 
mous mass,  which  nothing  but  an  eartJiquake  can  stir.  The 
gloomy  uncomfortable  day  well  suited  the  savage  aspect  of  the 
place,  and  made  it  still   more  formidable. 
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I  stayed  there  (not  widiaut  ^buddering)  a  qoarter  of  an 
hour,  and  thought  my  trouble  richly  paid,  for  the  impression 
will  last  for  life.  At  the  ale-house  where  I  dined  in  Maum, 
Vivares,  the  landscape  painter,  had  lodged  for  a  week  or  more. 
Smith  and  Bellers  had  also  been  there,  and  two  prints  of  Gor- 
dale  have  been  engraved  by  them.  I  returned  to  my  comfort- 
able inn.     Night  line  but  windy  and  frosty. 

October  14.  Went  to  Skipton,  16  miles.  Wind  North  East; 
gloomy.  A  little  sleet  falls.  From  several  parts  of  the  road, 
and  in  many  places  about  Settle,  I  saw  at  once  the  three  fomous 
hills  of  this  country,  Ingleborough,  Penigent,  and  Pendle ;  the 
first  is  esteemed  the  highest ;  their  features  are  hard  to  describe, 
but  I  could  trace  their  outline  with  a  pencil  *.     [In  the  ma* 


*  Without  the  pencil  nothing  indeed  is  to  be  described  with  preciaion ;  and 
even  then  that  pencil  ought  to  be  in  the  very  hand  of  the  writer,  ready  to  sup-* 
ply  with  outlines  every  thing  that  his  pen  cannot  express  by  words.  As  far  as 
language  can  describe,  Mn  Qray  has,  I  think,  pushed  its  powers :  for  r^ecting, 
as  I  before  hinted^  every  general  unmeaning  and  hyperbotioal  phrase,  he  has  se^ 
lected  (both  in  this  journal,  and  on  other  similar  occasions)  the  plainest,  simplest, 
and  most  direct  terms:  yet,  notwithstanding  his  judicious  care,  in  the  use  of 
dies^,  I  must  own  I  feel  them  defective.  They  present  me,  it  is  true,  witif  a 
picture  of  the  same  species,  but  not  with  the  identical  picture :  my  imaginatioa 
Iroceives  clear  and  distinct,  but  not  true  and  exact  images.  It  may  be  asked 
then,  why  am  I  entertained  by  well-written  descriptions  ?  I  answer,  because  they 
amuse  rather  than  inform  me;  and  because,  after  I  have  seen  the  places  de- 
scribed, they  serve  to  recal  to  my  memory  the  original  scene,  almost  as  well  as 
the  truest  drawing  or  picture.  In  the  meanwhile,  my  mind  is  flattered  by  think* 
ing  it  has  acquired  some  conception  of  the  place,  and  rests  contented  in  an  inno- 
cent error,  which  nothing  but  ocular  proof  can  detect,  and  which,  when  detected, 
does  not  diminish  the  pleasure  1  had  before  received,  but  augments  it  by  super- 
adding the  charms  of  comparison  and  verification ;  and  herein  I  would  place  the 
real  and  only  merit  of  verbal  prose  desoripUon.  To  speak  of  poetical,  would 
lead  one  beyond  the  limits  as  well  as  the  purpose  of  this  note.  I  cannot,  how- 
ever, help  adding,  that  I  have  seen  one  piece  of  verbal  description  which  com- 
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Quai^Hpt  k  iosertod  ^  rough  outline  of  the  shape  of  these  three 
mountatios,  in  this  place.]  Craven  after  all  is  an  unplea^ng 
country,  when  seen  from  a  height.  Its  valleys  are  chiefly  wide, 
and  either  marshy,  or  enclo6«d  pasture,  with  a  few  trees.  Num- 
bers of  black  cattle  are  fatted  here ;  both  of  the  Scotch  breed 
and  a  large  sorl  of  oxen  with  great  horns.  There  is  little  cul- 
tivated ground  except  a  few  oats. 

October  15.  Wind,  North  East.  Gloomy  at  noon.  A  few 
grains  of  ^et  fell.  Then  bright  and  dear.  Went  through 
Long  Preston  and  Gargrave  to  Skipton,  16  miles.  It  is  a 
pretty  large  market  town  in  a  valley,  with  one  v6ry  broad  street, 
gently  sloping  downwards  from  the  castle,  which  stands  at  the 
head  of  it.  This  is  one  of  our  good  *  Countess's  bijiildings,  but 
on  old  foundations,  it  is  not  very  large,  but  of  a  handsome 
antique    appearance,    with   round  towers.      A    grand    gateway. 


■p»*«"— i*"*.^""^"'*"*^""^^ 


pletely  satisfies  me,  because  it  is  throughoat  assisted  by  masterly  delineafioo.  It 
is  oomposed  by  the  Rev.  Mr.  GilptD,  of  Cheam,  in  Surrey;  and  oontaiiis,  amongst 
other  places,  an  account  of  the  Tery  scenes  which,  in  this  tour,  our  author  Tisiied. 
This  gentleman,  possessing  the  coiqoined  talent  of  a  writer  and  a  desiguer,  has 
employed  them  in  this  manuscript  to  every  purpose  of  picturesque  beauty,  in  the 
description  of  which  a  correct  eye,  a  practised  pencil,  and  an  eloquent  pen  could 
assist  him.  He  has  consequently  produced  a  work  umque^  in  Its  kind  al  once. 
Bui  I  have  said  it  is  in  maanaoript,  and,  I  am  afiraid,  likely  to  pei^liaue  aoi;  ftr 
would  his  modesty  permit  him  to  print  it,  the  great  ezpence  of  plates  would  malice 
its  publication  afanost  impracticable. — Momh. 

*  Anne  Countess  of  Pembreke  and  Montgomery.  I  have  an  extempore  eptt^h 
in  verse,  which  Gray  wrote  on  this  memorahI^  lady,  on  reading  the  q^itq^h  en 
her  mother's  tomb  in  the  churdi  at  Appleby,  composed  by  the  Countess  in  the 
same  manner.  An  interesting  sketch  of  her  life,  composed  from  the  BfS.  of 
Mr.  Sedgwick  her  secretary  (extant  in  Appleby  Castle)  may  be  read  in  Gilpin's 
Tour  to  the  Lakes.    XoL  II.  p.  149— 164— JEcT. 
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bridge,  and  moat,  and  many  old  trees  about  in  good  repair^ 
and  kept  up  as  an  habitation  of  the  Earl  of  Thanet,  though  he 
rarely  comes  thither.  What  with  the  sleet,  and  a  foolish  dispute 
about  chaises  that  delayed  me,  I  did  not  see  the  inside  of  it. 
^  But  •  went  on  15  miles  to  Otilej/.  First  up  Shode-bank,  the 
steepest  hill  I  ever  saw  a  road  carried  over  in  England.  For  it 
mounts  up  in  a  straight  line  (without  any  other  repose  for  the 
horses,  than  by  placing  stones  every  now  and  then  behind  the 
wheels)  for  a  full  mile.  Then  the  road  goes  along  the  brow 
of  this  high  hill  over  Rumbold  Moor,  till  it  gently  descends  into 
Whorldale.  So  they  call  the  Vale  of  the  Wharf,  and  a  beau- 
tiful vale  it  is.  Well  wooded,  well  cultivated,  well  inhabited*; 
but  with  high  crags  at  distance,  that  border  the  green  country 
on  either  hand;  through  the  midst  of  it,  deep,  clear,  full  to 
the  brink,  and  of  no  inconsiderable  breadth,  runs  in  long  wind- 
ings the  river;  how  it  comes  to  pass,  that  it  should  be  so  fine 
and  copious  a  stream  here,  and  at  Tadcaster  (so  much  lower) 
should  have  nothing  but  a  wide  stony  channel  without  water, 
I  cannot  tell;  I  passed  through  Long  Addingham,  Ilkoley  (pro- 
nounce Eccla)  distinguished  by  a  lofty  brow  of  loose  rocks ;  to 
the  right,  Burley,  a  neat  and  pretty  village  among  trees.  On 
the  opposite  side  of  the  river  lay  Middleton  Lodge,  belonging  to 
a  Catholic  gentleman  of  that  name.  Weston,  a  venerable  stone 
ftibric,  with  large  offices,  of  Mr.  Vavasor.  The  meadows  in 
front  gently  descending  to  the  water,  and  behind  a  great  and 
shady  wood.  Farnley  (Mr.  Fawkes)  a  place  like  the  last,  but 
larger,  and  rising  higher  on  the  side  of  the  hill.  Ottley  is  a 
large  airy  town,  M'ith  clean  but  low  rustic  buildings,  and  a  bridge 
over  the  wharf.  I  went  into  its  spacious  Gothic  church,  which 
has  been  new  roofed  with  a  flat  stucco  ceiling.  In  the  corner 
is  the  monument  of  Thomas  Lord  Fairfax  ai]id  Helen  Aske,  his 
Lady,  descended  from  the  Cliffords  and  Latimers,  as  her  epitaph 
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siatys.  The  figures  not  ill  cut,  particularly  his  in  armour,  but 
bareheaded,  lie  on  the  tomb.  I  take  them  for  the  parents  of 
Ijje  &mou8  Sir  Thomas  Fairfax.* 


LETTER   X. 


M«-   GRAY   TO    M«-   BONSTETTEN. 

Cambridge,   1770,  April  12th. 

NEVER  did  I  feel,  my  dear  Bonstettenf ,  to  what  a 
tedious  length  the  few  short  moments  of  our  life  may  be  ex- 
tended by   impatience    and  expectation,  till  you   had  left   me  : 


*  Here  the  manuscript  of  Dr.  Wharton  terminates;  and  the  writing  of  Gray 
again  begins. — Ed, 

t  These  three  letters  are  taken  from  Miss  Plamtree's  translation  of  Matthison*s 
lietters,  p.  538.  BoRstetten,  in  his  youth,  resided  some  time  at  Cambridge,  during 
which  he  enjoyed  an  almost  daily  intercourse  with  Gray,  who  attached  himself  to  him 
with  great  ardour,  and  became  soon  his  warmest  and  most  confidential  friend.  Charles 
Von  Bonstetten  was  Baillie  of  Nion,  in  the  canton  ci  Berne,  author  of  letters  on  the 
Pastoral  Parts  of  Switzerland,  &c.  and  some  other  works.  Mr.  Mason  (it  appears) 
applied  to  him  for  leave  to  publish  these  letters,  which  he  refused ;  afterwards 
permitting  them  to  be  printed  by  his  friend  Mathison,  in  the  notes  to  some  stanzaa 
on  the  Leman  Lake,  in  which  Gray  is  introduced; 

^*  Where  Agathon,  the  Muses*,  Graces'  pride, 
**  The  palace/s  delight,  the  peasant's  stay ; 

*'  E'en  hence  to  distant  Jura's  shaggy  side, 
*'  In  warmest  friendship  clasped  me  as  his.  Gray." — Ed^ 
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nor  QYer  kaew  before  with  so  strong  a  conviction  how  much 
this  firaiil  bodj  sympathizes  with  the  inquietude  of  the  miacL  I 
am  grown  old  in  the  compass  of  lesp  th/m  three  weeks^  like 
the  Sultan*  in  the  Turkish  tales,  that  did  but  plunge  his 
head  into  a  vessel  of  water,  and  take  it  out  again,  as  the  standers 
by  affirmed,  at  the  command  of  a  Dervise,  and  found  he  had 
passed  many  years  in  captivity  and  begot  a  large  family  of 
children.  The  strength  and  spirits  that  now  enable  me  to  write 
to  you,  are  only  owing  to  your  last  letter,  a  temporary  gleam 
of  sunshine.  Heaven  knows  when  it  may  shine  again.  1  did 
not  conceive  till  now,  I  own,  what  it  was  to  lose  you,  nor  felt 
the  solitude  and  insipidity  of  my  own  condition  before  I  possessed 
the  happiness  of  your  friendship.  I  must  cite  another  Greek 
writer  to  you,  because  it  is  much  to  my  purpose.  He  is  de- 
scribing the  character  of  a  genius  truly  inclined  to  philosophy. 
'*  It  includes,"  he  says,  "  qualifications  rarely  united  in  one  single 
mind,  quickness  of  apprehension  and  a  retentive  memory, 
vivacity  and  application «  gentleness  and  magnanimity ;  to 
^'  these  he  adds  an  invincible  love  of  truth,  and  consequently  of 
probity  and  justice.  Such  a  soul,**  continues  he,  *'  will  be 
little  inclined  to  sensual  pleasures,  and  consequently  temperate^ 
a  stranger  to  illiberality  and  avarice ;  being  accustomed  to  the 
**  most  extensive  views  of  things  and  sublimest  contempla- 
tions, it  will  contract  an  habitual  greatness,  will  look  down 
with  a  kind  of  disregard  on  human  life,  and  on  death ;  con- 
^^  sequently,  will  possess  the  truest  fortitude.  Such,'*  says  he, 
•*  is  the  mind  born  to  govern  the  rest  of  mankind.'^  But  tliese 
very   endowments,    so    necessary    to    a    soul    formed    for   phi- 


*  Lady  B M '  is  the  individual  womaD  she  was — she  seems  to  have 

been  gone  three  years,  like  the  Sultan  in  the  Persian  Tales,  who  popped  his  head  into 
a  tub  of  water^  pulled  it  up  again,  and  fancied  he  had  been  a  dozen  years  in  bondage 
in  the  interim.— Walpole's  Letters,  V.  452. 


it 
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losophy,  are  often  its  ruin,  especially  when  joined  to  the  ex- 
ternal advantages  of  wealth,  nobility,  strength,  and  beauty; 
that  is,  if  it  light  on  a  bad  soil,  and  want  its  proper  nurture, 
which  nothing  but  an  excellent  education  can  bestow.  In  this 
case,  he  is  depraved  by  the  public  example^  the  assemblies  of 
the  people,  the  courts  of  justice,  the  theatres,  that  inspire  it 
with  false  opinions,  terrify  it  with  false  infamj^  or  elevate  it 
with  false  applause ;  and  remember,  that  extraordinary  vices, 
and  extraordmary  virtues,  are  equally  the  produce  of  a  vigorous 
mind ;  little  souls  are  alike  incapable  of  the  one  and  the  other. 

If  you  have  ever  met  with  the  portrait  sketched  out  by 
Plato,  you  will  know  it  again;  for  my  part,  to  my  sorrow  I 
have  had  that  happiness.  I  see  the  principal  features,  and  I 
foresee  the  dangers  with  a  trembling  anxiety.  But  enough  of 
this,  I  return  to  your  letter.  It  proves  at  least,  that  in  the 
midst  of  your  new  gaieties,  I  still  hold  some  place  in  your 
memory ;  and,  what  pleases  me  above  all,  it  has  an  air  of  un* 
dissembled  sincerity.  Go  on,  my  best  and  amiable  friend,  to 
shew  me  your  heart  simply,  and  without  the  shadow  of  dis- 
guise, and  leave  me  to  weep  over  it,  as  I  now  do,  no  matter 
whether  from  joy  or  sorrow. 
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LETTER  XL 


M»-  GRAY  TO   D"-   WHARTON. 


18  Aaril,  1770. 


My  Dear  Sir, 

I  HAVE  been  sincerely  anxious  for  Miss  Wharton, 
whose  illness  must  have  been  indeed  severe.  If  she  is  onlv 
now  recovering,  let  us  hope  every  thing  from  the  spring ;  which 
begins  (though  slowly)  to  give  new  life  to  all  things ;  and  pray  give 
my  best  respects  to  heT»  and  thanks  for  remembering  me  and 
my  Dictionary,  at  a  time  when  she  well  may  be  excused  for 
thinking  of  nothing  but  herself 

I  have  utterly  forgot  where  my  journal  left  off,  but  (I  think) 
it  was  after  the  account  of  Gordale^  near  Settle.  If  so,  there 
was  little  more  worth  your  notice ;  the  principal  things  were 
Wkorldale,  in  the 'way  from  Skipton  to  Ottley,  and  Kirkstall 
Abbey,  three  miles  from  Leeds.  The  first  is  the  valley  formed 
by  the  River  Wharft  well  cultivated,  well  inhabited,  well  wooded. 
But  with  high  rocky  crags  at  distance,  that  border  the  green 
country  on  either  hand.  Through  the  midst  of  it,  was  the 
river,  in  long  windings,  deep,  clear,  and  full  to  the  brink,  and 
of  no  inconsiderable  breadth.  How  it  comes  to  bQ  so  fine 
and  copious  a  stream  here,  and  at  Tadcaster  (so  much  lower) 
should  have  nothing  but  a  wide  stony  channel,  with  little  or 
no  water,  I  cannot  tell  you ;  Kirkstall  is  a  noble  ruin  in  the 
Semi-Saxon  style  of  building,  as  old  as  K.  Stephen,  toward  the 
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end  of  his  reign,  115^2 ;  the  whole  church  is  still  standing  (the 
roof  excepted)  seated  iu  a  delicious  quiet  valley,  on  the  banks 
of  the  River  ArCf  and  preserved  with  religious  reverence  by 
the  Duke  of  Montagu.  Adjoining  to  the  church,  between  thai 
and  the  river,  are  variety  of  chapels,  and  remnants  of  the  abbey, 
shattered  by  the  encroachments  of  the  ivy,  and  surmounted  by 
many  a  sturdy  tree,  whose  twisted  rpoU.  break  through  tbs 
fret  of  the  vaulting,  and  hang  streaming  from  the  roo&.  The 
gloom  of  these  ancient  cells,  the  shade  and  verdure  of  the 
landscape,  the  flittering  and  murmur  of  the  stream,  the  lofty 
towers,  and  long  perspectives  of  the  church,  in  the  midst  of  a 
clear  bright  day,  detained  me  for  many  hours,  and  were  the 
truest  subjects  for  my  glass  I  have  yet  met  with  any  where ;  as  I 
lay  at  that  smoky,  ugly,  large  town  of  Leeds,  I  dropt  all 
ferther  thoughts  of  my  journal ;  and  after  passing  two  days 
at  Mason's  (though  he  was  absent),  pursued  my  way  by  .Not* 
tingham,  Leicester,  Harborough,  Kettering,  Thrapston,  and 
Huntingdon,  to  Cambridge,  where  I  arrived  S2  October,  having 
met  with  no  rain  to  signify,  till  this  last  day  of  my  journey 
There's  luck  for  you. 

I  do  think  of  seeing  Wales  this  summer;  having  never 
found  my  spirits  lower  than  at  present;  and  feeling  that  mo- 
tion and  change  of  the  scene  is  absolutely  necessary  to  me.  I 
will  make  Aston  in  my  way  to  Chester,  and  shall  rejoice  to 
meet  you  there,  the  last  week  in  May.  Mason  writes  me  word, 
that  he  wishes  it,  and  though  his  old  house  is  down,  and  his 
new  one  not  up,  proposes  to  receive  us  like  princes  in  grain. 
I  my  dear  Sir,  and  believe  me. 


Most  &ithftilly  yours^ 


T.  G. 


▼OL.  II.  4  B 
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My  he^  complitneuts  to  Mrs.  Wharton  and  the  family.  Our 
weather  tift  Ohristmas  coritinued  niJld  and  open ;  28  Dec.  some 
snow  ieil,  but  did  not  lie.  The  4th  of  January  was  stormy 
and  snowy,  which  was  often  repeated  daring  that  month.  And 
yet  the  latter  lialf  of  it  was  warm  and  gentle.  ISth  Feb. 
was  snow  again,  the  rest  of  it  mostly  fine.  Snow  again  on 
15  March;  from  SOth  to  SOth  of  March  was  cold  arid  dry, 
wind  Ea.<t,  or  North  East ;  on  the  31st  rain,  from  thence  till 
within  a  wedk  past,  wind  North  West,  or  North  East,  wifli 
mu^H  hail  and  sleet ;  and  on  4th  April,  a  thunder-storm.  It  is 
now  fine  spring  weather. 

A     -^  Almfxnd  Uom^d ;  mid  Qofmb&rtj  spread  itsJeayes. 

S     — -  Ajntcot  blowed. 

1  April,  ^ioldts  in  full  Uoom,  anil  floiAle  Oaffodils. 

%      '^  Vfrw  "fliiigiDg.    9>odble  JFanquflB. 


11      If   III     lillll       111!       ■  lAUAJiJ 


LETTEfi  Xn. 


M»-  GRAY   TO  M*^   BONSTETTEN, 

JprU  10,  1770. 

ALASi  how  do  I  <every  moBient  feeLtthe  tenth  rcf  wbfkt 
I  have  somewhere  read,  ^'  Ce  nfest  fas  le  voir,  que  ide  sJ«o 
"souvenir;"  and  yet  that  remembrance  is  the  only  satisfaction 
I  have  left.  My  life  now  is  but  a  conversation  with  your  shadow — 
the  ktfown  sound  of  your  voice  still  rings  in  my  ears — ^there, 
on  the  corner  of  the  fender,  you  are  standing,  or  tinkling  on 


^ 
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tha  puttiofortff,;  or  stretched  at  length  m  the  sofa.  Po.  your 
mflect^  ny  deanest  fiaend,  that  it  is  a  week  or  eight  (^jTs  h^&se 
I  caa  reeeiyei  a  kttw  fi^om  you,  ami  as  much  more  before 
yo^  ea«^  Iha^^  my  answer ;,  thait  all  ti^t  time  I  9ii9  em^oyed^ 
witib^  DMre  tha»  Heiwiileaa  t^iU  in  pushing.  th&  tediQus  houBs 
abngt  and  waahiog  to  aiuiihtlata  them ;  the  morn  I  steli^e^  t}^ 
heavier  they  move,  and  the  logger  they  ^ow<»  I  cannot  haw 
thk  place,  where.  I.  have  spent  coaay  tedioiios  years  within  less  thiW. 
a.  mwth  siOQ^  you  left.  me.  t  am  going  i^r  a  few  days  to^  s£» 
poor  Nicholls,  invited  by  a  latter,  whevein  ha.  mfntion^,  yo]^  in 
such  terms  as  add  to  my  regard  for  him,  and  express  my  own 
sentiments  better  than  I  can  do  myself.  "  I  am  concerned/' 
says  he,  ''  that  I  cannot  pass  my  life  with  him ;  I  never  met 
''  with  any  one  who^  plcaaed  amb  ratted  aw  s^  well :  the  miracle 
*'  to  me  is,  how  he  comes  to  be  so  little  spoiled:  and  the 
"  miracle  of  miracles  will  be,  if  he  continues  so  in  the  midst 
^'  of  every  danger  and  seduction^  and  without  any  advantages 
''  but  from  his  own  excellent  nature  and  understanding.  I  own 
I  am  very  anxious  for  him  on  this  account,  and  perhaps  your 
inquietude  may  have  proceeded  from  the  same  cause.  I  hope 
I  am  to  hear  when  he  has  passed  that  cursed  sea,  or  wiH 
he  forget  me  thus  in  insulam  relegatum?  If  he  should  it  is 
out  of  my  power  to  retaliate;.'' 


i€ 
€t 
€4 


Surely  you  have  writtea  to  hinu  niy  dear  Bojftstetten,,  op 
surely  you  will !  he  has  moved  me  with  these  gentle  and  seur* 
sible  expressions  of  his  kindness  fi>r  you;,  are  you  untouched 
by  them? 

•  « 

You  do  me  the,  credits  and  felse  or  true  it  goes  |x>  my 
baari;  of  aacribing  to  me  yoqr  love  for.  many  virtue  of  the 


highest  iBok.    Would  to  heaven  it  were  so !  but  they  ^re  ior. 
deed  ti^e  Jtruits  of  ;y:pur  ovn- noble  ^  generow  under&taodin^ 
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which  has  hitherto  struggled  against  the  stream  of  custom^ 
.passion^  ill  company^  even  when  you  were  but  a  child;  and 
wiH  you  now  give  way  to  that  stream  when  your  strength  is 
increased  ?  Shall  the  jargon  of  French  sophists,  the  aUurements 
of  painted  women  comme  il  font,  or  the  vulgar  caresses  of  pros- 
titute beau^^  the  property  of  all  who  can  ftfford  to  purchate  it, 
induce  you  to  give  up  a  mind  and  body  by  nature  distinguished 
finom  all  others,  to  folly,  idleness,  disease,  and  vain  remorse. 
Have  a  care,  my  ever  amiable  friend,  pf  loving  what  you  do 
i\ot  approve*  Know  me  for  your  most  feithful  and  most  humble 
despote. 


V     'Ifil    111  II     I     llJggS 


LETTER  XIII. 


>t 
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HL^  GRAY   TO   W  BONSTETTEN. 

■■,.-,■,.  :     \,        ■  ■       ,  '         •  •    :      •  '     •• 

,  May^th^  1770.  . 

*  '  y  *  .  * 

I  AM  returned,  my  dear  Bonstetten,  from  the  little 
journey  I  made  into  Suffolk,  without  answering  the  end  pro- 
posed. The  thought  that  you  might  have  been  with  me  there, 
has  embittered  all  my  hours.  Your  letter  has  made  me  happy, 
as  happy  as  so  gloomy,  so  solitary  a  being  as  I  am,  is  capable 
of  being  made.  I  know,  and  have  too  often  felt,  the  disad- 
vantages I  lay  myself  under;  how  much  I  hurt  the  little  in- 
terest I  have  in  you,  by  this  air  of  sadness  so  contrary  to  your 
nature  and  present  enjoyments:  but  sure  you  w;ill  forgive, 
though  you  cannot  sympathize  with  me.  It  is  impossible  for  me 
to  dissemble  with  you;    such  as  I  am  I  expose  my  heart  to 
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your  view,  nor  wish  to  conceal  a  single  thought  from  your  pe* 
netrating  eyes*  AU  that  you  say  to  me,  especially  on  the  subject 
of  Switzerland,  is  infinitely  acceptable.  It  feels  too  pleasing 
ever  to  be  fulfilled,  and  as  oflen  as  I  read  over  your  truly 
kind  letter,  written  long  since  from  London,  I  stop  at  these 
wofds :  *  La  mort  qui  pent  glacer  nos  bras  avant  qu'ils  soient 
*  entrelac6es/ 


LETTER  XIV. 


»P-   GRAY   TO  M»-   BEATTIE. 

Peinbroke  Hall,  Jufy  2,  1770. 

I  REJOICE  to  hear  that  you  are  restored  to  better 
state  of  health,  to  your  books,  and  to  your  muse  once  again. 
That  forced  dissipation  and  exercise  we  are  obliged  to  fly  to  a^i 
a  remedy,  when  this  frail  machine  goes  wrong,  is  often  almost 
as  bad  as  the  distemper  we  would*  cure;  yet  I  too  have  been 
constrained  of  late  to  pursue  a  like  regimen,  on  account  of  certain 
pains  in  the  head,  (a  sensation  unknown  to  me  before]  and  of 
great  dejection  of  spirits.  This,  Sir,  is  the  only  excuse  I  have 
to  make  you  for  my  long  silence,  and  not  (as  perhaps '  you  may 
have  figured  to  yourself)  any  secret  reluctance  I  had  to  tell  you 
my  mind  concerning  the  specimen  you  so  kindly  sent  me  of 
your  new  Poem*:    On  the  contrary,   if  I  had  seen  viy  thing 


*  This  letter  wm  written  in  answer  to  one  that  inclosed  only  a  part  of  the  first 
book  of  tiie  Minstrd  in  mamiscript,  and  I  believe  a  sketdi  of  Mr.  Beattie's  plan  for 
the  wbaIe.-*Jlfa«oii. 
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of  i^portauce  to  disapproves ,  I  should  have  bagteaed  ta  infocm 
you»  and  never  doubted  of  being  Sxgwen.  The  truth  is^^  I 
greatly  like  all  I  have  seen^  and  wish  to  see  more.  The  dengn 
is  simple,,  and  pregnant  with  poetical  ideas  of  various  kinds,  yet 
seexDS  somehow  im|;^rfed;  at  the  end*  Why  may  not  young 
Edwin,  when  necessity  has  driven  him.  to  take  up  the  hai;fH 
and  assume  the  profession  of  a  Minstrel,  do  some  gsenJL  aad^ 
singular  service  to  his  country?  (what  service  I  must  leave  to 
your  invention)  such  as  no  General,  no  Statesman,  no  Moralist 
could  do  without  the  aid  of  music,,  inspiration,  and  poetry. 
This  will  not  appear  an  improbability  in  those  early  times,  and 
in  a  character  then  held  sacred,  and  respected  by  all  nations: 
Besides,  it  will  be  a  iull  answer  to  all  the  Hermit  has  said, 
when  he  dissuaded  him  from  cultivating  these  pleasing  arts;  it 
will  show  their  use,  and  make  the  best  panegyric  of  our  favour- 
ite and  celestial  science.  And  lastly,  (what  weighs  most  with 
me)  it  will  throw  more  of  action,  pathos,  and  interest  into 
your  design,  which  already  abounds  in  reflectioa  and  sentiment. 
As  td  d^ciiption,  I  have  always  liiought  that  it  made  the 
moirt;  graci^ibl  ornament  of  poetry,  but  never  ought  to  malce  the 
subject.  Your  ideas  are  hew,  and  borrowed  from  a  mountainous 
country,  the  only  one  that  can  furnish  truly  picturesque  scenery. 
Some  triflfes  in  the  language  or  versification  you  will  permit  nie 
to  remark.  *  *  ♦  (gee  Forbes's  life  of  Beattie,  vol.  I. 
p.  197.  Let.  ^\y.  4to.)' 

I  wiH  not  6nter  at  present  into  the  merits  of  your  Essay  o?i 
Truth,  because  I  have  not  yet  given  it  all  the  attention  it  de- 
serves, though  I  have  read  it  through  with  pleasure;  besides  t 
am  partial,  for  I  have  idw&ys  thought  David  Hume  a  perni- 


•         .  »  ,  .-       I      •      • 

*  *  *  A  few  paragraphs  of  partictdar  oriticiam  are  here  ontted..   FoUishdliD' 
Beattie*8  life,  by  Forbes. 


cious  writer,  and  believe  he  has  done  as  much  mischief  here 
as  he  has  in  his  own  country.  A  turbid  and  shallow  stream 
often  appears  to  our  a^^^rehensiona  very  deep.  A  professed 
sceptic  can  be  guided  by  nothing  but  his  present  passions  (if 
he  has  any)  and  interests ;  and  to  be  masters  of  his  philosophy 
we  need  not  hi€r  books  or  advice,  for  every  child  is  capable  of 
the  same  thing,  without  any  study  at  all-  Is  not  that  n'aiveth 
and  good  humour,  which  his  admirers  celebrate  in  him,  owing 
to  this,  that  he  has  continued  all  his  days  an  infant,  hut  one 
that  has  unhappily  been  taught  to  read  and  write  ?  That  child- 
ish nation,  the  French,  have  given  him  vogue  and  fashion, 
and  we,  as  usua3, '  have  learned  from  them  to  admire  him  at 
second  hand.* 


»<^i^"^^P— ^"^»"<>^— i^M^^i^—^— —  i         I      — — — M^l^— ^"^i^i^— ♦— ^^^^—^^ 


*  On  a  simiittr  sulgeet  Mc  Gray  expresses  •hiiaselF  ijmR  in  a  letter  ^  Mr.  Wajpoie, 
dated  March  17,  177X :  '  He  must  have  a  rery  ^oad  stomaoh  that  can  digest  the 
^  Crambe  recocta  of  Voltaire.    Atheism  is  a  vile  dish,  though  all  the  cooks  of  France 

'  *  combine  to  make  new  sauces  to  it.  As  to  the  Soul,  perhaps  they  may  have  none  on 
'  the  Contifieat;  bat  I  do  timk  we  barre  suoti  things  in  England.  Shikesp^are,  for 
<  example,  I  beKere  iiad  scnimai  ta  h»  oym  ^hare.  As  to  iSxt  Jews  <though  tbcy  do 
'  not  eat  pork)  I  Use  them  because  they  are  .better  chciatians  than  Voltaire.^  TJiiis 
was  written  only  three  months  before  his  death;  and  I  insert  it  to  show  how  constant 
and  uniform  he  was  in  his  contempt  of  infidel  writers*  Dr.  Beattie  received  only  one 
letter  more  from  his  correspondent,  dated  March  8, 1771.  It  related  io  (he  first  bodk 
of  tbe  Minalrel,  bow  sent  to  him  in  piant^  and  oontaioed  eriliobns  on  partioaiar, pas- 
sages, and  cooMBOidiitions  of  particular  stansas.  Those  criiieisias  the  author  latteoded 
to  in  a  future  edition,  because  his  g^ood  taste  found  that  they  deserved  his  attention ;  the 
passages  therefore  beipg  altered,  the  strictures  die  of  course.  As  to  the  notes  of  /;om- 
mendation,  the  Poem  itself  abounds  with  so  many  striking  beauties,  that  they  need  not 
evwn  the  hand  of  Mr.  Gray  tn  point  them  oat  to  a  voader  ^f  any  feeling :  siH  tberelbre 

.  4fut  [  shall  priat  of  4hai  letter,  is  the  oovcludivg  iparagcifti  relating  tp  hie  fi^^My  ad  flie 
Immutability  of  Tnith.  /  1 1^  h^ppy  to  hear  of  your  success  in  another  way,  heqause 
'  I  think  you  are  serving  the  cause  of  human  nature,  and  the  true  interests  of  mankind: 

'^  your  hook  is  read  lier^  too,  and  with  just  applause.**— *J!fa^oii.  ' 
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LETTER  XV. 


M"^   GRAY  TO  D»-  WHARTON, 


My  d?ar  Doctor, 

IT  happened  that  I  was  in  London  at  the  time  when 
Stonehewer  received  your  letter  relating  to  Mr.  L.*s  request; 
as  my  name  was  mentioned  in  it,  I  ought  to  make  my  excuses 
to  you  as  well  as  he,  which  it  is  indeed  easy  to  do,  as  I  could 
by  no  means  ask  any  thing  but  through  him,  and  (though  this 
had  been  in  my  power)  it  would  have  been  a  very  bad  plea 
to  say,  *  My  L"*,  you  have  done  me  a  very  unexpected  favour 
'  not  long  since;  and  therefore  I  must  beg  you  to  do  another^ 
'  at  my  desire,  for  a  friend  of  mine/  But  the  truth  is,  at  this 
time  our  application  could  not  have  had  any  success,  as  our 
principal  would  certainly  never  apply  to  three  different  persons, 
with  whom  he  has  no  connexion;  nor  care  to  be  refused,  or 
even  obliged  by  them.  The  inside  of  things  cannot  be  w^ll 
explained  by  letters ;  but  if  you  saw  it,  you  would  immediately 
see  in  its  full  light  the  impracticability  of  the  thing. 

I  am  lately  returned  from  a  six  weeks  ramble  through  Wor- 
c^estershire^  Gloucestershire,  Monmouthshire,  Herefordshire,  and 
Shropshire,  five  of  the  most  beautiful  counties  in  the  king- 
dom. The  very  light  and  principal  feature  in  my  journey 
was  the  river  Wye,  which  I  descended  in  a  boat  for  near 
40  miles,  from  Ross  to  Chepstow:  its  banks  are  a  succession 
of  nameless  wonders!   one   out  of  many  you  may  see  not  ill 
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described  by  Mr.  Whateley^  in  his  *  Observations  on  Gardening 
under  the  name  of  the  New  Weir ;  he  has  also  touched  upon  two 
others,  Tinteme  Abbey,  and  Persfield,  (Mr.  Norris's)  both  of 
them  fiunous  scenes,  ^  and  both  on  the  Wye.  Monmouth,  a 
town  I  never  heard  mentioned,  lies  on  the  same  river  in  a 
vale,  that  is  the  delight  of  my  eyes,  and  the  very  seat  of  plea- 
sure. The  vale  of  Abergavenny,  Ragland  and  Chepstow  Castles, 
Ludlow,  Malvern  Hills,  Hampton  Court  near  Lemsta*,  the  Lea- 
sowes,  Hagley,  the  three  Cities  and  their  Cathedrals,  and  lastly 
Oxford  (where  I  past  two  days  in  my  return  with  great  satis- 
faction), are  the  rest  of  my  acquisitions,  and  no  bad  harvest  to 
my  thinking.  I  have  a  journal  written  by  the  comp^iion*t*  of 
my  travels,  that  serves  to  recal  and  fix  the  fading  images  of 
these  things. 

I  desire  to  hear  of  your  health  and  that  of  your  family^ 
Are  Miss  Wh*".  and  Miss  Peggy  quite  recovered  ?  My  respects- 
to  Mrs^  Wharton  and  them. 

I  am  ever  yours,. 

T.  G. 

Pemirotie  CoOtge,  AM^futt  24,  lr77(K 


*  Setr  VfhMUitif*^  ObMrva«ioii8 «B  the  New  Wevon  tiie  Wje,  p.  Ill ;  descriptio* 
•£  Tintern.  Abbey,  p.  IM;  of  Fmfidd,  p.  Ml.—AI. 

t  Mr.  NortonNidioIhr  of  tfus gwUenan  nee  afbirtocoant  in  Mir.  Mlttthias^s  Edition 
^  Oray*9  Wofk%  toL  i.  p.  &!••  Intbe  same  year  (says  Mr.  GQpia  ia  his  Pjreface  tD 
to  liis  Otwenratioos  on  the  River  Wye,  p.  iii.)  id  which  this  little  jouroey  was  made, 
Mr*  Gray  made  it  likewise;  and  hearing  that  I  had  put  on  paper  a  few  remariks  on 
the  soenes,  whiob  ho*had  so  lately  Tinted^  he  desired  a  sight  of  them.  They  were  then 
only  in  a  rode  state;  hot  the  hwdsome  things  heeaid  of  them  to  a  friend  of  his,  who 

VOU  11.  4c 
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LETTER  XVL 


•     »     '   '  '  .  •  .        .  ■  I 


W-  GRAY;   HP   IM^"^  NICH0LL3.:. 

V  PemhroU  HqIU  Jan.  2tk  177L 


. '  t« 


I  REJOICE  you  \ia.^e  met  with  Froissart/'he  is  the 
Herodotus  of  a  barbai^us  agie ;  had  he  but  had  the '  luck  of 
writing  in  as  go6d  a  language,  Ke  might  have'  been  immortal ! 
His  locomotive  disposition/ (for  then  tliere  was  no  other  wajf^ 
of  learning  things)  his  simple  curiosity ,  his  religious  credulity^ 
were  much  like  those  of  the  old  Grecian.  When  you  have 
tant  chevauchif  as  to  get  to  the  end  ^of  l^iin,i  there  is^Moristrelet 
waits  to  take  yoii  up,  and'  will  set  you  down  at  Philip  de 
Comines;  but  previous  to  all  these,  you'  shoulcl  have  read 
Villehardouin  and  Joinvi^le.  I  do  not  think  myself  bound  to 
defend  the  character  of  even  the  best  of  Kings*:  pray  slasli 
them  all  and  spare  not 
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obUgiDgl J  repeated  them  to  me,  gave  them,  1  own,  some  little  degree  of  credit  in  my 
own  opinion;  and  made  me  somewhat  less  appreheasivo  ia risking  them  before  4ke 
pnUic.  If  this  work  afforded  any  amusement  to  Mr.  Gray,  it  was  the  amusement  of 
a  very  late  period  of  bis  life.  Hesarw.  it  in^  JLondon,  about  the  begianihf^  of  June, 
1771 ;  and  he  died,  you  know,  at  the  end  of  the  July  following. ,  Had  \k^\v9^i  it  is 
possible  he  might  have  been  induced  to  have  assisted  me  with  a  few  of  his  own  re- 
marks on  scenes  which  be  hiMi  so  accurately  Mapuned;  the  dight^.touQ^.  tf  such 
a  master  would  have  had  their  effect  No  man  vfas  a  greats  adoiir^  Of'  nKUird  than 
Mr*  Gray,  nor  admired  it  with  better  taste.-r-£cl..    •  .    ^    .. 


..«} 


1 .    1 


*  I  suppose  his  correspondent  had  made  some  Btrictujres  oil  jthe.Obarpqler  of  Henry 
IV,  of  France.    See  Sect  iv«  Letter  xxii.  (VqI.  iy.)«*-i/osoft> 
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It  would  be  strange  too  if  I  should  blame  your  Greek 
studies,  or  find  fault  v/ith  you  for  reading  Isocrates;  I  did  so 
myself  twenty  years  ago,  and  in  an  edition  at  least  as  bad  as 
yours.  The  Panegyric;  the  de -Pace,  Areopagitic,  and  Advice  to 
Philip,  are  by  far  the  noblest  remains  we  have  of  this  writer, 
and  equal  to  most  things  extant  in  the  Greek  tongue;  but  it 
depends  on  youf  judgrheht  to  distinguish  between  his  real  and 
occasional  opinion  of  things,  as  he  directly  contradicts  in  one 
plade .  whkt »  he  has  ladvantced  in  another :  for  example,  in  the 
Panathenaic  and  the  de  Pace,  &c.  on  the  naval  power  of 
Atbeqs;.  tUe:  latter  q£  (he   jtwo  is  undoubtedly  his  p^n  undis- 

I  wpul4  )i>y  all  n^s^s  wish  y^Qu  to  coimply  with .  y<AJr  friend  a 
Tpf^Q^r'^f^  wiitq  ,the  letf:er  he  desires.  L  trust  to  tl^ei  .cau8«^ 
^d  to  the.  w^rmdi  of  your ,  oiwp  kindness  for  inspiration^  Wnte 
€(Io(|M!eiitly>  tiis^t  isfrpm  your  heart,  .iasuch-  expressions;  af  ]bhajb 
wiU)fMrQii^f<.  /M^n,  som^timeB  catch  that  feeliqg  fron)  a  ^tirgnger 
whicijk  s^ioiild  l^av/e  originally  sprung  from  th^jr  own  .h€|art»^ 


•  "       I  'i  ;■..••■  '  •:.'•:•■"?, 


,'..'*    i        .  I    .  ■  ■    ^         ♦    {   '   t     *  'I 

*  This  short  sentence  contains  a  complete  definidon  of  natural  eloquence;  when 

itWecomes  an  art  it  requires  one  more  prolix,  and  our  author  seems  to  bave'begun 
t6  ^etoh  iton'^id^taohdc^  paper*    *  Its  proriacd  (^7^  ^^)  '^  ^  reign  over  minds  of 

*  .slow- perception  and  littl^  Paginations  to  s^  things  in  Rights  they  nefer  tow  them 
'  in ; ,  tp.  engage,  their  Attention  by  details  and  circumstances  grnlually  unfold^. 
^  to  adorn  and  heighten  them,  with  images  and  colours  unknown  to  them,  and  to 
<  raisb  and  engage  ^eir'  rude  passions  to  the  point  to  which  the  speaker  wishes  to 

*  bring  them/  *♦  ♦:  McUan.  »..?.: 


t  •  ■ 


^  TJiia  sentence  is  written  in  pencil  in  Gray's  Podcet  Jpurnal  for  17 J&  as.  far  as  ^  rudo^ 
*  passions  ;*  the  following  words  are  not  there. — Ed.  .     . 


»  •       - »  I-      . 


r 


4  G  2 


^4 


LETTER  XVII. 


M«-  GRAY  TO  !)»•  WHARTON. 

f^,  3,  Pembroke  CotL  1771. 

I 

IT  never  rains  but  it  pours,  my  dear  Doctor,  you  wiR 
be  glad  to  hear^  that  Mr.  Brown  has  added  to  his  master^ip 
(which  is  better  than  £150  a  year)  a  living  hard  by  Cambridge, 
Stretham  in  the  isle  of  Ely,  worth,  as  it  was  let  above  forty  years 
Hgo,  at  least  £240  more.  It  was  in  the  gift  of  the  crown  during 
the  vacancy  of  the  See  of  Ely,  and  that  its  value  is  really  more 
than  I  have  said,  you  will  hardly  doubt,  when  you  hear  it 
was  carried  against  an  Earl,  a  Baron,  and  a  Bishop,  the  latter 
of  the  three  so  strenuous  a  suitor,  that  he  still  persisted  above 
a  week  after  I  had  seen  the  presentation  signed  to  Mr.  Brown 
by  the  King's  own  hand,  nay,  he  still  persisted  a  day,  after 
the  King  had  publicly  declared  in  the  Drawing-room,  that  he 
had  given  it  to  Mr,  Brown  by  name.  And  who  was  this 
bishop?  no  other  than  your  fnend,  who  wanted  it  for  a 
nephew  of  his,  a  poor  unfortunate  nephew,  that  had  been  so 
imprudent  many  a  year  ago  to  marry  a  farmer's  daughter,  where 
he  boarded  when  Curate;  and  continued  ever  since  under  a 
cloud,  because  bis  uncle  would  give  him  nothing.  As  to  us, 
we  had  a  Duke,  an  Earl,  a  Viscount,  and  a  Bishop,  on  bur 
side,  and  carried  it  so  swimmingly  you  would  stare  again.  There 
was  a  prologue,  and  an  exegesis,  and  a  peripeteia,  and  all  the 
|)aits  of  a  regular  drama;    and  the  Hero  is  gone  to  London, 
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was  instituted  yeiAeirday,  and  to-day  b  gone  to.LAmbetli,  for 
the  Archhi^M^  too  spoke  a  good  word  for  ns,  and  at  ^  Teiy 
critical  time.  The  old  Lodge  has  got  rid  of  all  its  hlopaidiords, 
and  begins  to  brighten  up :  its  inhabitant  is  lost  like  a  mouse 
in  an  old  cheese.  He  has  received  your  generous  oflfer  of  a 
bene&ction  to  the  commcMi  good,  but  it  is  too  much  to  tax  yourself: 
however,  we  all  intend  to  bring  in  our  nodtes,  and  shew  the 
way  to  the  high  and  mi^ty ;  when  a  fund  is  once  on  foot  they 
will  bestir  themselves. 


I  am  sincerely  concerned  to  find  Miss  Wharton  is  still  an. 
invalid.  I  believe  you  must  send  her  into  the  milder  regionk 
of  the  South,  where  the  sun  dispels  all  maladies.  We  ourselves 
have  had  an  untoward  season  enough :  vast  quantities  of  rain 
instead  of  winter,  the  thermometer  never  below  40  degrees, 
often  above  50,  before  Christmas;  unusual  high  winds  (whick 
still  continue),  particularly  the  19th  of  Dec.  at  night,  it  blew 
a  dreadful  storm.  The  first  grain  of  snow  was  seen  on  Christ* 
mas.  day,  of  which  we  have,  had  a  good  deal  sihce^  but  never 
deep  or  lasting.  The  second  week  in  January  was  really  severe 
cdd  at  London,  and  the  Thames  firozen  over:  one  mbm* 
ing  that  week  the .  glass  stood  here  (at  eight  in  the  monung) 
at  16  degrees,  which  is  the  lowest  I-ever  knew  it  at  Climbridge. 
At  London  it  never  has  been  observed  lower  than  19,  (under* 
stand  me  right,  I  mean  13  above  Zero  of  Fahrenheit),  and  that 
was  5th  Jan.  1739;  now  it  is  very  mild  again,  but  with  very 
hig^  winds  at  N.  W. 

I  give  you  joy  of  our  awkward  peace  with  Spain.  Mason  b 
in  town  taking  his  swing,  like  a  boy  in  breaking-Up  time. 
Remember  me  kindly  to  Mrs.  Wharton,  and  alt  the  good 
£unily.  Did  I  tell  you  of  my  breaking- up,  in  Summer,  in 
the  midland   counties;    and    so  far    as   Abergavenny  one  way. 
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>.  to  rJL>  .^m.-i-;:;-  V   '.i.ov   T  >••    ■.  •:  J>9{  «ver  ..yom:s,| ...      .   . 


/*.:;;    7'  »<1    i«i»    '.:•  i^ 


•-  » 


T.  G. 


•        t 

:  t  *     i         •     I  •    *    ■  •  . 


4      • 


1 


:  i    14 


.:.:i:.-ri  -'-I! 


:  /r--:'">  " 


«  t 


mutM  Jcv'lit 


* .  • 


1  :;**i    i  ' 


\ 

■  •  1 


'  '   j  t» 


i)   r 


•  f 


*        M»^  GRAY  T^O  »^  WH 
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i'').i^  :  I  WAS  really!  &r  from  well  in  -health;  whed  I  received 
yonr  last  letter*:  sinoetthat  I  am  come  to  town  aodiind  myselF 
oimfliderablj  better^  MMasonhaftpassedi  all.  the.  winter 'here  with 
^tanefaewer-iti  .Curzon^stkf^t»>  Mayi^r^  bofe  thrnkS'^of  retarning^ 
faocedieWaird' >ia '  a :  week'  w/teh  Jdaysy  hd^  had  oy our. letter  {which 
had  (|^nd'ironind  hy  Astrar):  )aad  was' ap|Aying  ^torMrl  Fi^is^ 
andf  othsrst  for  proper  recommendations  'in  oast  fKxftr  ^  ^.  t  «:  should 
he  HibUged  to  •  tnake ,  tisd  i  of  thenti :  ^  ibtit  m^ew  ;  tou  -  hare  *  given  tier 
some  hopes,  that  these  expedients  may  not  he' n^essa^tj.  I  foi* 
my  own  part  do  heartily  wish  you  may  not  be  deceived,  and 
that  80 'cool  a;' tyrant  as ;  her  >  husband  iseems  to  be>^  may  \til- 
lingly  give  up  the  thoughts  ^e!&ercisillg^1hat  tyrantiy^  wbeti  it 
IS  most  in  hid  pi>wer;  but  I  own,  it  se^ms  to  me  very^  unlikely : 
howe(ver,  I  wotilA  not  have  you  instrumental  {biit^  at  her  most 
earnest  fefitrfe4*y)  in  placing  her  out  of  his  -Teach*  No  persuasion 
or  advice  on  this  head  should  come    from  you:   it  should  be 
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absolutely  her  own  firm  resolution  (before  sure  witnesses)  for 
that  is  the  only  thing,  thaFcan  authorise  you  to  assist  her.  It 
must  have  been  her  own  fault  (at  least  her  weakness)  that 
such  a  decision  as  that  of  these  delegates  could  find  any  grounds 
to  go  upon.  I  do  not  wonder  that  such  an  event  has  dis- 
composed you:  it  discomposed  me  to  think  of  the  trouble  and 
expence  it  has  brought  upon  you! 

My*  summer  was  intended  to  have  been  passed  in  Switzerland 
but  I  have  dropped  the  thought  of  it,  and  believe  my  ex- 
peditions will  terminate  in  Old  Park :  for  travel  I  must,  or 
cease  to  exist.  Till  this  year  I  hardly  knew  what  (mechanical) 
low  spirits  were:  but  now  I  even  tremble  at  an  East- wind;  it 
is  here  the  height  of  Summer,  but  with  all  the  bloom  and 
tender  verdure  of  Spring.  At  Cambridge  the  laurustinus  and 
arbutus  killed  totally ;  apricots,  almonds,  and  figs  Ipst  all  their 
young  shoots.  Stonehewer  has  had  a  melancholy  journey :  to- 
jnoiTow  we  expect  him  here.     Adieu! 


I  am  ever  yours. 


T.  G. 


Ai  Ftisbjf's,  in  Jermyn  Stree^f  St.  James's,  May  24, 1771. 


*  Mr.  Mason  has  joioed  this  paragraph  to  that  Letter  of  Mr.  Gray^s  which  is  dated 
August  24,  1770 ;  and  has  given  the  whole  of  that  Letter  the  date  of  this  paragraph. 
In  what  a  singular  manner  he  has  altered  the  style  of  the  concluding  part  of  this  Letter^ 
may  be  seen  by  comparison.  It  is  the  last  Letter  in  Mr.  Mason^s  Work.  [Ed.  Mason^ 
Vol.  IV.  p.  225.  ^  I  haye  had  a  cough  upon  me  these  three  months,  which  is  m^ 
curable.  (This  is  ike  last  sentence  of  the  preceding  Letter,  which  Mr.  Mason 
hcu  transferred  to  this  place  J  The  approaching  Summer  I  hare  sometimes  had 
thoughts  of  spending  on  the  Continent ;  but  I  haye  now  dropped  that  intMition^  and 
believe  my  expeditions  will  terminate  in  Old  Park :  but  I  make  no  promise,  and  can 
answer  for  nothing.  My  own  emplo3^ent  so  sticks  in  my  stomach,  and  troubles  my 
consdence,  and  yet  travel  I  must,  or  cease  to  exist  Till  this  year  I  hardly  knew 
what  (mechaiiical)  low  jq[>irits  were,  bnt  now  I  even  tremble  at  an  east-wind.] 
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LETTER   L 


M*-  BROWN   TO  D*-  WHARTON. 


PtH^rokeMaO^Jufy  24, 1771. 


Dear  Sir, 


HERE  is  Mr.  Gray  wishing  to  be  well  enough  to  take 
hb  journey  to  Old  Park,  but  in  truth  he  knows  not  when  he 
shall  be  so  happy,  llifougk  he  does  not.  ghre  «ver  the  hopes 
of  it,  yet  he  thinks  it  is  so  uncertain  when  he  can  set  about 
it,  that  he  wishes  not  to  alter  aipy  plan  you  may  Yare  formed 
for  passiag  awaiy  9ny  park  of  your  auouner.  fSmm  tcmpkiiiti» 
of  the  gout  he  bath  bad ;  3om»  feverish  ctisovder  which  haftb 
frequently  retuiaedi  asid  I^  bin.  k>w  and  disfiiritedb  wtd  mi^K» 
complaint  added  to  it  whieh  renders  travdlii^  fwf  iBOWuvenieni* 
He  had  been  fiar  six  or  .sev^i  weeks  in  Loodaa;  and  almsil 
all  the  time  out  of  order;  he  canke  hithsr  the  bfgwuiiy  of 
this  week;  he  hadi  entertained  grealb  hopes  that  he  shwiid  kfty* 
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been  with  you  before  this  time.  I  hope  your  nephew  came 
safe  into  the  North  and  that  he  is  well ;  we  much  esteem  him 
here. 

The  weather  is  very  fine  at  this  time  with  us.  I  doubt  not 
it  is  so  Yidth  you,  and  I  hope  your  daughters  reap  great  benefit 
from  it,  and  that  they  forget  the"  severities  of  last  winter.  I 
join  with  Mr.  Gray  in  sending  to  you  and  Mrs.  Wharton,  to 
your  sons  and  daughters,  our  best  respects  and  heartiest  wishes 
for  their  Jiealth  and  your».  Dofk%  forget  my  compliments  to 
your  nephew. 

I  am,  dear  Sir, 

> 

: '  affectionately  yours. 


J.  BROWN. 


• 


*  o  »  ;  •  .*     ,     f         . .  /  .    ,  1 1 


Y  t      ,  ■    I    a 


V    .   .    J  '      •  •     * 


LjETTER   IL  i 


t  » 


•I  '•■!  *••■  I'l.l 

)    D«-   WHARTON. 


POOR  Mr.  Gray  I  My  d^ar  ^t^  I  airi  afraid  his 
firiends  at  Old  Paurk  will  sec  him  no  itoOne.  Professor  Plumptre 
and  Dr.  Gly  ft  give  us  no  hopes  of  hife  recovety,  •  they  both 
attend  him,  and  come  together  tlwee-  or  four  times  a  day ;  they 
say  it  is  the  gout  in  the  8tomaoh>  and  they"  cann<it  get  the 
better  of  it.  Stephen,  his  old  servant,  is  very  diligent  and  handy 
in  his  attendance  upon  him,  and  Mr.  Gray  is  well  satisfied  with  it. 
He  has  very  frequently  convulsion  fits.    The  physicians '  last  night 
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did  not  Expect  to  iind  bun  alive  this  morning;  and  this  morning 
they  did  no»^  think  he  would  live  till  the  evening.  They  don't 
find  him  worse  this  evening  than  he  was  in  the  morning,  yet 
they  say  though-  he  may  have  strength  enough  to  last  a  few 
days,  they  think  .  hQ  h^  not  strength  enough  to  recover.  He 
does  not  always  talk  coherently,  and  then  recovers  his  thoughts 
again.  -I  'sfeht  a  special  messenger  yesterday  to  Mr.  Stouehewer, 
who  would  probably  find  him  ten.  or  twelve  hours,  before  the 
post.  Adieu !  and  accept  of  my  best  good  wishes  for  yourself, 
Mrs.  Wkartba  and  your  &mily. 


» I 


I  am  afFectionately  yours, 


J.  BROWN, 


JUondmf  Night,  Juhj  29,  1771. 


LETTER    III 


M«-  BROWN   TO   D"    WHARTON. 

Dear  Sir, 

.;!  I  DR..  QISBURN  and  Mr.  Stoq^hewer;  came  here  }ait 
nighty  were  present  at  three  or  foi)r  consultations,  and  are  igOQe. 
£^wd(f  this  evening  to  rLoqdon,  without  the  least  hopes,  of  seeiagi 
out  popr: friend  agc^n.  He  told  me^  if  I  understood,  hiiri  rigjbJ;, 
where. |a  will  would  l)e  i6iii¥ls  hu(.L  shall  not:  loo^  ^Q  ^9^^  ^ 
be  is  I  alive.  I  have  b^en^  told^.  tbat.:yoM  have  had  a  ;  will  jn 
your  .custody ;:  if  it;  be.  so,,  it.ist  too  prgjhable  it  will  be  ^y^ated, 
and  if  on©;  be  foand  b^re,  itjmust  b^'seen;  which  of  the  two 


^4 
In  ^,  Wst,     Hy  b^.  iiWfie«M  4U9o4  )(fii  ih4  Mci<  Wbttrtkitt 

« 

r  am,  dear  Sir, 


aflfiM^tionately 


J.  B»OWN. 


Ttie^cfay  Evening,  July  30, 1771, 


I  think  him  dying,  and  that  \»^  fass  be(»i  sewibte  ol  kis  apr. 
preaching  death,  nor  hath  he  expressed  any  concern  at  the 
thoughts  of  leaving  this  world. 

He  is  still  alive — ^9  o'clock. 


LETTER  IV. 


M>  BROWN    TO   D  ^  WHARTON. 

Dear  Sir, 

YOU  must  expect  what  will  give  you  great  concern; 
Mr«  Gray  died  about  eleven  tast  night;  there  is  netfauig  to  be 
addt^d '  about  his  death,  but  that  the  whole  was  p^ceable  a^d 
caite,  so  long  as  he  was  himself;  nop  was  th^^  any  tiikig 
vietent  afterwards:  but  we  think  that  for  some  hours  befoi>e  he 
died^  though  he  appeared  convulsed  to  us,  yet  that  he  himsdf 
fek  no  pain,  l^is  was  the  opimon  of  ^  physieians.  I  found 
awiU  in  the  place  of  which  he  had  told  me,  dated  1st  July,  1770« 
f  was   concerned  that   Mrs.  Foster^a  name  is  totally  omitted.^ 


£500  in  the  stocks  is  left  to  her  daughter  Lady  Goring.  Mr. 
Williamson  of  Calcutta^  a  relation  on  his  father's  side  is  a 
legatee  to  the  same  value.  To  Mr.  Mason  he  has  left  all  his 
books  and  all  his  papern,  to  be  destroyed  or  preserved  at  his 
direction.  He  hath  joined  me  with  Mr.  Mason  in  the  execu. 
torship.  To  Mr.  Stonehewer  and  Dr.  Wharton,  each  £500 
reduced  Bank  annuities,  and  to  each  one  of  his  diamond  rings. 
He  has  desired  to  be  buried  near  his  mother  at  Stoke,  near 
Windsor,  and  that  one  of  his  executors  would  see  him  laid  in 
the  grave.  A  melancholy  task  which  must  come  «&  My  share, 
for  Mr.  Mason  is  not  here,  and  it  will  be  necessary  to  proceed 
in  a  very  few  days.  This  morning  at  eight,  nine,  ten,  he  was 
but  little  altered.  Vou  have  my  best  wishes,  ybu  and  your 
fiimily.  1  know  they  will  grieve  every  one  of  them  for  the 
loss  of  Mr.  Gray^ 

t  mii  dear  dii*, 

veiy  affectionatdy  youis^ 

JAMES  BROWPJf. 

»  < 

I  shall  return  as  soon  as  I  cair 
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■  .  '       *  >  .       • 

•                                            •      •              . 

•  r 

"    ;      i!         .\     \      '  '  •'     '                        ''         -ji  '       -'^          .       J.f    .      '.:i.-:'.      •   • 

J      ;    .!  ..,     ./.                ..T.EXTER     V;     •.,;-!    • 

1                                 •                                                                       «        . 

'     •■•    »       • .       ..... 

1 

•  •<,,.                             .  .    .         •                                J  '  f               ,    - .  ■       .                              .         .  t       1     ■ 

■     1 

• 

•  '  1tf«    BROWi/  to   D«^   WHARTOlSr.      ' 

•  ...  •  ^      ,  ,  . 

.....  -D^Aii  3;b, -.■,    ■:.,:•„•>•;,•....;.,,    ■.:..„.      /.    •....._   .,:; 

•  '  •     1"*  * 

EVERY  thing  is  now  dark  and  melanchply  in  Mr. 
Gray's  room/  not  a  trace  of  him'  remain^  there;  it  loot^  as 
•  if  it  had  been  for  some  time  uninhabited,  and  the  room  bespoke 
for  another  inhabitant.  The  papers  are  in  good  hands^  Mr. 
Mason  carried  them  with  him  to  York ;  and  his  furniture  he 
bequeathed  to  his  relations;  hei]^.  The  thoughts  I  have  of  him 
will  last^  and  will  be  useful  to  me  the  tew  years  I  can  expect 
to  live.  He  'hevet  spoke  out,-  but  I  believe  from  some  little 
expressionsji ;  I  nowr  remember  to  have  dropt  from  him,  that  for 
some  time  past,  he  thought  himself  nearer  his  end,  than  those 
about  him  apprehended.-  '  .1  shaiL  r^^jpiee  in  ithe^  ihappmew\of 
your  femily,  and  desire  my  best  ,respects  to  Mrs.  Wharton, 
and  your  sons  and  your  daughters. 

I  am  affectionately  yours, 

J.  BROWN. 

Remember  me  to  your  nephew;  the  bill  you  sent  is  in  the 
hands  of  Mr.  May.     Adieu  ! 
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LETTER  VI 


M*  MASON  TO  !>«•   WHAKTON. 


York,  Awf.  18,  1771. 


Dear  Sir, 


THE  best  apology  I  cmi  make  to  you,  for  not  writing 
to  you  80onert  will  be,  to  gave  you  an  account  how  I  have  been 
employed  since  Ihe  sad  event   happened,  which  now  occasions^ 
my  writing. 

I  received  the  mdancboly  news  at  Bridlington.  Key,  full  ten 
daysafier  it  had  happened;  I  crossed  the  Hipnber  immediately, 
i|nd  got  to  Cambridge  the  day  after,  in  order  to  assist  and  relieve 
Mr«  Brown,  as  soon,  end  as  much  as, I  was  able.  He  returned 
not  from  Stoke  and  London  till  the  Saturday.  On  Sunday  I* 
set  out  with  him  for  London,  to  prove  the  will,  and  having 
done  so,  returned  on  Monday,  This  was  a  great  and  an  un- 
necessary loss  of  time.  But  nothing  would  satiify  his  cautious 
temper  but  our  doing  it  personally.  On  Tuesday  and  Wedoes* 
day,  we  delivered  up  the  furoiiure  of  the  rooms  to  the  Antrobuaes, 
and  in  the  meanwhile  the  books  were  padced  up,  and  sent 
to  the  Lodge ;  so  that  by  this  dispatch  he  will  have  nothing 
to  take  charge  of,  but  what  remains  to  the  executorship.  The 
papers  I  brought  all  with  me  here  yesterday.  My  first  business 
shaH  be  to  sort  the  letters,  which  are  numerous.  I  shall  seal  up 
those  of  the  living  correspondents,  and  return  them  when  con-  - 
venient  I  find  a  good  many  of  yours,  which  I  shall  return 
you  with  all  fidelity. 

VOL,  II.  •  4  B  "^ 
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Yoq  will  periiaps  wonder  why  I  staid  so  little  a  while  with 
Kim.  The  time  of  my  residence  here  began  the  very  day  after  . 
J  reached  Cambridge.  Mn  Cayley's  servants  and  goods  were 
gone  to  his  parsonage.  He  stayed  the  Sunday  over,  and  that 
was  all  he  could  possibly  do,  so  that  it  was  impossible  for  me 
to  prolong  my  stay  another  day.  Howeven^'the  great  burthen, 
i.  e.  the  care  of  little  matters,  is  now  off  his  hands.  You  who^ 
know  his  attenticMi  to  little  matters,  know  how  much  he  will  be 
felieved  by  what  is  already  done.  You  know  top,  he  could 
never  have  attended  to  other  things  till  these  had  been  done,  and 
he  would  have  been  months  of  doing  without  sae/Mli^t  I  trust 
has  been  now  done^  as  effectually,  in  three  •  days.  .  I  purpose  to 
return  to  him  in  November^  to  transfer  the  stock .  bequeathed^ 
and  to  give  up  the  title  deeds  of  the  house  in  Gornhill. ,  Iq 
the  mean  time,  my  dear  Doctor  Wharton,  shall  not  1  assure 
m3rseif  of  seeiiig  you  at  York  ?  Come,  I  beseech  you,  and'Oondole 
with  me  on  our  mutual,  our  irrepatable  loss.  The  great  charge, 
which  his  dear  firiendsbip  has  laid  upon  me,  I  feel  myself  unable 
to  execute/  without  the  advice  and  assistance  of  his  best  finlsnds ; 
you  are  among  the  first  of  these  :  and  the  first  too,  whose  counsel 
I  could  take  on  the  occasion.  As  soon  as  the>  foolish .  hurry  of 
this  idle  week  is  ower^  my  house  wfll  b^  empty  and  my  time 
my  own.  'Come  whto  it  suits  you,  I  shall  take  care  to  have 
a  btd  fori  you  u  the  Deanery^  if  these  rooms  be  too  small. 
Mfs*  Whibrtoi),  peiibape,  wiH  acoompany  you,  and  take  this 
opportunity  of  eeebig'  her  sister*  My  bert  oomplimeikts  to  her 
and  the  yoolig  ladies. 

Believe  me,  most  cordially  yours, 

W.  •MASi!)^ 


f 


ExciAe  'grdat'  hiKte  and  much  omfusioo  of  i(UJDd,*for  i  have 
been  hurried  and  concerned  beyond  expression.   ,     .  ^  J.  : 
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LETTER   VII. 


M«-   WALPOLE   TO  M**    COLE 


PariSj  August. 


Dear  Sir, 


I  AM  excessively  shocked  at  reading  in  the  papers 
that  Mr.  Gray  is  dead  !  I  wish  to  God  you  may  be  able  to 
tell  me  it  is  not  true!  yet  in  this  painful  uncertainty  I  must 
rest  some  days!  None  of  my  acquaintance  are  in  London. 
I  do  not  know  to  whom  to  apply  but  to  y#i}.  Alas !  I  fear  in 
vain !  Too  many  circumstances  speak  it  true.  The  detail  is 
exact :  a  second  paper  arrived  by  the  same  post,  and  does  not 
contradict  it: — and  what  is  worse^  I  ftifw  him  jbut  four  .or  five, 
days  before  I  came  hitbuer ;  he  had  fbeen  .te  Kensington  fer  the 
«ir»  complaiiied  of  goiit  flying  aboiyt  hioi ;  of  sensations,  of  it 
in  his  sfonnach;  and  indeed  I  thought  him  changed,  ab4  that 
he  looked  ill.  Still  I  had  not  the  least  ide^  qf.  hjm  being  in 
dan^i:.  I  started  up  firom.  my  chair,  when  I  aread  the  par»^ 
graph. — ^A  caniioii-baU  could  not  have  snrprised  tne  more  !  The 
shock  but 'ceased  to  give  way  to  my  concern.;  and'  my  hope^ 
are  too  ill  founded  to  mitigate  it.  If  nobody  ha$  the  charity  to 
WTite  t9  me>  my '  anxiety,  muat  continue  till  the  end  of  the 
month ;  for  I .  shall  set  out  on  my  return  on  thie  2^th ;  and 
Unless  you  reeeive  this,  time  enough  for.  your  answer  to  leave 
London  on  the  20th  in  the  evenings  I  caq^ot  ,meet  it,  till  I 
fmd  it  in  Arlington-street,  whither .  I  beg  you  to  direct  it.     If 
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the  event  is  but  too  true,  pray  add  to  this  melancholy  service, 
that  of  telling  me  any  circumstances  you  know  of  his  death. 
Our  long%  very  k>ng  friendship  and  his  genius  must  endear 
to  me  every  thing  that  relates  to  him.  What  writings  has  he  left  ? 
Who  jfre  his  executors  ?  I  should  earnestly  wish,  if  he  has  des- 
tined any  thing  to  the  public,  to  print  it  at  my  press.  It  would 
do  me  honour,  and  would  give  m^  an  opportunity  of  expressing 
what  I  fed  for  him.  Methjnks,  as  we  grow  old,  our  only 
business  here,  is  ib  adorn  the  graves  of  our  friends,  or  to  dig 


our  own. 


Dear  Sir, 


Yours  ever. 


HOR.  WALPOLE- 


iMk 


<^^^ 


*  In  a  letter  from  Walpole  to  Mr.  Chute  from  Paris,  August  13th,  the  former 
mays,  ^*  I  haVe,  I  own,  been  much  shocked  at  reading  Gray*s  death  ia  the  papers. 

«*Tis  Ml  hoar  that  makes  onejafy0t  cmy  atAject  ofcomplaintf  especially  towards  one 
^iSfh  whom  L  lived  in  friendcftiip  froiki  thirfeeii  years  old.'  •  As  setf  lies  so  rooted  itt  self, 

'  no  doubt  the  nearness  of  our  agqsmada  the  stroke  recoil  to  my  own  broast ;  andhairtog 
so  litde  expected  his  death,  it  is  plain  how  litde  I. expect  my  own ;  yet  to  you^  {Who  of 
all  men  liring  are  the  most  forgiying,  I  need  not  excuse  the  concern  I  feel.  *  **  * 
'*'■*  «  «  «  «  In  ghorty  I  mn  really  shocked ; — ^nay,  I  am  hurt  at  my  own  weakness, 
as  I  percctre  that  when  I  loTe  any  body,  it  is  for  my  life ;  and  I  have  had  too  much 
veason  not  to  wish  that  such  a  distinction  may  very  seldom  be  put  to  the  triaU^ 
4^  «  «  «  «  «  It  ^iii  appear  from,  these  letters,  that  Walpole*s  aflfeotioii  imd  friendsUp 
for 'Gray  was  warm  aif  d  sineere,  after  the  reconcilement  took  place ;  and  indeed  before 
tiiat,  and  immediately  after  the  quarrel,  I  believe  his  regard  for  Gray  was  un- 
diminished, tt  will  be  iasooUected,  that  Mr.  Conway  travell^  with  Gray  and  Wal- 
pole in  1730,  and  separated  from  them  at  Geneva.  Directly  after  Walpole  returned 
to  England,  1741,  he  wrote  to  Mr.  Conway:—*'  Before  I  thai^k  you  for  myself,^  I 
must  thank  you  for  that  excessive  good -nature  you  shewed  in.  writipg  to  poor  G — r^ 
I  am  less  impatient  to  see  you,  as  I  find  you  are  not  the  least  altered,  but  have  th^ 
same  •tender,  friendly  temper  you  always  had."  ••••***** 


*  • 
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P.  S.  I  heard  this  unhappy  news  last  night/  and  have  just 
been  told,  that  Lord  Edward  Bentinck  goes  in  haste  to-morrow 
to  England,  so  that  you  will  receive  this  much  sooner  than  I 
expected:  still,  1  must  desire  you  to  direct  to  Arlington-street, 
as  being  the  surest  conveyance  to  me, 

Mr.  Cole,  in  his  answer  to  this  letter,  says,  "  that  Gray  died 
worth  about  £6,000,  having  sold  his  paternal  property  in  houses, 
not  being  made  for  tenants  and  repairs,  and  placed  the  money 
in  the  funds,  with  a  part  of  which,  as  I  am  informed,  he  pur- 
chased an  annuity,  in  order  to  have  a  fuller  income.  . 

» 

"  He  went  off  pretty  easily,  considering  the  nature  of  his 
complaint,  the  gout  in  his  stomach,  which  occasioned  a  sickness 
and  loss  of  appetite,  neither  would  any  thing  rest  on  his  stomach: 
*  *  *  *  It  was  not  till  Friday  before  he  died  that  he  had  any 
convulsions,  when  he  was  seized  with  the  .first,  and  had  them, 
(Jccasionally,  till  his  death  on  Tuesday  night  following,  though 
hot  to  any  great  degree:  the  Master  being  with  him  till  hali' 
an  hour  before  his  decease.  •  As  it  was  warm  weather,  and  th0 
distance  considerable,  it  veas  impossible  to  comply  with  that  part 
of  his  vi^ill  relating  to  his  coffin,  which  was  wrapped  in  leadi 
«««•«««  He  retained  his  senses  to  the  last,  but  gave  proof 
of  their  decay  a  day  or  two  befoK  his  death,  which  he  expected, 
as  he  told  one  of  his  cqusins,  saying, — ^  Molly,  I  shall  die.' 
The  decay  I  mentioned  was  this :  ^ing  the  Master  sit  by  him^ 

fte  said, — *  Oh,  sir!  let  Dr.  Halifax  or  Dr.  Heberden  be  sent 

■     ' 

to.'^-He  certainly  meant  for  physical  assistance  :--r-now  Dr. 
Halifax  the  Regius  Professor  of  Law,  his  acquaintance,  was  a 
divtne,  and  no  physician*" 


nt  «  «  «  «  « 


•  I 
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M^   WALPOLE'S  ANSWSR. 

Strawberry- Hill f  Sept.  10,  1771. 

HOWEVER  melancholy  the  occasioa  is,  I  can  but 
give  you  a  thousand  thanks,  dear  Sir,  for  the  kind  trouble  you 
have  taken,  and  the  information  you  have  given  me  about  poor 
Mr.  Gray.  I  received  your  first  letter  at  Paris;  the  last  I 
found  at  my  house  in  town;  where  I  arrived  only  on  Friday 
last.    The  circumstance  of  the  Professor  refiising  to  rise  in  the 

« 

night  and  visit  him,  adds  to  the  shock.  Who  is  that  true 
professor  of  physic?  Jesus!  is  their  absence  to  murder  us,  as 
well  as  their  presence  ?  I  have  not  heard  from  Mr.  Mason,  but 
I  have  written  to  him.  Be  so  good  as  to  tell  the  Master  of 
Pembroke,  though  1  have  not  .the  honour  of  knowing  him,  how 
sensible  I  am  of  his  proffered  attention  to  me,  and  how  much 
I  feel  for  him,  in  losing  a  firi^d  of  so  excellent  a  genius. 
Nothing  will  allay  my  own  co^icern,  like  seeing  any  of  his 
compositions  that  I  have  iioj;,  y^t  se^n.  It  is  buying  even  them 
too  dear.  But  when  the  author  is  irreparably  lost,  the  produce 
of  his  mind  is  the  next, best  popsqssion.  I  have  offered  my 
press  to   Mr.  Masop,  and   hope  it  will  be  accepted. ,  .      *  ^ 

*  * '  «^ .  *  I  shall  receive  with  gratitude  from 
Mr.  Tyspi^,  either  .(^fiawing,  or  e^hifig  of  pur  dep^inted.  friend^ 
but  wish  not  to  have  it  inscribed. to  mcj,  as  it  is  an  i honour 
more  justly  due  to  Mr.  ^tpnehewer*.     If  the  Master  of  Pern 


t   ■ 


■«b~«v^«lita~H*W*«~**> 


^  Id  one  of  his  MS.  volumes  in  the  British  Museum,  Cole  says,  (Vol.  dS,) 
<^  On  Friday,  July  29,  1768,  Thomas  Gray,  Esq.  Fellow-Commoner  of  Pern* 
broke-Hall,  kissed  his  Majesty's  hand,   on  being  appointed  Pirofessor  of  Modem 
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broke  will  accept  a  copy  of  »  small  picture  I  have  of  Mr. 
Gray,  painted  soon  after  the  publication  of  the  '  Ode  on  Eton/ 
it  shall  be  at  his  service;  and  after  his  death,  I  beg  it  may 
be  bequeathed  to  his  College.    Adieu !  dear  Sir, 

Yotns  most  sincerely. 


HOJl,  W4LP01.E. 
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E^XIIACT;  Q|;  ^4JLETT«J|l 
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FROM 


-;»•  .li   .'»    -M'^^WALPOLB  'TO  M»--  CftLB.  ,-.!>.. lU./ ,:      - 

1  INTENDED  'wntuig  to  ^n  on/Gi^.'s  hUot  if  ym 
had  not  prevented  roe.     I  anau  charmed '{wi^' tit,. >8Ad,,p(^rk:, it 

History  and  Languages.  It  is  thought  his  friend  Mr.  Stonehewer,  Secretary  to 
the  Duke  of  Grafton,  principal  Secretary  of  State,  procured  it  for  him,  to  the 
disappointment  of  Dr.  Marnott,  Master  of  TriBity-Hall,  4um1  Vice-Chancellor,  who 
also  applied  for  it.''  In  a  letter  from  Walpole  to  Mr.  Conway  (Aug.  0,  1768,) 
the  former  says,  ^*  Yes,  it  is  my  Gray,  Gray  the  Poet,  who  is  made  Professor 
of  Modem  History;  and  I  helievd  it  is' worth  dOOZ.  a  year.  I  knew  nothing  of 
it,  till  1  saw  it  in  the  ,pai)ers;  but  believe  it  was  iS^foneAeir^r.that  obtained  it  for 
him.  Gray,  lioweyer,  was  indebted  for  this  situation  to  (he  Dilke  of  Grafton*8 
own  judgitient'^rid  g'enefosity;'  aM 'in  Uslettet'of  thanks;  •  hie  ^AflM  it  a  favour 
mm&Moited  aad  ImeKpe^tedL^* 
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to  all  the  biography  I  ever  j^fiw,.  The  style  is  excellent,  sim- 
ple, uuafFected;  the  method r^inirajl^le,  artful,  and  judicious. 
He  [Mason]  has  framed  the  fragments  (as  a  person  said)  so 
well,  that  they,  are  fine  drawings,  if  not  finished  pictures.  For 
my  part,  I  am  so  interested  in  it,  tliat  I  shall  certainly  read  it 
over  and  over.  I  do  not  find  that  is  likely  to  be  the  case 
with  many.  Yet,  never  was  a  book  which  people  pretended 
to  expect  so  much  with  impatience,  less  devoured;  at  least  in 
London,  where  quartos  are  not  of  quick  digestion.  Faults  are 
found,  I  hear,  at  Eton,  with  the  Latin  Poems,  for  ftilse  quan* 
tides : — no  matter ! — they  are  equal  to  the  English  ;  and  can 
one  say  more?  In  answer  to  yourself,  my  good  sir,  I  shall 
not  subscribe  to  your  censure  of  Mr.  Mason,  whom  I  love  and 
admire,  and  who  has  shewn  the  greatest  taste  possible  in  the 
execution  of  this  work/  Surely  he  has  said  enough  in  grati* 
tude,  and  done  for  beyond  what  gratitude  could  demand.  It 
seems  delicacy  in  not  expatiating  on  the  l^;acy :  particularising 
more  gratitude,  would  have  lessened  the  evidence  of  friendship, 
and  made  the  justice  due  to  Gray's  character  look  more  like 
a  d#bt.  He  speaks  of  him  in  slender  circumstances,  not  as 
depressed:  and  so  he  was,  till  after  the  death  of  his  parents 
and  aunts ;  and, '  even  then,  surely  not  rich*  I  think  he  does 
somewhere  say,  that  *  he  meant  to  be  buried  vrith  bis  mother ; 
and  not  specifying  any  other  place,  confirms  it.  Pray  tell  me, 
what  yoii  hear  is  said  of  '  Gray's  Life'  at  Cambridge? 


EXTRACT    OF   M^  COLETS  ANSWER. 

I  FIND  the  University  people  divided  about  it.  The 
seniors  think  his  reflections  on  their  method  of  education,  un- 
necessary sarcasm  on  poor  Dr.  Waterlandp  and  general  disgust 


« 
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at  a  place  he  made  choice  of  fw  his  constant  residence^  might 
as  well  have  been  omitted ;  but  all  concur  in  admiring  his  poetry,^ 
descriptions,  letters,  sentiments^  &c«  I  am  surprised .  at  what  yoir 
mention  relating  to  the  slow  sale  in  London.  In  Cambridge, 
above  a  fortnight  ago,  Mr.  Woodyer  had  sold  forty  copies, 
and  Merill  as  many ;  had  they  more .  could  have  disposed  of 
them ;  and  I  am  told  that  a  new  impression  is  already  in  the  press. 
This  looks  as  if  the  first .  was  all  sold  off.  Pray  are  you  satis- 
fied with  the  print  ?  It  gives  him  a  sharpness,  a  snappishness, 
a  fierceness,  that  was  not  his  common  feature,  though  it  might 
occasionally  be  so.  The  print  of  him,  by  Mr.  Mason,  and 
since  copied  by  Henshaw,  conveys  a  much  stronger  idea  of 
him  to  me. 


EXTRACT   OP  BP-  WALPOLE'S   ANSWER. 

YOU  are  too  candid  in  submitting  at  once  to  my 
defence  of  Mr.  Mason.  It  is  true,  I  am  more  charmed  with 
his  book  than  I  almost  ever  was  with  any  one.  I  find  more 
people  like  the  grave  letters  than  those  of  humour ;  and  some 
think  the  latter  a  little  affected,  which  is  as  wrong  a  judgmefit 
as  they  could  make,  for  Gray  never  wrote  any  thing  easily 
but  things  of  humour :  humour  was  his  natural  and  original  turn ; 
and  though  fi*om  his  childhood  he  was  grave  and  reserved, 
his  genius  led  him  to  see  things  ludicrously  and  satirically; 
and  though  his  health  and  dissatisfaction  gave  him  low  spirits, 
his  melancholy  turn  was  much  more  affected  than  his  pleasantry 
in  writing.  You  knew  him  enough  to  know  that  I  am  in  the 
right:  but  the  world  in  general  always  wants  to  be  told  how 
to  think,  as  well  as  what  to  think.  The  print,  I  agree  with 
you,  though  like,  is  a  very  disagreeable  likeness,  and  the  worst 
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lifeeness  of  him.  It  gives  the  fieroeaess  he  had  when  under 
constraint;  and  there  is  a  blackness  in  the  countenance  which 
was  Uke  him  only  the  last  time  I  ever  saw  him,  when  I  was 
mndi  struck  with  it;  and  though  I  did  not  apprehend  him  in 
danger,  it  left  an  impression  on  me  that  was  Ve^  uneasy,  and 
almost  prophetic  of  what  I  heard  but  too  soon  after  leaving 
him.  Wilson  drew  the  picture  under  much  ^such  an  impression, 
and  I  could  not  bear  it  in  my  room.  Mr.  Mason  altered  it  a 
little;  but  still  it  is  not  well,  nor  gives  any  idea  of  the  deter- 
mined virtues  of  his  heart.  It  just  serves  to  help  the  reader 
to  an  image  of  the  person  whose  genius  and  integrity  they  must 
admire,  if  they  are  so  happy  as  have  a  taste^  for  either. 


THB  SND. 
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